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A. Bette  sworth  in  Pater-no/ier-Row^  and. 
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•ftV  Patient  Fancy, 


|P  R  O  L  o  G  u  E. 

^-        Spoken  by  Mr.  Betterton. 
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Whtre  tach  [tnaU  WU  Baru  „»       j  7  •       , 


^  2  x*« 


4  PRO  L  O  G  U  E- 

rhat  Congregation's  in  a  hopeful  way 
To  Heaven,  where  the  LaySsJiers  teach  and  pray. 
Oh  the  great  Blejfing  of  a  little  Wit  I 
I've  feen  an  elevated  Poet  fit, 
jlndhear  the  Audtence  laugh  and  dap,  yet  fa f^ 
Gad  after  all,  'tis  a  damned  fUly  Play: 
jiefunconcern'd,  cries  only—-  Is  ttjc. 
n!  matter,  thefe  unwitty  things -will  do. 
When  your  fine  fuflian  ^f'^'f'/^'^'*'^''..^^ 
Serves  but  to  chime  afleep  a  droufy  Audsence. 
Who  at  the  va(l  experice  of  Wtt  would  treaty 
That  might  fo  cheaply  pleafe  ^^\^f ''''.,.  , 
Such  homely  Fare  you're  like  to  find  to  night . 
Our  Author  ,     ,  .  ^  , 

X»»«..  htler  hew  to  jm^  than  to  wrm: 
Mas  I  a  Poet's  good  for  nothing  now, 
VnUfs  he  haw  the  knack  of  conjuring  m  ; 
for  'tis  heyond  all  natural  Senfi  toguejs 

HOW  their ftrane  ^"^'^"  T'  ^""t.n     ^^ 
Your  Prefio  Jack  to  gone,  and  ccme  ogam. 
With  all  the  Hocm  Art  of  LegerdenMin , 
ZrdancingTefier,  mt-meg,  '""^^"^S"'' 
OHt-does  your  Heroes  and  your  <"««"«'  f^'/ 
And  if  th,s\chance  to  fUafeyou,  hy  <'""'■'"> 
H.  that  wU»  Wit  is  much  the  greater  foot. 


Dramatis  Perfoiije. 

MEN, 

Siv  Patiem  T^cy,  an   old  rich  Alder«:^ 
man,  and  one  that  fancies  himfelf  al-^  Mr  Le}<fh 
ways  fick,  S      * 

Ltander  ^ancy^    his  Nephew,   in   love? 

with  Lucretia,  c  Mr.  Crosby, 

Wittmore^  Gallant  to  the  Lady  Fancyr^ 

a  wild  young  Fellow  of  a  fmali  For'C  Mr.  B,/^^r/^;; 
tune.  V  " 

Lodwick  Xnowell^    Son  to    the  Lady> 

Knowd^  in  love  with  Jfabella^  ^  Mr.  Smith, 

r  Sir  Credulous  Fafy^  a  foolifli  Devonfljtre  /  x/     xt  / 

Knight,  defign'd  to  marry  Lucrma,    J^'-  ^'^''^ 

Curry,  his  Groom,  Mn.Kuhards. 

Ro£er,  Footman  to  the  Lady  Fancy, 

■  live  Dodorj,  Six  Servants  to  Sir  Patient^  Ballad-Sin »crs 
and  Serenadersj  F^ge  to  the  Lady  Know^U, 

WOMEN. 

The  Lady  Fancy ^  Young  Wife  to  Sir  7  .,     ^ 

Patmit,  ^  Mrs.  Currir, 

The  Lady  Knowelly  an  affected  learned-^ 

Woman,  Mother  to  Lodwick  and  Jfa-Curs  Gwm 

bella,  C 

Z«rm/a,  Daughter  to  the  L.  Knowell,        Mrs.  Price, 
Jfabella,  Daughter  to  Sir  Patimi  Fancy,     Uis.BetUrtom 
Fmny,   a   Child  of  (twtn   Years  old,       '''''''^^''^'''^ 

Daughter  to  Sir  Patient  Fancy, 
Maundy,  the  Lady  Fancf$  Woman,         Mrs.  Cibbs^ 
Betty,  Waiting- woman  to  Jfabella. 

SCENE  London^  in  two  Houfesr 

A  5  ACT 


(M 


A  C  T   i;     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  Room, 

Enter  Lucretia  with  Ifabella'r 

IS  much  I  owe  to  Portune,  my  dear 
Lucretia,  for  being  Co  kind  to  make 
us  Neighbours,  where  with  Eafe  we 
may  continually  exchange  our  Souls 
and  Thoughts  without  the  attendance 
of  a  Coach,  and  thofe  other  h'ttle 
Tormalities  that  make  a  Bufinefs  of  a  Vifit  j  it  looks 
fo  like  a  Journey,  I  hate  it. 

Lucr,  Attendance  is  that  Curfe  to  Greatnefs  that  con- 
fines the  Soul,  and  fpoils  gocKl  Humour ;  we  are  free 
whilft  thus  alone,  and  can  laugh  at  the  abominable  Fop- 
peries of  this  Town. 

Jfab,  And  lament  the  numberlefs  Impertinences  where- 
with they  continually  plague  all  young  Women  of  Qua- 
lity. 

Lucr,  Yet  thefe  are  the  precious  things  our  grave  Pa- 
rents ftill  chufe  out  to  make  us  happy  with,  and  all  for  a 
filthy  Jointure,  the  undeniable  argument  for  our  Slavery 
to  Fools. 

Ifah,  Cuftom  is  unkind  to  our  Sex,  not  to  allow  us  free 
Choice;  but  we  above  all  Creatures  muft  be  forced  to  en- 
dure the  formal  Recommendations  of  a  Parent,  and  the 
more  infupportable  Addrefles  of  an  odious  Fop  ;  whilft 

the  obedient  Daughter  ftands thus with  her  Hands 

pinn'd  before  her,  a  fet  Look,  few  Words,  and  a  Meift 
that  cries — Come  marry  me:  out  upon*t. 

Lfdcr,  1  perceive  then,  whatever  your  Father  defigns, 
you  are  lefolv'd  to  love  your  own  way. 


Sir  Patient  Fancy.  7 

Ifah,  Thou  mayft  lay  thy  Maidenhead  upon't,  and  be 
Aire  of  the  Misfortune  to  win. 

Lucr,  My  Frothec  Lcdwick's  like  to  be  a  happy  Man 
then. 

Ifab»  Faith  my  dear  Lodwick  or  no  body  in  my  heart, 
and  I  hope  thou  art  as  well  refoivM  for  my  Coufin  Leander, 

Lkcr.  Here's  my  Hand  upon't,  I  am ;  yet  there's  fome- 
thing  fticks  upon  my  ftomach,  which  you  muft  know. 

J/ak,  Spare  the  Relation,  for  I  have  obferv'd  of  late 
your  Mother  to  have  order'd  her  Eyes  with  fome  foftnefs, 
her  Mouth  endeavourmg  to  fweeten  it  felf  into  Smiles 
and  Dimples,  as  if  ftie  meant  to  recal  Fifteen  again,  and 
give  it  all  to  Leander^  for  at  him  fhe  throws  her  Darts. 

Lucr.  Is't  poffible  thou  (hou'dft  have  perceiv*d  it  al- 
ready ? 

IJab,  Long  fince. 

Lucr,  And  now  I  begin  to  love  hfm,  'twould  vex  me 

to  fee  my  Mother  marry  him well,  I  (hall  never  call 

him  Father, 

Jfab,  He'll  take  care  to  give  hhnfelf  a  better  Title. 

Lucr*  This  Devon flire  Knight  too,  who  is  recommended 
to  my  Mother  as  a  fit  Husband  for  me,  1  fhall  be  fo  tor- 
mented with My  Brother  (wears  he's  the  perteft,  molt 

unfufFerable  Fool  he  ever  faw;  when  he  was  at  my  Un- 
cle's laft  Summer,  he  made  all  his  Diverfion. 

Jfab,  Prithee  let  him  make  ours  now,  for  of  all  Fops 
your  Country  Fop  is  rhe  moft  tolerable  Animal ;  thofe  of 
the  Town  are  the  moft  unmanageable  Beafts  in  Nature, 

Lucr,  And  are  the  moft  noify,  keeping  Fops. 

fib.  Keeping  begins  to  be  as  ridiculous  as  Matrimony, 
is  a  greater  Impofition  upon  the  Liberty  ot  Man  ; 
the  Infolence  and  Expence  of  their  Miftreftes  has  almoft 
tir'd  out  all  but  the  old  and  doting  part  of  Mankind  ;  the 
reft  begin  to  know  their  value,  and  fet  a  price  upon  a 
good  Shape,  a  tolerable  Face  and  Mein  : — and  foine  there 
are  who  have  made  excellent  Bargains  fo^  themfelves  mat 
way,  and  will  flatter  ye  and  Jilt  ye  an  anrfquniei  Lady 
as  artfully  as  the  mcft  experienc'd  Mifs  ot  *eai  all. 
Lucr.  Lord,  Lord  !  what  will  this  World  come  to  ?  — — 

but  this  Mother  of  mine Ifabella,  i^^gbs, 
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jfah,  h  difcreet  and  virtuous  enough,  a  little  too  af'- 
fefted,  as  being  the  moft  learned  of  her  Sex. 

Lucr,  Methinks  to  be  read  in  the  Arts,  as  they  call  'em, 
is  the  peculiar  Trovince  of  the  other  Sex. 

Ifab,  Indeed  the  Men  would  have  us  think  Co^  and  boaft 
their  Learning  and  Languages  ;  but  if  they  can  find  any 
of  our  Sex  fuller  of  Words,  and  to  fo  little  purpofe  as 
feme  of  their  Gownmcn,  I'll  be  content  to  change  my 
Petticoats  for  Pantaloons,  and  go  to  a  Grammar-fchool. 
LHcr.  Oh  they're  the  greateft  Babelards  in  Nature. 
Ifab.  They  call  us  eafy  and  fond,  and  charge  us  with 
all  weaknefsj  but  look  into  their  Adions  of  Love,  State 
or  War,  their  rougheft  bufinefs,  and  you  ftiall  find  'em 
S'wayM  by  fonre  who  have  the  luck  to  find  their  Foibles  ; 
witnefs  my  Father,  a  Man  reafonable  enough,  till  drawn 
away  by  doting  Love  and  Religion :  what  a  Monfter  my 
\oung  Mother  makes  of  him  !  flatter'd  him  firfl  into  Ma- 
rrimony,  and  now  into  what  fort  of  Fool  or  Beaft  flie 
pleafes  to  make  of  him. 

Lucr.  I  wonder  fhe  does  not  turn  himSto  Chrlftianity'} 
iiiethinks  a  Conventicle  fhould  ill  agree  with  her  Hu- 
jnour.  r         .      ^ 

Ifab,  Oh,  ilie  finds  it  the  only  way  to  lecure  her  from 
his  Sufpicion,  which  if  (he  do  not  e'er  long  give  him  caufe 

for,  I  am  miftaken  in  her  Humour. But  fee  youc 

Mother  and  my  Coufin  Leander,  who  feems,  poor  man, 
under  fome  great  Confternation,  for  he  looks  as  gravely 
as  a  Lay- Elder  conducing  his  Spoufe  from  a  Sermon. 
Enter  L.  Knowel  and  Leander. 
L.  Kno.  Oh  fy  upon't.  See  Mr.  Fancy,  where  your 
Coufin  and  my  Lucretia  are  idling:  Vii  ^ow/,  what  an  in- 
jfuppoitnble  lofs  of  time's  this  ? 

Lean.  Which  might  be  better  imploy'd,  if  I  mightiin- 
ftrua  'em,  Madam. 

,  L.  Kno,  Ay,  Mr.  Fancy,  in  confultation  with  the  An- 
ticnts.— Oh  the  delight  of  Books !  when  I  was  of  then- 
age,  I  always  imploy'd  my  loofer  Hours  in  reading—  if 
ferious,  \vfisTacitus,  Seneca,  Plutarch's  Ncrals,  or  fome 
fuch  ufeful  Author ;  if  in  an  Humour  gay,  I  was  for 
Poetry,  ViriiL  Homer  Qr  Tap.  Oh  that  Love  between 
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Sjnalda  and  Armida^  Mr.  Fancy  I  Ah  the  Carcfles  that 
fair  Corcereis  gave,  and  received  from  the  young  Warrior^ 
ah  how  foft,  delicate  and  tender!  Upon  my  Honour  I. 
cannot  read  rhem  in  the  Excellence  of  their  Original  Lan- 
guage,   v^'ithout  I  know  not  what  Emotions. 

Lean.  Methinks  'tis  very  well  in  our  Mother  Tongue^ 
Madam, 

£.  Knff,  O  faugh,  Mr.  Fancy,  what  have  you  faid.  Mo- 
ther Tongue !  Can  any  thing  that's  great  or  moving  be- 
cxprefs*d  in  filthy  En^iijh  ?  —I'll  give  you  an  energetical 
proof,  Mr.  Fancy  j  obferve  but  divine  Homer  in  the  Gre- 
cian  Language  — -  Ton  d"  apamibeminous  propphe  podas 
ochus  AchilUus !  Ah  how  it  founds!  which  englifh'd 
dwindles  into  the  moft  grating  ftufF— Then  the  fwift-foot 
AchiUes  made  reply :  oh  faugh. 

Lucr.  So  now  my  Mother's  in  her  right  Sphere. 
L.  Km,  Come,  Mr.  Fancy ^  we'll  purfue  our  firft  de- 
iJgn  of  retiring  into  my  Cabinet,  and  reading  a   leaf  or 
two  in  Martial'^  I  am  a  little  dull,  and  wou'd  fain  laugh. 

Lean,  Methinks,  Madam,  Difcourfe  were  much  bettei- 
with  thefe  young  Ladies.  Dear  Lucrefia,  find  fome  way 
toreleafeme.  f^^^,^ 

L,  Kno,  Ob,  how  I  hate  the  impertinence  of  Women^ 
who  for  the  generality  have  no  other  knowledge  than  that 
ofdreding  ;  I  am  uneafy  with  the  unthinking  Creatures. 

Lucr,  Indeed  'tis  much  better  to  be  entertaining  a  young 
Lover  alone;  but  I'll  prevent  her,  if  poffible.  {Aftde^ 
*^L,  Kno.  No,  I  am  for  the  fubftantial  pleafure  of  an 
Author.  Philofophemur  !  is  my  Motto,— I'm  ilrangely 
fond  of  you  Mr.  Fancy ^  for  being  a  Scholar, 

Uan.  Who,  Madam,  I  a  Scholar?  the  greateft  Dunce 
in  Natuie— Malicious  Creatures,  will  you  leave  me  to  heir 
^^^^y  ?  [Jo  them  afide. 

'    Lucr.  Prithee  affift  him  in  his  mifery,  for  I  am  mad^ 
and  can  do  nothing  towards  \u  [Afide^ 

Ifab.  Who,my  Coufin  Leanderz  Scholar,  Madam? 

'^r^^^*^'  ^^^  ^^'^  ^°^  much  a  Gentleman  to  be  a  Scholar- 

^  "Ifah,  I  vow,  Madam,  he  fpelis  worfe  than  a  Country 

Farrier  when  he  prefcribes  a  Drench. 

Im7.  Then,  M^dam,  I  write  the  leudeft  hand.   -      < 
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Jfah,  Worfe  than  a  Politician  or  a  States-manJ 

Liicr,  He  cannot  read  it  himfelf  when  he  has  done,^ 

Lean,  Not  a  word  on't.  Madam, 

L,  Kno.  This  agreement  to  abufe  him,  I  underftand— 
^  [Afide. 

I     Well  then,  Mr.  Fancy,  let's  to  my  Cabinet—- 
your  hand. 

Lean,  Now  (hall  1  be  teasM  unmercifully,— I'll  wait 

on  you  Madam.  lExit  Lady, 

Find  fome  means  to  redeem  me,  or  I  fhall  be  mad. 

{Exit  Lean. 
Enter  Lodwick. 

Lod,  Hah  my  dear  Ifabella  here,  and  without  a  Spy  ! 
what  a  blefled  opportunity  muft  I  be  forc'd  to  lofe,  for 
there  is  juft  now  arriv'd  my  Sifter's  Lover,  whom  I  am 
oblig'd  to  receive :  but  if  you  have  a  mind  to  laugh  a 
little 

Ifab,  Laugh !  why  arc  you  turn'd  Buffoon,  Tumbler, 
or  Presbyterian  Preacher  ? 

Lod,  No,  but   there's  a  Creature  below  more  ridicu- 
lous than  either  of  thefe. 
'     Lucr,  For  love's  fake  what  fort  of  Beaft  is  that  ? 

Lod,  Sir  Credulous  Eafy,  your  new  Lover  juft  corne 
to  town  Bag  and  Baggage,  and  1  was  going  to  acquaint 
my  Mother  with  it. 

Ifab,  You'll  find  her  well  employ'd  with  my  Coufitt 

Ltander,  r       i  •        i  u 

Lucr,  A  happy  opportunity  ta  free  him:  but  what 
ihall  1  do  now.  Brother  ^ 

Lod,  Oh  let  me  alone  to  ruin  him  with  my  Mother  ; 
get  you  gone,  I  think  1  hear  him  coming,  and  this  Apart- 
ment is  appointed  for  him. 

Lucr,  Prithee  hafte  then,  and  free  Leander,  well  mto 
the  Garden.  {^Exeunt  Luc.  and  Ifab. 

Jk  Chair  and  a  Table,  Enter  Sir  Credulous  in  a  riding 
habit,  Curry  his  Groom  carrying  a  Portmantle, 

Lod,  Yes— ^is  the  Right  V7orIhIpful,  I'll  to  my  Mo- 
ihef  with  the  News.  C^*;  ^od. 

Sir  Cred,  Come,  undo  my  Portmantle,  and  equip  me, 
•hat  1  may  look  like  fome  body  before  I  fee  th«  Ladies— 

Curry  f 
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Curry,  thou  fhalt  e*en  remove  now  from  Groom  to  Foot- 
man ;  for  I'll  ne*er  keep  Horfe  more,  no,  nor  Mare  nei- 
ther, fince  my  poor  Gj///4«'sdeparied  >his  Life, 

Cur.  'Ds  diggers.  Sir,  you  have  griev'd  enough  for 
your  Mare  in  all  Confcience.;  think  of  your  MiftreG  now. 
Sir,  and  think  of  her  no  more. 

S'lYCred.  Not  think  of  her!  I  fhall  think  of  her.whilft 
I  live,  poor  Fool,  that  I  fhall,  tho  I  had  forty  Mii^ieiles. 
Cur,  Nay,  to  fay  truth.  Sir,  'twas  a  good-natur'd  civil 
beaft,  and  fo  fhe  remained  to  her  laft  gafp,  for  fhe  cou'd 
never  have  left  this  World  in  a  better  time,  as  the  faying 
is,  (6  near  her  Journey's  End. 

Sir  Cred.  A  civil  Bcafl !  Why  was  it  civilly  done  of  her, 
thinkeft  thou,  to  die  at  Brentford,  when  had  fhe  liv'd  till 
to  morrow,  fhe  had  been  convened  into  Money  and  have 
been  in  my  Pocket  /  for  now  I  am  to  marry  and  live  in 
Town,  I'll  fell  off  all  my  Pads ;  poor  Fool,  I  think  fhe 
e'en  died  for  grief  I  wou'd  have  fold  her. 

Cur,  'Twas  unlucky  to  rcfufe  Parfon  Cuffet^s  Wife's 
Money  for  her,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred,  Ay,  and  to  refufe  her  another  kindnefs  too, 
that  lliall  be  namelefs  which  fhe  ofFer'd  me,  and  which 
wou'd  have  given  me  good  luck  in  Horfe-flefh  too  ;  Zoz 
I  was  a  modeft  fool,  that's  truth  on'r. 

Cur,  Well,  well,  Sir,  her  time  was  come  you  mufl: 
think,  and  we  are  all  mortal  as  the  faying  is. 

Sir  Cred,  Well,  'twas  the  lovingft  Tit : — but  Grafs  and 
Hay,  Ihe's  gone — where  be  her  Shoes,  Curry  ? 

Cur,  Here,  Sir,  her  Skin  went  for  good  Ale  at  Brent- 
ford, [Gives  him  the  Shoes, 
Sir  Cred,  Ah,  how  often  has  fhe  carry *d  me  upon  thefe 
Shoes  to  Mother  Jumbles  \  thou  remember'ft  her  hand- 
fome  Daughter,  and  what  pure  Ale  Ihe  brew'd  ;  between 
one  and  t'other  my  Rent  came  fhort  home  there  ;  but  let 
that  pafs  too,  and  hang  forrow,  as  thou  fayft,  1  have 
fomething  elfe  to  think  on. 

[Takes  his  things  out,  lays  them  upon  the  Table 
And  Curry,  as  foon  as  I  am  drefi,  go  you  away  to  St. 
Clement^  Church-yard,  to  Jackfen  the  Cobler  there. 
Cur.  What  your  Pog-lutor,  Sir? 

Su 
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Sir  Cred,  Yea,  and  fee  how  my  Whelp  proves,  I  put  to 
him  laft  Parliament. 

Cur»  Yes,  Sir. 
Enter  Leander,  andftarts  hack  feeing  Sir  Cred. 

Sir  Cred.  And  ask  him  what  Gameftcrs  come  to  the 
Ponds  now  adays,  and  what  good  Dogs. 

Cur,  Yes,  Sir. 

Lean,  This  is  the  Beaft  Lodw'ul^  fpoke  of;  how  cou'd 
I  laugh  were  he  defign'd  for  any  but  Lucretia  !      lAfide, 

Sir  Cred,  And  doft  hear,  ask  him  if  he  have  not  fold 
his  own  Dog  Diver  With  the  white  Ear;  if  I  can  purchafe 
him,  and  my  own  Dog  prove  right,  I'll  be  Duke  of 
Ducking- Pond  ads  zoz. 

iSir  Cred.  dr  ejjes  himfelf, 
.^ell,  I  think  I  flialj  be  fine  anon,  he. 

Cur,  But  zo,  zo,  Sir,  as  the  faying  is,  this  Suit's  a 
Iktle  out  of  fafhion,  *twas  made  that  very  year  I  came  to 
your  Worftiip,  which  is  five  Winters,  and  as  many 
Stimmers. 

Sir  Cred,  What  then  Mun,  I  never  wear  it,  but  when 
1  go  to  be  drunk,  and  give  my  Voice  for  a  Knight  o*th' 
Shire,  and  here  at  London  in  Term  time,  and  that  but 
eight  limes  in  eight  Vifits  to  eight  feveral  Ladies  to  whom 
1  was  recommended. 

Citr,  I  wonder  that  amongft  eight  you  got  not  one, 
Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Eight!  Zoz  I  had  Eight-fcore,  Mun;  but  the 
Devi!  was  in  'em,  they  were  allfo  forward,  that  before  I 
cou  d  fcal  and  deliver,  whip  quoth  fethro,  they  were  ei- 
ther all  married  to  fome  body  elfe,  or  run  quite  away ;  {o 
that  I  am  refolv'd  if  this  fame  Lucretia  prove  Mot  right, 
I'll  e'en  forfwear  this  Town  and  all  their  falfe  Wares,  a» 
rnongft  which,  zoz  I  believe  they  vent  as  nvany  falfc 
Wives  as  any  Metropolitan  in  Chriftendom,  I'll  fay  that ' 
for't,  and  a  Piddle  for'r,  tYaith:— —  come  give  me  my 
Watch  out,— fo,  my  Diamond  Rings  too  ;  fo,  I  think  i 
ihall  appear  pretty  well  all  together,  Curry,  hab. 

if4»i  like  Xomething  monftroiriJV  ridiculous,  Til  be 

iworn..'>^-j'^'--  *       -^;'*:;;'' ^t'^:-";-      [^M- 

I  Cur, 
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Cur*  Here's  your  Purfe  of  broad  Gold,  Sir,  that  you** 
Grandmother  gave  you  to  go  a  wooing  withal,  I  mean  to 
fliew,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred,  Ay,  for  ftie  charg'd  me  never  to  part  with 
it : — fo,  now  for  the  Ladies.  [Shakes  his  Ribbons, 

Led,  Leander,  what  mak'ft  thou  here,  like  a  Holy-day 
Tool  gazing  at  a  Monfter  ? 

Enter  Lodwick. 

Lean,  And  one  I  hope  I  have  no  great  reafon  to  fear, 

L^d,  1  am  of  thy  opinion  5  away,  my  Mother's  coming  5 
take  this  opportunity  with  my  Sifter,  Qic's  i'th  Garden, 
and  let  me  alone  with  this  Fool,  for  an  Entertainment 
that  fhall  ihew  him  all  at  once ;  away —  [Exit  Lean. 

[Led,  goes  in  to  Sit  Cred. 

Sir  Cred.  Lodwicky  my  dear  Friend  !  and»  little  Spark 

of  Ingenuity  ! Zoz  Man,  I'm  but  juft  come  to  Town, 

lEmbracfw 

Lod.  *Tis  a  joyful  hearing.  Sir. 

Sir  Cred,  Not  fo  joyful  neither,  Sir,  when  you  Oiall 
know  poor  Gillian's  dead,  my  little  grey  Mare ;  thou 
knew'ft  her,  mun  :  Zoz  'ibas  made  me  as  melancholy  as 
the  Drone  of  a  Lancajhire  Bag-pipe.  But  let  tha^t  pafs ; 
and  now  we  talk  of  my  Mare,  Zoz  1  long  to  fee  this 
Sifter  of  thine. 

Lod.  She'll  be  with  you  prcfently,  SiT^X:redulous, 

Sir  Cred,  But  hark  ye,  Zoz,  1  have  been  fo  often  foh'd 
cfF  in  thefe  matters,  that  between  you  and  I,  Lodwick,  if 
1  thought  \  fhou'd  not  have  her,  Zoz,  I'd  ne'er  lofe  pre- 
cious time  about  her. 

Lod.  Right,  Sir ;  and  to  fay  truth,  thefe  >57omen  have 
{o  much  Contradiftion  in  'em,  that  *tis  ten  to  one  but  a 
Man  fails  in  the  Art  of  pleafing. 

Sir  Cred,  Why,  there's  it : — therefore  prithee  dear  Lod- 
wick tell  me  a  few  of  thy  Sifter's  Humors,  and  if  I  fail,— 
then  hang  me  Ladies  at  your  Door,  as  the  Song  fays. 

Led,  Why  faith  fhe  has  many  odd  Humors  hard  enough 
toiiit. 

Sir  Cred,  Zoz  let  'em  be  as  hard  as  Hercsikshls  Labors 
in  the  Yale  oi  BaJJe^  I'l]  not  be  flighted  Irom  attempting 
her.  .    • 
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Lod,  Why,  fhe'soneofthofe  fantaftick  Creatures  thjc 
muft  be  eourted  her  own  way. 

Sir  Cred.  Why  lee's  hear  her  way. 

Lod.  She  muft  be  furpriz'd  with  ftrange  Extravagancies 
wholly  out  of  the  Road  and  Method  of  common  Court- 
Ihip. 

Sir  Cred,  Shaw,  is  that  all  ?  Zoz  Vm  the  beft  in  Chrif- 
tendom  at  yoar  out-of-the-way  bus'nefles.— Now  do  I 
find  the  Reafon  of  all  my  ill  Succefs;  for  I  us'd  one  and 
the  fame  method  to  all  I  courted,  whatever  their  Humors 
were ;  hark  ye,  prithee  give  me  a  hint  or  two,  and  let 
me  alone  to  manage  Matters. 

Lod,  1  have  juft  now  thought  of  a  way  that  cannot  but 

Sir  Cred.  Zoz,  out  with  n  Man. 

Lod,  Why,  what  if  you  fhould  reprefent  a  dumb  Am- 
bafTador  from  the  blind  God  of  Love, 

Sir  Cred,  How,  a  dumb  Ambaflador  ?  Zoz  Man,  how 
/hall  I  deliver  my  Embafly  then,  and  tell  her  how  much  I 

love  her? befides,  I  had  a  pure  Speech  or  two  ready 

by  heart,  and  that  will  be  quite  loft.  [Afide» 

Lod,  Fy,  fy  \  how  dull  you  are !  why,  you  fnali  do 
ir  by  Signs,  and  Til  be  your  Interpreter. 

Sir  Cred,  Why  faith  this  will  be  pure ;  I  underftand  you 
now  Zoz,  1  am  old  excellent  atSigns;— 1  vow  this  will 
be  rare. 

Lod.  It  will  not  fail  to  do  your  bufinefs,  if  well  ma- 
jjae'd —  but  flay,  here's  my  Sifter,  on  your  life  not  a 
fyllable. 

Enter  Lean.  Lucr.  and  Ifab. 

Sir  Cred,  I'll  be  rackt  firft,  Mum  budget,— —prithee 
prefent  me,  I  long  to  be  at  it,  fure. 

{^He  fails  hacky  making  Faces  and  Grimaces* 

Lod.  Sifter,  I  here  prefent  you  with  a  worthy  Knight, 
ftruck  dumb  with  admiration  of  your  Beauty  \  but  that's  all 
one,  he  is  employ *d  Envoy  Extraordinary  from  the  blind 
God  of  Love  :  and  flnce,  like  his  young  Mafter,  he  muft 
be  defective  in  one  of  bis  Senfes,  be  chofe  rather  to  be 
dumb  than  blind. 
LHcr»  I  hope  the  fmall  Deity  is  in  good  Heahb^  Sir  ? 

JfAb» 
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Jfah,  And'hlsMiftrefs  Pfiche,  Sir?  ! 

.  [He  /miles  and  hows,  and  makes  figfu, 

Lod,  He  fays  that  Pfyche  has  been  fick  of  late,  but 
fomewhat  recovered,  and  has  fent  you  for  a  Token  a  pair 
of  Jet  Bracelets,  and  a  Cambrick  Handkerchief  of  her 
own  rpinning,  with  a  Sentence  wrought  in*t,  Heart  in 
handy  at  thy  command,  [Lookjtng  every  word  upon  Sir 
Credulous  as  he  makes  figns. 

Sir  Cred.  Zoz,  Lodwick,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I'm  the 
Son  of  an  Egyptian  if  I  underftand  thee. 

{Pulls  him,  he  makes  figns  to  him  to  hold  hispeacem 

Led.  Come,  Sir,  the  Tokens,   produce,  produce 

[He  fails  back,  making  damnable  figns. 

How  !  Paitb  l*m  ferry  for  that  with  all  my  heart, he 

fays,  being  fomewhat  put  to't  on  his  Journey,  he  was 
forced  to  pawn  the  Bracelets  for  half  a  Crown,  and  the 
Handkerchief  he  gave  bis  Landlady  on  the  Road  for  a 
Kindnefs    received,  ibis  *its  when  People  will  be 

fooling 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  the  Devil's  in  this  Lodwicky  for  mfftak- 
ing  my  Signs  thus  :  hang  me  if  ever  I  thought  of  Brace- 
lets or  a  Handkerchief,  or  ever  received  a  Civility  from 
any  Woman  breathing, is  he  bewitcht  trow  ?   \_Afide, 

Lean,  Lodwicl^  you  are  miftaken  in  the  Knight's  mean- 
ing all  this  while.  Look  on  him,  Sir,  do  not  yoa 
guefs  from  that  Look,  and  wrying  of  his  Mouth,  thac 
you  miftook  the  Bracelets  for  Diamond  Rings,  which  he 
humbly  begs,  Madam,  yoo  would  grace  with  your  fair 
Hand  ? 

Lod,  Ah,    now  I  perceive  it  plain. 

Sir  Cred,  A  Pox  of   his  Compliment.     Why  this  h 

worfe  than  t'other. What  ih::!!  1  do  in  this  cafe  ?  — . 

fliould  1  fpeak  and  undeceive  them,  they  would  fwear 
'twere  to  fave  my  Jems :  ard  to   part  with  'em — Zoz^ 

how  fimply  fhould  I  look!  but  hang'r,  when  I  have 

married  her,  they  are  my  own  again. 

[Gives  the  Rings^   falls  back  Into  Grimaces, 
Leander  whifpers  to  Lodwick. 

Lod,  Enough— Then  Sifter,  fhe  has  fcm  you  a  Purfc  of 
her  own  knitting  full  of  Bfoad  Gold. 

Sil 
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Sir  Cred,  Broad  Gold  !  why,  what  a  Pox  does  the  Man 
conjure  ? 

Lod,  Which,  Sifter,  fairh  you  muft  accept  of,  you  fee 
by  that  Grimace  how  much  'twill  grieve  hinn  clfe. 

Sir  Cred,  A  pretty  civil  way  this  torch  a  Man. — Why, 
Lodtvick, — why  what  a  Pox  wiil  they  have  no  mercy  ?— 
Zoz  I'll  fee  how  far  they'll  drive  the  Jeft. 

IGives  the  Gold  and  bows,  and  fcrapes  and  f crews, 

Lod.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ?  well  ni  fee  what  may  be  done, 

—Sifter,  behold  him,  and  take  pity  on  him  j  he  has  b«t 

one  more  humble  requeft  to  make  you,  'tis  fo  receive  a 

Gold  Watch  which  he  dsfigns  you  from  himfelf. 

Sir  Cred,  Why,  how  long  has  this  Fellow  been  a  Con- 
jurer r*  for  he  does  deal  with  the  Devil,  that's  certain,— 
Lodw'uk  iPulls  him, 

Lod,  Ay  do,  fpeak  and  fpoil  all,  do. 
Sir  C>^^.  Speak  and  fpoil  all,  quoth  he!  and  the 
Duce  take  me  if  I  am  not  provokM  to't ;  why  how  the 
Devi:  fhould  he  light  flap-dafiij  as  they  fay,  upon  every 
thing  thus  ?  Well,  Zoz,  I'm  refolv'd  to  give  it  her,  and 
fhame  her  if  (he  have  any  Confcience  in  her. 

[Gives  his  Watch  with  pitiful  Grimacei, 

Lod.  Now,  Sifter,  you  muft  know  there's  aMyfteryin 

this  Watch,  'tis  a  kind  of  Hieroglyphick  that  will  inftruft 

yon  how  a  married  Woman  of  your  Quality  ought   to 

live. 

Sir  Cred,  How,  my  Watch  Myftcries  and  Hierogly- 
phicks  !  the  Devil  take  me,  if  1  knew  of  any  fuch  Virtues 
it  had.  C^^'iy  <"'^  ^^^  looking  on  the  Watch, 

Lod,  Beginning  at  Eight,  from  which  down  to  Twelve 
you  ought  to  imploy  in  drelling,  till  Two  at  Dinner,  till 
five  in  Vifits,  till  Seven  at  the  Play,  till  Nine  i'th'  Park, 
Ten  at  Supper  with  your  Lover,  if  your  Husband  be  not 
at  home,  or  keep  his  diftance,  which  he's  too  well  bred 
not  todo  5  then  from  Ten  to  Twelve  are  the  happy  Hours 

the  Bergere,  thofe  of  intire  Enjoyment. 

Sir  Cred,  Say  you  fo  ?  hang  me  if  I  ftiall  not  go  near 
to  thiiik  I  may  chance  to  be  a  Cuckold  by  the  fhifr. 

Ifab,  Well^  Sir,  what  muft  Qie  do  from  Twelve  till 
Eight  again  ? 

Lod* 
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Lod.  Oh '  thoTe  are  the  dull  Conjugal  hours  for  fleeping 
with  her  own  Husband,  and  dreaming  of  Joys  her  abfent 
Lover  alone  can  give  her.  ^        „        , 

Sir  Cred.  Nay  an  fhe  be  for  Sleeping,  Zoz,  I  am  as 
good  at  that  as  Ihe  can  be  for  her  Heart  j  or  Snoring. 

*'  Lod.  But  1  have  done;  Sir  Credulous  has  a  dumb  Ora- 
tion to  make  you  by  way  of  farther  Explanation. 

Sir  Cred.  A  dumb  Oration!  Now  do  1  know  no  more 
bow  to  fpeak  a  dumb  Speech  than  a  Dog. 

Luc,  Oh  1  love  that  fort  of  Eloquence  extremely. 
Led,  1  told  you  this  would  take  her. 
Sir  Cred.  Nay,  1  know  your  filent  Speeches  are  mcom- 
parable,  and  I  havefuch  a  Speech  in  my  Head. 
Lod.  YourPoftures,  your  Poftures,  begin,  Sir. 

IHeputs  him felf  into  a  ready  Poflure  as  tf  he 
ivonld  fpeak,  hut  only  makes  laceu 
Enter  Page. 
Pag.  Sir,  my  Lady  defires  to  fpeak  with  you.  [T^Lean. 

Lean.  V\\  wait'on  her, a  Devil  on't.-- — - 

Pag.  I  have  command  to  bring  you  Sir,  »nftantly. 
Lean.  This  is  ill  luck,  Madam,  1  cannot  fee  the  Farce 
out :  ril  wait  on  you  as  foon  as  my  good  Fortune  will 
'.  '  \Fxit. 

permit  me*  ^        . ,  ,,     ,  l, 

Luc.  He's  going  to  my  Mother,  dear  Jjabella,\eis^o 
and  hinder  their  Difcourfe:  Farewel,  Sir  AmbaflTador, 
pray  remember  us  to  Pfyche,  not  forgetting  the  little  blind 

Archer,  ha,  ha,  ha {Ex.Unhtng. 

Sir  Cred.  So,  1  have  undone  all,  they  are  both  gone, 
flown  I  proteft;  why  what  a  Devil  ail'd  'em  ?  Now  have 
been  dumb  all  this  while  to  no  purpofe,  you  too  never 
told  her  my  meaning  right ;  as  I  hope  to  breathe,  had  any 
but  yourfelf  done  this,  I  fhould  have  fworn  by  Helicon. 
and  all  the  reft  of  the  Devils,  you  had  had  a  defignto  have 
abus'd  me,  and  cheated  me  of  all  my  Moveables  too. 

Lod.  What  a  hopeful  Projeft  was  here  defeated  by  my 
miftake  \  but  courage.  Sir  Credulous,  I'll  put  you  m  a 
way  (hall  fetch  ali  about  again. 

Sir  Cred.  Say  you  fo  ?  ah  dear  Udwtcky  let  me  hear  it. 

Lod» 
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Lod,  Why,  you  fhall  rfiis  Night  gire  your  Miftrefs  a 
Serenade. 

Sir  Cred.  How !  a  Serenade ! 

Led.  Yes,  but  it  muft  be  performed  after  an  extrava- 
gant manner,  none  of  your  dull  amorous  Night-walking 
Noifes  (o  familiar  in  this  Town  ^  Lucretia  loves  nothing 
but  what's  great  and  extravagant,  and  pafles  the  reach  of 
vulgar  praftice. 

SirCr^^.  What  think  you  of  a  filent  Serenade?  Zoz, 
fay  but  the  word  and  it  fhall  be  done  Man,,  let  me  alone 
for  Frolicks,  i'faith. 

Lod.  A  filent  one !  no,  that's  to  wear  a  good  humour 
to  the  Stumps ;  I  wou'd  have  this  want  for  no  Noife ;  the 
extremes  of  thefe  two  AddrefTes  will  fet  off  one  another. 

Sir  Cred,  Say  you  fo  ?  what  think  you  then  of  the  Bag- 
pipe, Tongs,  and  Grid-iron,  Cat-calls,  and  loud-founding 
Cymbals  ? 

Lod,  Naught,  naught,  and  of  known  ufe ;  you  might 
as  well  treat  her  with  Viols  and  Flute-doux,  which  were 
enough  to  difoblige  her  for  ever. 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  what  think  you  then  of  the  King  of 
Bantam^s  own  Mufick  ? 

Lod,  How !  the  King  of  Bantam*s  Mufick  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  Sir,  the  King  of  Bantam's :  a  Friend  of 
mine  had  a  Prefent  fent  him  from  thejace,  a  moft  unheard 
©f  curiofity  Til  aflure  you. 

Lod,  That,  that  by  all  means,  Sir. 

Sir  Credo  Well,  I'll  go  borrow  *em  prefently,^ 

Lod,  You  muft  provide  your  felf  of  a  Song. 

SlxCred,  A  Song  I  hang't,*tis  but  rummaging  the  Play- 
Books,  ftealing  thence  is  lawful  Prize Well,  Sir,  your 

Servant.  {Exit, 

Enter  Leander. 

Lod,  I  hope  'twill  be  ridiculous  enough,  and  then  the 
Devil's  in't  if  it  do  not  his  Bufinefs  with  my  Mother,  for 
fhe  hates  all  impertinent  Noifes  but  what  fhe  makes  her- 
felf.  She's  now  going  to  make  a  Vifit  to  your  Uncle,  pur- 
pofely  to  give  me  an  opportunity  to  Ifahlla* 

Lean^ 
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Lean,  And  I'm  ingaged  to  wait  on  her  thither,  fte 
defigns  to  carry  the  Fiddles  too ;  he's  mad  enough  al- 
ready, but  fuch  a  Vifit  will  fit  him  for  Bedlam. 

Lod.  No  matter,  for  you  have  all  a  leud  Hand  with 
him ;  bc.ween  his  continual  imaginary  Sicknefs,  and  per- 
petual Pbyfrc,  3  Man  might  take  more  Pleafure  in  an  Hof- 
phal.  What  the  Devil  did  be  marry  a  young  Wife  for? 
and  they  fay  a  haodfome  Creature  too. 

Lean,  To  keep  up  his  Title  of  Cuckold  I  think,  for 
ihe  has  Beauty  enough  for  Temptation,  and  no  doubt 
makes  the  right  ufe  on't :  wou'd  1  cou'd  know  it,  that  I 
might  prevent  her  cheating  my  Uncle  longer  to  my 
undoing. 

Lod.  She'll  be  cunning  enough  for  that,  if  fhe  have 
Wit:  but  now  thou  talk'ft  of  Intrigues,  when  didft  fee 
Witmore  ?  that  Rogue  has  fome  lucky  Haunt  which  w& 
muft  find  out. But  my  Mother  expeds  your  atten- 
dance ;  ril  go  feek  my  Sifter,  and  make  all  the  Intereft 
there  I  can  for  you,  whilft  you  pay  me  in  the  fame  Coin 
to  Ifabella.  Adieu. 

'Lean,  Truft  my  Friendfliip.— —       \Ex,  feveratty,^ 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E   L 
Jt  Garden^ 

Enter  Lady  Fancy,  Wittmore,  <iw^  Maundy. 
Wlt,T2  Nough,  my  charming  Miftrefs,  you've   fet  my 
P^  Soul   at  Peace,  and  chas'd  away   thofe  Fears 
and  Doubts  my  Jealoufy  created  there. 

Maun,  Mr.  Wittmore' &  faitsfyM  of  your  Conftancy,  Ma- 
dam \  tho  had  I  been  your  Lady  (hip,  I  fhould  have  given 
him  a  more  fubftantial  Proof,  which  you  might  yet  do,  if 
you  wou'd  make  a  handfome  ufe  of  your  time. 

Wit,  Maundy  advifes  well ;  my  deareft,  let's  withdraw 

to  yonder  Coverc  Arbour,    whofe    kind   Shades    will 

*  fecurc 
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fecute  U5  a  Happinefs  that  Gods  might  envy. 

{Offers  to  lead  htr  t'uii 

L.  Van,  I  dare  not  for  tfee  world,  Sir  Patient  \%  now 
afleep,  and  'tis  to  thjfe  few  Minutes  we  are  obng'd  for 
this  Enjoyment,  which  ftiou'd  Love  make  us  tranfgrers, 
and  he  fliou'd  wake  and  furprize  us,  we  were  undone  for 
ever :  no,  let  us  employ  this  httle  time  we  have  in  cosn- 
fuiting  how  we  may  be  often  happy,  and  fecurely  fo  ;  Oh 
how  I  languifh  for  the  dear  opponunity  \ 
^  Wit,  And  cou'd  you guefs  what  Torments  1  have  fuffer'd 
m  thefe  few  fatal  Months  that  have  divided  us,  thou 
wou'dft  pity  me. 

L.  F^;z.— But  to  our  Bufinefs ;  for  the  \  am  yet  unfu. 
l^eCtt^  by  my  Husband,  I  am  eternally  plagu'd  with  his 
Company  5  he's  fo  fond  of  me,  he  fcarce  gives  me  time  to 
write  to  thee,  he  waits  on  me  from  room  to  room,  hands 
me  m  the  Garden,  fhoulders  me  in  the  Balcony,  nay  does 
the  office  of  my  Women,  dreiTes  and  undreflTes  me,  and 
does  fo  fmirk  at  his  handywork  :  \vi  fine,  dear  WtUmore^ 
I  am  impatient  till  1  can  have  lefs  of  his  Company,  and 
more  of  thine.      -         -  .a:.  ..  . 

W'tt,  Does  he  never  go  out  of  Town? 

L.  Ian.  Never  without  me. 

Wh,  Nor  to  Church?" 

L.  Van,  To  a  Meeting- houfe  you  mean,  and  then  too 
carries  me,  and  h  as  vainly  proud  of  me  as  of  his  rebel- 
hous  Opinion,  for  his  Religion  means  nothing  but  that, 
and  Contradi-aion  ;  which  i  feem  to  like  too,  fince  'tis 
the  beft  Cloke  I  can  put  on  to  cheat  him  with. 

Wit,  Right,  my  fair  Hypocrite. 

L.  Van^  But  dear  IVittmore,  there's  nothing  Co  comical 
as  to  hear  me  cant,  and  even  cheat  thofe  Knaves,  the 
Preachers  themfelves,  that  delude  the  ignorant  Rabble, 

mt,  What  Miracles  cannot  your  Eyes  and  Tongue 
perForm!  '  ^ 

L.  Fan.  Judge  what  a  fine  Life  I  lead  the  while,  to  be 
fet  up  with  an  old  formal  doting  fick  Husband,  and  a 
Herd  of  fnivelling  grinning  Hypocrites,  that  call  them- 
selves the  teaching  Saints;  who  under  pretence  of  fecurin* 
me  to  the  number  of  their  Elock,  do  fo  fneer  upon  me* 
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pat  my  Breaft?,  and  cry  fre,  fie  upon  this  fafhion  of  tempt* 
i[{g  Nakednefs,      .  [Thro  the  Nofe, 

Wit.  Dear  Creature,  how  cou'd  we  laugh  at  thy  new 
way  of  h'ving,  had  we  but  fome  Minutes  allowed  us  to  en- 
joy t4iat  Pleafure  alone, 

L.  Fan,  Think,  dear  Wtttmore  think,  Maundy  and  I 
have  thought  over  all  our  Devices  to  no  purpofe. 

Wit,  Pox  on't  Tm  the  dulleft  Dog  at  plotting,  thinking, 
in  the  world  ;  I  fhoUld  have  made  a  damnable  ill  Town 
Poet :    Has  he  quite  left  off  going  to  the  Change  ? 

L.  Tan,  Gh,  he's  grown  cautioufly  rich,  and  will  ven- 
ture none  of  his  fubftantial  Stock  in  tranfiiory  Traffick. 

Wtt,  Has  he  no  mutinous  Cabal,  nor  Coffee-houfes, 
where  he  goes  religioufly  to  confult  the  Welfare  of  the 
Nation  ? 

L,  Tan*  His  imagin'd  Sicknefs  has  made  this  their  Ren- 
devouz. 

Wit,  When  he  goes  to  his  blind  Devotion,  cannot  yovi 
pretend  tobe  fick  ?  that  may  give  us  at  leaft  two  or  three 
opportunities  to  begin  'With. 

L.  Fan.  Oh !  then  I  fhould  be  plagu'd  v.'ith  continual 
Phyfick  and  Extempore  Prayers  till  I  were  fick  indeed. 

Wit.  Damn  the  humorous  Coxcomb  and  all  his  Family, 
what  fliall  we  do  ? 

L.  Tan,  Not  all,  for  he  has  a  Daughter  that  has  good 
Humour,  Wit,  and  Beauty  enough  to  fave  her, — flay — • 
that  has  jogg'd  a  Thought,  as  the  Learned  fay,  which 
muft  jag  on,  till   the   motion  have  prcidufM  /paiethin| 

worth-my  thinking. .^  li.\  r  '\1\    \\ 

Enter  Kogtx  running.  '      ' 

Mnun.  Ad's  me  here's  danger  near,  our  Scout  comes 
in  fuch  hafte. 

L.  Fan.  Roger^  what's  ihe  matter  ? 

Rog.  My  Mafter,  Madam,  is  rifen  from  fleep,and  is  come 

in  to  the  Garden.— See,  Madam,  he's- herfe. " 

L.  Fan.  What  an  unlucky  Accident  was  this  ? 
Wit.  What  (hall  I  do,  'tis  too  late  to  obfcure  my  felf  ? 
L.  Fan.  He  fees  you  already,  thro  the  Trees, — here — 
keep  your  diftance,  your  Hat  under  your  Arm  ;  fo,  be  vefy 

ceremonious,  whilft  I  fettle  a  demure  Countenance.- 

Maun* 
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Maun,  Well,  there  never  came  good  of  Lovers  that 
were  given  to  too  much  talking ;  had  you  been  filently 
kind  all  this  while,  you  had  been  willing  to  have  parted 
by  this  time. 

Enter  Sir  Patient  in  a  Kight-Gown^  reading  a  BilL 

Sir  Pat,  Hum, — Twelve  Purges  for  thi5  prefent  ^anu' 
«'^y— as  I  take  it,  good  Mr.  Doftor,  I  took  but  Ten  in 
all  December — By  this  Rule  I  am  ficker  this  Month,  than 
I  was  the  laft. —And  good  Mafter  Apothecary,  methinks 
your  Prizes  are  fomewhat  too  high  :  at  this  rate  no  body 

wouM  be  fick Here,  Roger^  fee  it  paid  however,— 

Ha,  hum.  [Sees^em,  and  Jiarts  back*']  What's  here, 
my  Lady  Wife  entertaining  a  leud  Fellow  of  the  Town  ? 
a  "flaming  Cap  and  Feather  Blade. 

L.  Ian.  Sir  Patient  cannot  now  be  fpoken  with.  But, 
Sir,  that  which  I  was  going  juft  now  to  fay  to  you,  was,  that 
it  would  be  very  convenient  in  my  opinion  to  make  your 
Addrefles  to  Ifabella, ^'twill  give  us  opportunities.  lAfide} 
We  Ladies  love  no  Impofition  ;  this  is  Counfel  my  HuC- 
band  perhaps  will  not  like,  but  I  would  have  all  Women 

cbule  their  Man,  as  I  have  done, my  dear  Witmore, 

i^fide. 

Sir  Pat,  I  pro  fefs  ingenuouily  an  excellent  good  Lady 
this  ofmine,  tho  1  do  not  like  her  Counfel  to  the  young 
Man,  who  I  perceive  would  be  a  Suitor  to  my  Daughter 
Ifabella,  * 

Wit.    Madam,    (hould  I    follow  my  inclinations,    I 

jhould  pay  my  Vows  no  where  but  there, but  1  am 

inform'd  Sir  Patient  h  a  Man  fo  pofitively  refolv*d, 

L.  Fan,  That  you  fhould  love  his  Wife.  [Afide 

Wit.  And  ril  comply  with  that  Refolve  of  his,  and 
neither  love  nor  marry  ifabella,  without  his  Permifllon- 
and  I  doubt  not  but  1  fhall  by  my  Refpefts  to  him  gain 
ills  Confcnt, — to  cuckold  him,  [Afide, 

Sir  Pat,  I  profefs  ingenuoufly,  a  very  difcreet  voun* 
Man.  '  J       & 

IT/r.  But,  Madam,  when  may  I  promlfe  my  felf  the 
fatisfaftion  of  coming  again?  For  I'm  impatient  for  the 
Sight  and  Enjoyment  oi  the  fair  Perfon  1  love, 

L.  Fan* 


Sir  Patient  Fancy.  ^j 

L.  Van,  Sir,  you  may  come  at  night,  and  foraething  I 
will  do  by  that  time  (hall  certainly  give  you  that  acccfs 
you  wifh  for. 

Wit,  May  I  depend  upon  that  happinefs? 

L.  Fan,  Oh,  doubt  not  my  power  over  Sir  Patient, 

^ir  Pat,  My  Lady  F4»<:;y,  you -promife  largely. 

L.  tan.  Sir  Patient  here  ! 

Wit,  A  Devil  on  him,  wou'd  I  were  well  off:  now 
Riuft  1  diflemble,  ^rofefs,  and  lye  moft  confoundedly. 

Sir  Pat.  Your  Servant,  Sir,  your  Servant. My  Lady 

Fancfj,  your  Ladyfliip  is  well  entertain'd  I  fee  j  have  a  care 
you  make  me  not  jealous,  my  Lady  Fancy. 

L,  Van,  Indeed  1  have  given  you  caufe.  Sir  Patient^ 
for  1  have  been  entertaining  a  Lover,  and  one  you  muft 
admit  of  too. 

Sir  Pat,  Say  ye  fo,  my  Lady  Fancj  .<? Well,  Sir, 

I  am  a  Man  of  Reafon,  and  if  you  fhew  me  good  caufes 
why,  can  bid  you  welcome,  for  1  do  nothing  without  Rea- 
fon and  Precaution. 

Wit,  Sir  1  have.-^- 

Sir  Pat,  I  know  what  you  wouM  fay.  Sir  j  few  Words 

denoteth  a  wife  Head, you  wou'd  fay  that  you  have 

an  Ambition  to  be  my  Son-in-Law. 

Wit,  You  guefs  moft  right,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Nay,  Sir,  I'll  warrant  Til  read  a  Man  as  well 
as  the  beft,  1  have  ftudied  it. 

Wit,  Now  Invention,  help  me  or  never. 

Sir  Pat,  Your  Name  I  pray  ?       IP ut ting  ojf   his  Hat 

Wit,  Fainlove,  Sir.  gravely  at  every  Ward, 

Sir  Pat,  Good  Mr.  Fainlove^  your  Country  ? 

Wit,  Torkfhire^  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  What,  not  Mr.  Fainlove's  Son  of  Torkfhire^ 
who  was  knighted  in  the  good  days  of  the  late  Lord  Pro- 
teftor/  [Off  his  Hat, 

Wit,  The  fame.  Sir. 1  am  in,  but  how  to  come 

oS  "iigain  the  Devil  take  me  if  1  know.  iAfide, 

Sir  Pat,  He  was  a  Man  of  admirable  parts,  believe  me, 
a  notable  Head- piece,  a  publick-fpirited  Perfon,  and  a 
good  Co-  non  wealths-man,  thai  he  was,  on  my  woid.-— 
Your  Eftate,  Sir,  I  pray  ? 

Wif. 
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wit,  I  have  not  impairM  it  Sir,  and  I  prefume  you 
know  its  value  :-  For  1  am  a  Dog  if  I  do.  lAjide. 

Sir  Fat.  O*  my  Vf^ord  'tis  then  confiderable,  Sir;  tor 
he  left  but  one  Son,  and  fourteen  hundred  Pounds  per 
Annum,  as  I  take  it ;  which  Son,  1  hear,  is  lately  come 
from  Gemva,  whither  he  was  fent  for  virtuous  Educa- 
tion.     1  am  glad  of  your  Arrival,  Sir, Your  Religion, 

^wlt'.  You  cannot  doubt  my  Principles,  Sir,  fince  cda- 
CiXtdi  ^i  Geneva*  i   n     ■,-  • 

Sir  Pat,  Your  Father  was  a  difcreet  Man  ;  ah  Mr.  Tatn- 
love,  he  and  1  have  feen  better  days,  and  wifh'd  we  couM 
have*  forefeen  thefe  that  are  arrived. 

Wit   That  he  might  have  turn  d  honeft  m   time,  he 
ineansi  before  he  had  purchased  Bi (hops  Lands. 
.   Sir  Pat,  Sir,  you  have  no  Place,  Office,  Dependance 
or  Attendance  at  Court,  I  hope  ? 

Wit    None  Sir,-.Wou'd  1  had— fo  you  were  hang  d. 

\_Ajide* 

L.  Fan.  Nay,  Sir,  you  may  believe,  1  knew  his  Ca- 
pacities and  Abilities  before  1  would  encourage  his  Ad- 

Sir  Pat,  My  Lady  Tanc^,  you  are  a  difcreet  Lady  ;--. 
Well  rd  marry  her  out  of  hand,  to  prevent  Mr.  Lodwtck  s 
hopes:  for  tho  the  young  man  may  deferve  well,  that 
Mother  of  his  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  with,  fi«"  fhe 
refufed  to  marry  my  Nephew.  lAJide. 

Enter  Fanny. 
•    Tan,  Sir,  Father,  here's  my  Lady  Knowell,]  and  her 
Family  come  to  fee  you.  ^ 

Siv  Pat,  How !  her  whole  Family .'  I  am  come  to  keep 
open  Houfe ;  very  fine,  her  whole  Family  !  (he's  Plague 

enough  to  mortify  any  good  Chriftian, Tell  her    my 

Lady  and  I  am  gone  forth  5  tell  her  any  thing  to  keep 

her  away.  ,  1  -r    1      r 

Tan.  'Shou'd  I  tell  a  lye.  Sir  Father,  and  to  a  Lady  of 

her  Quality  ?  ^  ^      ,      r  •         .• 

Sir  Pat,  Her  Quality  and  Ihe  are  a  Couple,  ot  imperti- 
nent things,  which  arc  very  iroublefome,  and  not  to  be 

indurM  1  take  iu 

F4n» 
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Tan,  Sir,  we  ftiouM  bear  with  things  we  do  not  !ove 
fometiraes,  'tis  a  fort  of  Trial,  Sir,  a  kind  of  Mortifica- 
tion fit  for  a  good  Chriftian. 

Sir  Pat,  Why,  what  a  notable  talking  Eagaage  h  this » 
How  came  you  by  thisDoarine  P  ^ 

Fan,  I  remember,  Sir,  you  preach'd  it  onfe  to  my 
Sifter,  when  the  old  Alderman  was  the  Text,  whom  you 
exhorted  her  to  marry,  but  the  wicked  Creature  made  ill 
ule  on't. 

SirP^f.  Goyour  way  for  a  prating  Hufwife,  ?o,  and 

call  your  Sffter  hither.      {_Exit  Fanny.] Well    I'm 

refolv'd  to  leave  this  Town,  nay,  and  the  World'  too, 
rather  than  be  tormented  thus.  - 

•  felf?  ^'^'''  ^^^^*^^''^  ™^^'^''  ^^^''>  ^^^^  ^oft  fo  fret  thy 

SirP^^  The  matter!  my  Houfe,  my  Houfe  is  bcfieeed 
with  Impertinence ;  the  intolerable  Lady,  Madam  Ro- 
ff^apce,  that  walking  Library  of  profane  Books  is  come  to 
Vilit  me. 

L.  Fan,  My  Lady  Knowell .-? 

xJ''/'^^'  ^^^'  '^^'  ^^y  ^^  «^«^^^^  ^o'^e  and  hard 
words, 

'L,Fan.  Indeed  'tis  with  pain  I  am  oblig'd  to  be  civil 
to  her  but  I  confider  her  Quality,  her  Husband  was 
too  an  Alderman,  your  Friend,  and  a  great  Ay  and  No 
Man  in  th  City,  and  a  painful  Promoter  of  the  oood 
Caufe.  ^ 

Sir  Pat,  But  (he's  a  Fop,  my  Lady  Fancy,  and  ever 
was  fo,  an  idle  conceited  ^t  Fop ;  and  has  Vanity  and 
Tongue  enough  to  debauch  any  Nation  under  civil  Go- 
vernment :  but,  Patience,  tbou  art  a  Virtue,  and  Afflidion 

will  come ^Ab,  Vta  very  fick,  alas,  I  have  not  lon^ 

to  dwell  amongft  the  Wicked,  Oh,  oh Roger,  is  ih? 

'i'Ottor  come  ? 

Enter  Roger. 

•  Rog.  No,  Sir,-  btjt  he  has  fent  you  a  fmall  drauofat  of 
a  Pint,  which  you  are  to  take,  and  move  upon't. 

Sir  Pat,  Ah, .  Well,  I'll  in  and  take  it ; Ah-^ 

Sir    I  crave  your  Patience  for  a  moment,  for  I  defign  you 
VoLTv    "     '''  *'^^  °^'  makf  Jong  work  on'?,  Sir : 
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alas  I  would  difpofe  of  her  before  I  die:  Ahj— 1*11  bring 
her  to  you,  Sir,  Ah,  Ah..  IGoes  out  wtth  Roger. 

L.  Fan,  He*s  always  thus  when  vifited,  to  fave  Charges, 
-^But  how,  dear  Wittmon,  cam'ft  thou  to  think  of  a 
Name  and  Country  fo  readily  ?  •        ,„j 

Wh,  E^ad  I  was  at  the  height  of  my  Invention,  and 
the  Alderman  civilly  and  kindly  afllfted  me  with  the  reft  ; 

but  how  to  undeceive  him — .  . 

L  Van,  Take  no  care  for  that,  m  theipean  time  you  11 
be  (hreudly  hurt  to  have  the  way  laid  open  to  our  En,oy. 
ment,  and  that  by  my  Husband's  procurement  too  :  But 
uke  heed,  dear  Wittmore,  whilft  you  only  defign  to  fe.ga 
a  Courtfhip,  you  do  it  not  in  good  earneft. 

Wit    Unkind  Creature  !  .  ,      tt 

L  F4»   1  would  no.  have  you  endanger  her  Heart 
ncithen  for  thou  haa  Charms  will  do't.-Pr.thee  do  no 
put  on  thy  bed  Looks,  nor  fpeak  thy  fofteft  Language ; 
for  if  thou  doft,  thou  canft  not  fail  to  undo  her. 

(^  /  Well,  my  pretty  Flatterer,  to  free  her  Heart  and 
.hvSufS    I'll  make  fuch  aukard  Love  a?  fhall  per- 
Se     however  (he  chance  to  like  my  Perfon.  to  thmk  . 
iuaoe  tier   now  r  B    .  Is  fij  j  take  my  leavr. 

ro^K'^i^^'oTSri^mehere.  all  will  be  ruinM; 

"fJ^fuEl^'i^Mo^  at  home.  -Mou  ">uft 
.1  J;  purVffus  =  but  fee  Sir  Pa,un,H  return'd,  and  wuh 

'''™J°""'^H";f/tp-"t-dirabella. 

.;.V  Pat  Here's  my  Daughter  ifMUi  Mr.  TamUve: 
fh=  i  ferv;  f"  W,fl,  Sir,  'as  times  go  but  1  hopeyou 
L„,  r.f  thofe  J—  Sweet-heart,  this  Gentleman  1 
h^e  deLn-d  you  ^rich  and  young,  and  I  am  oU 
a^d  ftcklyf  a^a'iuft  going  ou<  of  the  World,  and  would 
^-atH^e"ha:,^:Ktng.KistwentyV^^^^^^^^ 

Sir  Pat.  Therefore   I  command  you   to  receive  tnc 
tenders  of  his  Affeaion.       _^ 

Enter  tanny.  ,     ^    j 

^  «   c,v  Pather   mv  Ladv  KnoweWs  in  the  Garden. 

ti':  >?  De-arfwe  muft  go  meet  her  in  de.ency.^.^ 
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Sir  Pa,.  A  hard  cafe,  a  Man  cannot  be  Cck  in  quiet. 
^IM.  A  Husband,  and  that  not  I<-rf».W .'  Heave^^for: 

De^h  "flf r  ^"PP"^  '^'\'°  ""='  "=  ^«7  tidicuLuff: 
S^  n,^  1  b?  P''"'';"''  '"^'"6  •.  what'  an  infenfible 
S?fo  Ll.r  '"''"."^"'^  '""^  Enjoyment  of  fo 
a  r,  io  new  a  Creature,  and  who  is  hlce  to  be  thrown 

m-o  my  Arms  ,00  whether  I  will  or  not? but  C^n 

foence  and  .ny  Vows  .0  the  fair  Mother :  No.  I  wHl  be 

Son  nf~Twf '^''"' ^'^^'I  n'^'l  ("'ve  m,  I'm  the 

Son  of  a  Whore  if  you  are  not  the  mod  Bele  Perfon 
I  ever  faw.  and  if  I  be  not  damnably  in  love  with  vo?," 
but  a  pox  take  all  tedious  Courtfhip.  'l  have  a  7  e-bor« 
clf™r^&  Flat,"  ""'?t=  '-fin-'o'd'^ 

.eftanons,  Paffions,  and  Inclination.       ^  '  ^™- 

«er.„  ^retire  J\T.  f  ^'  ^S*  «'/^,^'-'*"  *'>«,  and 
If  thfc  ^r  f'  ?''•"'*  Gentleman, /or/  ««m|/.  _ 

De^l-rhPntff  ^'°"^^;^>-'  ^"'l  "'"Ceati  he  ti; 
i^evu  s  m  em  both  for  nnreafonable  Women.- L 

Tan   Gemini.  Sifter   doe,  the  Gentleman  cSu"'""''- 
aff^ed  Fop""  ""•  ""  ^'^  '"""  '  -ver  faw'Tmore 

he'frpr^p^r'^elrrr''-"^-"-^"^^  '"'p'-'^  fo^ 

Engagement  by5;,«,  Madam;  it  is fuKlCgt': 
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mv  Parole  to  your  Father,  to  do  him  the  honour  of  my 

Alliance  ;  and  an  unneceflary  Jealoufy  will  but  difoblige. 

Madam,  your  Slave Death,  thefe  Rogues  fee  me, 

and  Vva  undone. — .   ^     ,  ,      ^^^j' 

Enter  Lady  Fancy,  Lady  Knowell,  Str  Credulous  ana 
Lucretia,  with  other  Women  and  Men, 

L  Know.  Ifabella,  your  Servant,  Madam :  being  fen- 
fibleof  the  infociable  and  folitary  Life  you  lead,  I  have 
brought  my  whole  Family  to  wait  on  your  LadyOnp,  and 
this  my  Son  in  luturo,  to  kifs  your  Hands,  I  befeech  your 
Ladvfhip  to  know  him  for  your  humble  Servant :  my  Son 
and  vour  Nephew,  Madam,  are  coming,  with  the  Mutick: 
too,  we  mean  to  pafs  the  whole  Day  with  your  Lady- 
{}iJp'. and  fee  they  are  here.  ,         .,    r 

Enter  Lodwick  pulling  in  Wittmove,  Leander  with  them. 
Lod.  Nay,  fmce  we  have  met  th«e  fo  luckily,  you  mult 

back  with  us.  ^  ^     , 

Wit.  You  muft  excufe  me,  Gentlemen. 

Lod    ^eMl  fhew  you  two  or  three  fine  Women. 

Wit.  Death,  thefe  Rogues  will  ruin  me but  1  have 

Bufinefe,  Gentlemen,  that-  ^    j    ^r 

Lean.  That  muft  not  hinder  you  irom  doing  Deeds  ot 
Charity  :  we  are  all  come  to  teeze  my  Uncle  and  you 
muft  affift  at  fo  good  a  ^^^k;— come  gad  tho^^^^^^ 
make  love  to  my  Aunt 1  wou  d  he  wou  d^  eff^c- 

'""'loI  Now  I  think  on\  what  the  Devil  doft  thou  do 

^^%t.  Here  ! oh  Sir 1  have  a  defign  upon  the  Al- 

^TXupon   his   handfome  WiTc  thou  meaneft  ;    ah 

^1"' 'Faith  no,-^a^'tis  to^  borrow  Mony  of  him; 
and  as  I  take  it  Gentlemen,  you  are  not  fit  Pylons  for  a 
Man  of  Credit  to  be  feen  with,  I  pafs  for  a  ^ver  Man. 

Lod.  Well,  Sir,  take  yourCourfe.^ but  egad  hell 

iboner  lend  thee  his  m.  than  his  Mone^^ .  ^.  ^^^^^^ 

r.^M    Aunt   I  have  taken  the  bold  lefs  to  bring  a  Gen-  j 
demr/mraiuaimance  to  m  your  Ladyfcif.  Hands.  J 
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Lod,  Thy  Aunt !  — death,  fhe*s  very  handfome. —  Ma- 
dam, your  moft  humble  Servant.  [^ijfes  the  I.  Fan. 

Lean,  Prithee  imploy  this  Fooljthat  Imay  have  an  op- 
portunity to  entertain  thy  Sifter. 

Lod»  Sir  Credulous^  what  not  a  Word?  not  a  Gomph*- 

ment  ?  Hah,  be  brisk,  Man,  be  gay  and  witty, 

talk  to  the  Ladies. 

SirCr^^.  Talk  to  'em!  why,  what  fhall  I  fay  \f} 
'em? 

Lod,  Any  thing,  fo  it  be  to  little  purpofe. 

Sir  Cr&d^  Nay,  Sir,  let  me  alone  for  that  matter — but 
who  are  they,  prithee  ? 

Led,  Why,  that's  my  Lady  Tancj^  and  that's  her 
Daughternn-Law,  falute  'em  Man. 

Sir  Cred,  Fair  Lady, — 1  do  p.oteft  and  vow,  you  are 
the  moft  beautiful  of  ali  Mothers-in^-Law,  and  the 
World  cannot  produce  your  equal. 

Lod,  The  Rogue  has  but  one  method  for  all  AddrelTes. 

[They  laugh, 

L,Kno,  Oh  abfurd!  tbis^  Sir,  is  the  beautiful  Mother - 
in-Law.  ITo  L,  Fan. 

Enter  Sir  Patient. 

Sir  Cr^i.  Moft  noble  Lady,  I  cry  your  mercy.  Then 
Madara,  as  tbe  Sun  amongft  the  Stars,  or  rather  as  the 
Moon  not  in  conjunftion  with  the  Sun,  but  in  her  oppo- 
Ction,  when  one  rifes  the  other  fets,  or  as  the  Vulgar  call 
V  it,  Full  Moon — I  fay,  as  the  Moon  is  the  moft  beautiful  of 
all  the  fparkling  Lights,  even  fo  are  you  the  moft  accom- 
plifli'd  Lady  under  the  Moon — and  Madam,  I  am  ex- 
,  tremely  fenfible  of  your  Charms  and  celeftial  Graces. 

[r^Ifabella. 

Sir  Pai.  Why  this  is  abominable  and  infupportable. 

Luct\  I  find  Sir,  you  can  talk  to  purpofe  when  you 
begin  once. 

Sir  Cred,  You  are  oieafed  to  fay  Co,  noble  Lady  :  but 
I  muft  needs  fay,  I  am  not  the  worft  bred  Gentleman  for 
a  Country  Gentleman  that  ever  you  f^^v  \  for  you  muft 
know,  incomparable  Lady,  that  I  was  at  the  Univeiiity 
three  Years,  and  there  I  learnt  my  Logick  and  Rhetorick, 
whereby  1  became  excellent  at  Repartee,  fweet  Lady.  As 
B  3  for 
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for  my  Eftate,  my  Father  died  fincc  I  came  of  Age,  and 
left  me  a  fmall  younger  Brother*s  Portion,  dear  Lady, 
Lucr,  A  younger  Brother's,  Sir  ? 
Sir  Cred.  Ha,  ha,  I  know  what  you  would  infer  from 
that  now:  but  you  muii  know,  delicious  Lady,  that  1  am 
all  the  Children  my  Faiher  bad. 
Zucr,  Witty,  I  proteft. 

Sir  CreJ»^  Nay,  Madam,  when  I  fee  on't  I  can  be 
witty. 

Lean.  Cruel  Lucretia,  leave  'em,  and  let  us  fnatch  this 
opportiinity  to  talk  of  our  own  Affairs, 

Sir  Cred,  For  you  muft  know,  bright  Lady,  iho  I  was 
pleaj»'d  to  railly  my  lelf,  i  have  a  pretty  competent  Eftate 
oi  about  300c  /.  a  Year,  and  am  to  marry  Madam 
iucretia, 

L.  Fan,  You  are  a  happy  Man,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred,  Not  fo  happy  neither,  ineftimable  Lady,  for 

1  loft-  the  fineft  Mare   yefterday, but  let  that  pafs ; 

were  you  never  in  Devon/hire^  Madam  ? 
L,Fatt,  Never,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred,  In  troth,  and  thai*s  pity  fweet  Lady ;  for  if 
you  lov*d  Hawking,  Drinking,  and  Whoring,  —  oh. 
Lord,  I  mean  Hunting ;  i'/aith  there  be  good  Fellows 
would  keep  you-Company,  Madam. 

Sir  Pat,  This  is  a  Plot  upon  me,  a  mere  Plot.-*»»— My 
Lady  Fancy,  be  tender  of  my  Reputation,  Foppery's 
catching,  and  I  had  as  lieve  be  a  Cuckoki  as  Husband  to 
a  vain  Woman. 

Sir  Cred,  Zoz,  and  that  may  be  as  you  fay,  noble  Sir. 

Lady,  pray  what  Gentleman's  this  ? Noble  Sir,  1  am 

vour  moft  humble  Servant. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  cry  your  mercy.  Sir.  [Walks  away. 

Sir  Cred.  No  Ofience,  dear  Sir,  I  proteft  :  'slife  I  be- 
lieve 'tis  the  Matter  of  the  Houfe,  he  look'd  with  fuch  Au- 
thority •, — why  who  cares,  let  him  look  as  big  as  the  four 
Winds,  Eaft,  Weft,  North  and  South,  1  care  not  this,^— 
therefore  1  beg  your  Pardon,  noble  Sir. 

Sir  Fat.  Pray  fpare  your  Hat  and  Legs,  Sir,  till  you 
comt;  to  Court,  they  arc  thrown  away  i'lb'  City. 

Sir 
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sir  Cnd.  O  Lord  !  dear  Sir,  'tis  all  one  for  that,  I  va- 
lue net  a  Leg  nor  an  Arm  amongft  fi-iends,  I  am  a  De- 
-vonfljtre  Knight,  Sir,  all  the  world  knows,  a  kind  of 
Country  Gentleman,  as  they  fay,  and  am  come  to  Town, 
to  marry  my  Lady  KnoweWs'Diu^itr. 

Sir  Pat,  Tm  glad  on't,  Sir.     [Walks  away,  he  follows. 

Sir  Cred,  She's  a  dcferving  Lady,  Sir,  if  I  have  any 
Judgment  \  and  I  think  I  underftand  a  Lady,  Sir,  in  the 
Right  Honourable  way  of  Matrimony. 

SirF4/.  Well,  Sir,  that  is  to  fay,  you  have  been  mar- 
ried  before.  Sir ;  and  whai*s  all  this  to  me,  good  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cr^^.  Married  before !  incomparable,  Sir!  not  fo 
neither,  for  there's  difference  in  Men,  Sir, 

■  SirPtf/.  Right,  Sir,  for  fome  are  Wits,  and  fome  are 
Tools. 

Sir  Cred,  As  I  hope  to  breathe,  'twas  a  faying  of  my 
Grandmother's,  who  us'd  to  tell  me,  Sir,  that  bought  Wic 
was  beft.  I  have  brought  Money  to  Town  for  a  fmall 
furchafe  of  that  kind ;  for,  Sir,  1  wou'd  fain  fet  up  for  a 

feoijmryWit. Pray  Sir,  wbereiive  the  Poets?  for  I 

WQu'd  fain  be  acquainted  with  fome  of  them. 
'^  '3ir  Pat,  Sir,  J  do  nOt  Know,  nor  do  I  care  for  Wits 
5fjd  poets.    Oh,  this  will  kill  me  quite;  Til  out  of  Town 
irnmcdiately/'    '     ''";'*  ''' 

Sir  Cred.  But,  Sir,  I  mean  your  fine  railing  Bully  Wit?, 
that  have  Vinegar,  Gall  and  Arfenicfc  in  'em,  as  well  as 
Salt  and  Flame,  and  Fire,  and  the  Devil  and  al!. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  defend  me !  and  what  is  all  this  to  me, 
Sir?  ■  '     '~    •    ■'        ■      '     '^    . 

SkCred,  Ob,  Sir,  they  are  the  very  Soul  of  Entertai*^ 
ment ;  and,  Sii',  it  is  the  prettied  fport  to  liear'em  rati 
and  haul  at  one  another -Zoz  wou'd  I  were  a  Poet.  ' 

Sii*  Pat,  J  wifli  you  were,  fihceyou  are  fo  fond  of  be- 
ing rall'd  ar,  -^— If  X  were  able  to  beat  him,  I  would  be 
much  an^ry,——^ but  Patience  is  a  Virtue,  andl  will  into 
ti^ie'CouSry."  "■'  '  ■''  '  ■  ■■  '  '  Ujide. 
'  Si\' Cred,  'Tis  all  one  cafe  to  me,  dear  Sir,— but  X 
fhduld  have  the  pteafure  of  railing  again,  cum  privile^io^ 
I  love  fighting  with  tbofe  pointlefs  Weapons.— Zoi,  Sir, 

■  Voti  know  if  we  Mc|i  of  Quality  fait  out — ^^'(for  you  are 
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a  Kniglit  I  take  it)  why  there  comes  a  Challenge  upon  ir, 
and  ten  to  one  feme  body  or  other  is  run  thro  the  Gills ; 
why,  a  Pox  on't,  I  fay,  this  is  very  damnable,  give  me 

Poet's  Licence. -» 

L.  Ian,  Take  him  off  in, pity.  {to  Leander. 

Lod,  Indeed  Railing  is  a  Coin  only  current  among  the 
Poets,  Sir  Credulous, 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  bleft  Deliverance  ! what  a  profane 

Wretch  is  here,  and  what  a  leud  World  we  live  in — Oh 
London^  Londony  how  thou  abounded  in  Iniquity  !  thy 
young  Men  are  debauch'd,  thy  Virgins  defloured,  and 
thy  Matrons  all  turn'd  Bauds  !  My  La<ly  Taney ^  this  is  not 
Company  for  you,  I  take  it,  let  us  fiy  from  this  vexation 
©f  Spirit,  on  the  never-failing  Wings  of  Difcretion. — 
[Going  to  had  Lady  Fancy  of^ — the  Lady  KnoWell 
•     *  /peaking  to  Ifabella  all  this  while, 

L.  Kno,  How!  marry  thee  tofuch  a  Fop,  fay*ft  thou? 
Oh  egregious! — as  thou  loveft  Lodwick^  let  him  not 
know  his  Name,  it  will  be  dangerous,  let  me  alone  to 
evade  it. 

Jfah.  I  know  his  fiery  Temper  too  well  to  truft  him 
with  the  fecret. 

L.  Kno,  Hark  ye,  Sir,  and  do  you  Intend  to  do  this 

horrible  thing  ?  — ■ 

Sir  Pat,  What  thing,  my  Lady  Knowell  P 
L.  Kno,  Why,  to  marry  your  Daughter,  Sir. 
Sir  Pat,  Yes,  Madam. 

L.  Kno,  To  a  beaftly  Town  Fool  ?  Monftrum  horrent 
dum  ! 

Sir  Pat,  To  any  Fool,  except  a  Fool  of  your  Race,  of 

your  Generation. 

L.  Kno,  How  !  A  Fool  of  my  Race,  my  Generation  I 
1  know  thou  meaneft  my  Son,  thou  contumelious  Knight, 
who,  let  me  tell  thee,  fhall  marry  thy  Daughter  invito  te^ 
that  is,  (to  inform  thy  obtufe  Undeiftanding)  in  fpite  of 
thee;  yes,  Ihall  marry  her,  tho  (he  inherits  nothing  but 
thy  dull  Enthufiam,  which  had  (he  been  legitimate  fhe 
iiad  been  pofleft  with. 

Sic  Pat,  Oh  abominable  !  you  had  beft  fay  fhe  is  none 
of  my  Daughter,  and  that  1  was  a  Cuckold.  ■■ 
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L.  Kno,  If  I  fhould,  Sir,  it  would  not  amount  to 
Scanddum  Magnatum  :  I'll  tell   thee  more,    thy  whole 

Pedigree, and  yet  for  all  this,    Lodwick  dial!  marry. 

your  Daughter,    and  yet  I'll  have  none   of   your  Ne- 
phew.  _    ,, 

SkPaf.  Shall  hefo,  my  L^6y  Knowell  P  I  (hall  go 
Aear  to  out-trick  your  Lady  (hip,  for  all  your  politick 
Learning.  'Tis  paft  the  canonical  Hour,  as  they  call  if, 
or  I  wou'd  marry  my  Daughter  inftantiy ;  I  profefs  w« 
ne'er  had  good  days  fince  thefe  canonical  Fopperies  came 
up  again,  mereP'opilh  Tricks  to  give  our  Children  time 
for  Difobedience, — the  next  Juftice  wou'd  ha'  ferv'd  turn, 
and  have  done  the  Bufinefs  at  any  Hour :  but  Patience  is 

a  Virtue Roger y  %o  after  Mr.  Fain-love^  and  tell  hira 

I  wou'd  fpeak  with  him  inftantly 

L.  Kno,  Come,  come,  Ladies,  we  lofe  fleeting  time, 
upon  my  Honour  we  do  ;  for  Madam,  as  1  faid,  I  have 
brought  the  Fiddles,  and  defign  to  facrifice  the  IniireEve- 
ning  to  your  Lady  (hip's  Diverfion. 

Sir  Cred,  Incomparable  Lady,  that  was  well'  thougw 
on ;  Zoz,  I  long  to  be  jigging.  '  , 

Sir  Pat,  Fiddles,  good  Lord !  why,  what  am  I  come 
to  P— Madam,  I  take  ir,  Sir  Pattent  Fancy's  Lady  is  not 
a  proper  Perfon  to  make  one  at  immodeft  Revellings,  and 
profane  Mafqueradings. 

L.  Fan.  Why;  ah,  'tis  very  true.  Sir,  but  we  ought 
not  to- offend  4  Brother  that  is  weak^  and  confequentiy  a 
'Sifter.       '    ->      '  .         i 

Sir  P at, lin  excellent  Lady  this,  but  fhe  may  be  coi^ 
rupted,  ah  fhe  may  fall  -,  I  will  therefore  without  delay, 
carry  her  from  this  wicked  Town; 

L.  Kno,  Come,  come,  Gentlemen,  let's  in  ;  Mr.  Fancy, 

you   muft  be   my  Man  ; Sir  Crednlous  come,    and 

you  fweet  Sir,  cgme  Ladies, — Nunc  ejl  faltandum,  &c. 
-  '       [Exennf. 


1  r^o^cr 
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..:    SCENE    changes  to  a  Chamher* 

lEnter  Sir  Patient  as  before^  Lady  Fancy,   Wittmore, 
Maundy,  and  Roger  with  things. 

Sir  Pat.  Maundy^  fetch  my  Clothes,  ill  drefs  me  and 
cue  of  Town  inftanily,—  perfuade  me  not.  {To  Wit. 
Rcger^  is  the  Coach  ready,  Roger  .■? 

V.og,  Yes,  Sir,  with  four  Horfes. 

l^Fan.  Out  of  Town  !  Oh  I'm  undone  then,  there 
will  be  no  hopes  of  ever  feeing  Wittmore,  [Jftde.] — 
Maundy^  oh  help  me  to  contrive  my  ftay,  or  I'm  a  dead 
VToman.  Sir,  fure  you  cannot  go  and  leave  your 
Affairs  in  Town. 

Sir  F4/.  Affairs  !  what  Affairs? 

X,  'Ban.  Why,  your  Daughter's  Marriage,  Sir : — and — 
Sir,  ■  not.  Sir,  but  that  1  defire  of  all  things  in  the 
World  the  BiefTng  of  being  alone  with  you,  far  from  the 
Noife  and  leud  Diforders  ot  this  filthy  Town. 

S\r  Pat.  Mod  excellent  Woman  !  ah  thou  art  too  good 
for  (laful  M^  and  I  will  therefore  remove  thee  from 
the  Temptations  of  it. — Maundy^  my  Clothes— Mr.  Vain- 
Uve^  I  will  leave  Jfabdla  with  my  Lady  Fidget,  my  Si- 
fler,  who  fhall  to  morrow  fee  you  married,  to  prevent 
farther  Inconveniences. 

J..  Fan.  What  fhall  I  do? 

Maun.  Madam,  I  have  a  Defign,  whida  confidering 
Us  Spleen,  muft  this  time  da  que  Bufinefs,— —  'tis — . — 

iWhjJpers. 

L.  Fan*  I  like  it  well,  about  it  inftamly,  hah 

[Ex.  Maundy, 

Alas,  Sir, -what*  ails  your  Face?  good  Heaven, look, 

^9^r. 

SkTat.  My  Face  \  why,  what  alls  my  Face  ?  hah  ^ 

L.  Fan.  See,  Mr.  Fain-Uve,  look  on  my  Dear,  is  he 
not  f^rangely  alter'd  ? 

IVit,  Moft  wonderfully. 

Sir  Pat.  Alter'd,  hah-— why  where,  why  how  alter'd  ? 
^—hah,  alter'd  fay  you  ? 

Wit*  Lord,  how  wildly  he  flares ! 

-  '  Sir 
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sir  Pat.  Hah,  ft  arc  wildly  ! 

Roz,  Are  you  not  very  fick,  Sir  :^ 

L.  Jtf».  Sick  I  oh  Heavens  forbad  ! ^oWdoes  my 

^''^fp^rMethinks  I  feel  myfelf  not  well  o^h'  fudden-- 
ah— a  kind  of  (hivenngXeizes  all  my  .Limbs, —and  ami 
fo  much  changM  ? 

Win  All  over.  Sir,  as  big  again  as  you  were. 

L.Fan  Your  face  is  frightfully  blown  up,  and  your 
dear  Eyes  juft  ftarting  from  your  H«;ad }  oh;  I  (hall  fwooa 
Vifith  the  apprehenfion  on't.     "^   '  *, 

'^'^-  iFalls  into  Wittmore*;  j^rms. 

Sir  Pat.  My  Head  and  Eyes  To  big,  fay  you  -.--oh  Vm 
wondrous  fick  o'lh'  fudden,— -all  over  fay  you— oh,  oh— 
Ay,  I  perceive  it  now,  my  Senfes  fail  me  too. 

L.  Fan,  How,  Sir,  your  Senfes  fail  you? 

Wit,  Thai's  a  very  bad  %n,  believe  «ie.  -       , . 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  ay,  for  I  can  neitheir  feel  nor  fee  this 
mighty  growth  you  fpeak  of.  .'     , ' 

■       ,[ Falls  into  a  Chair,  with  great  figns  of  Dtjorder. 

Wit,  Alas,  Tm  forry  for  that,  Sir.' 

Ro?,  Sure  'tis  impoffible,  I'll  run  and  fetch  a  Glafs,  Sir. 
^  [offers  to  go. 

L,  Pan.  Oh  ftay,  I  wou'd  not  for  the  world  he  (hould 

fee  whata  Monfter  he.  is, and  is  like  to  be  before  to 

morrow.  t^i'^f' 

Kog.  I'll  fit  him  v^ith  a-Glafs,--I'll  warrant  yc,  «  mal* 
advance  our  Befign.  ./ 

Enter  Maundy  tvith  the  Clothps,  Jheftart^, 

Maun,  Good  Heaven,  what  ails  you,  Sir? 

Sir  Pat.  Oh— oh— *tis  fo. 

Maun.  Lord,  how  he's  fwoln !  fee  how  his  Stomach 
Arms. 

Sir  Pat,  Ah  'tis  true,  tho  I  perceive  It  not. 

Maun,  Not  perceive  it.  Sir  !  put  on  your  Clothes  and 
be  convinc'd,— -try  'em,  Sir. 

[She  fulls  off  his  Gown,  and  puts  on  his 
Dottblet  and  Coaty  which  come 
not  near  ly  a  handful  or  moru 

Sir 
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Sir  Pat.  Ah  it  needs  nor, mercy  upon  me  !  -— -« 

_,     ,  ^  „  IFailsback, 

1  m  lolt,  1  m  gone !  Oh  Man,  what  art  thou  but  a  Flower  ? 
I  am  poifon'd,  this  talking  Lady's  Breath's  infedious; 
methought  I  felt  the  Contagion  fteal  into  my  Heart ;  fend 
for  my  Phyficians,  and  if  I  die  V\\  fwear  (lie's  my  Mur- 
derer:  oh  fee,  fee,  how  my  trembling  increafes,  oh  hold 

my  Limbs,  I  die.— 

Enter  Roger  ^l'«^  a  magmfijing  GJajs^  (hews  him  the 
*  '  Glafs  5  he  looks  in  it, 

Rog.  1*11  warrant  I'll  fhew  his  Face  as  big  as  a  Bufhel; 
-      .  lAfide. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh,  oh,— I'm  a  dead  Man,  have  me  to  Red, 
l^die  away,  undrefs  me  inftantly,  fend  for  my  Phyficians, 
I'm  poifoD'd,  my  Bowels  bum,  I  have  within  an  ^tna^ 
my  Brains  run  round,  Nature  within  me  reels. 

[They  carry  him  out  in  a  Chair, 

Wit,  And  all  the  drunken  Univerfe  does  run  on  Wheels. 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ah  my  dear  Creature,  how  finely  thou  haft  brought  him 
to  his  Journy's  end  ! 

L.  Pan.  There  was  no  other  way  but  this  to  have  fe- 
cur*d  my  Happinefs  with  thee  ;  there  needs  no  more  than 
that  you  come  anon  to  the  Garden  Back-gate,  where  you- 
ihall  find  admittance ;  --—Sir  Patient  is  like  to  lie  alone 
to  night. 

Wit.  Till  then  'twill  be  a  thbufand  A-ges. 

L.  Tan.  At  Games  of  Love  Husbands  to  cheat  h  to, 
^^f?  ?^  Gallant  we  play  with  on  the  fquare. 

[Exmnt  fever  ally  ^- 


ACT 
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ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Scene  draws  off',  and  difconjers  Lady  Knowell, 
Ifabella,  Lucretia,  Lodwick,  Leander, 
Wictmore,  Sir  Credulous,  other  Men  and 
Women y  as  going  to  dance* 

Jj^  Kno, /^^Ome,  one  Dance  more,  and  then  I  think 
V^  we  (hall  have  fufficiently  teazr'd  the  Alder* 
man,  and  'twill  be  time  to  part — Sir  Credulous^  Where's 
your  Miftrefs  ? 

Sir  Cred,  Within  a  Mile  of  an  Oak,  dear  Madam,  1*11 
warrant  you.— Well,  I  proteft  and  vow,  fweet  Lady,  you 

dance  moft  nobly,— Why,  you  dance like like  a 

—like  a  bafty  Pudding,  before  ^ie. 

[They  dance  fame  AnticJ^,  or  Ruflick- Antick,*. 
Lodwick  /peaking  to  Ifabella. 

SONG  made  by  a  Gentleman.. 

fitting  by  yonder  River  Jide, 
^  Parthenia  thus  to  C\oe  cry'd, 
Whilfijrom  the  fair  Nymph's  Eyes  apace 
'Another  Stream  o'er-flow'd  her  beauteous  Face  f 
jih  happy  Nymph,  /aid  Jhe;  that  can 
So  little  value  that  falfe  Creature^  MaHo 

Oft  the  perfidious  things  will  cry, 
Aias  they  burn,  they  bleed^  they  die\. 
But  if  they're  abfent  half  a  Day, 
Nay,  let  ^em  be  hut  one  poor  Hour  away^ 
No  more  they  die,  no  more  complain^ 
Sut  like  unconjiant Wretches  liyt  again^ 


PA 


gg         Sir  Patient  Fancy. 

Lod.  Well,  have  you  confiderM  of  that  Bufincfs  yet, 

Ifab,  What  Bufinefs  ? 
Lod,  Of  giving  PTC  admittance  to, iiighr. 
Ifab,  And  may  I  truft  your  honefty  ? 
Lod,  Oh  doubt  me  not,  my  Mother's  refolv'd    it  fhall 
be  a  match  between  you  and  I,  and  that  very  Confidera- 
tlon  will  fecure  thee  j  befidcs,  who  would  firll  fully  the 
Linen  they  mean  to  put  on  ? 
Jfal^,  Away,  here's  my  Mother. 

Enter  Lady  Fancy. 
L.  f'an.  Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  my  abfence, 
the  efFeds  of  my  Obedience,  not  ^ill ;  but  Sir  Patient  is 
taken  very  ill  o'th'  fudden,  and  I  muft  humbly  intieat 
your  Ladyfhip  to  retircj  for  Reft  is  only  eilentiai  to  his 
Recovery, 

L.  Kno.  Congruoufly  fpoken,  upon  my. Honour.  Oh 
the  impudence  of  this  Fellow  your  Lady (bip's  Hmband, 
to  e^poufe  fo  fair  a  Perfbn  only  lO  make  a  Nurfc  gf ! 

L.  Van.  Alas,  Madam! 

'L.Xno,  A  Slave,   a  very  Hou (hold  Drudge. Oh 

faugh,  come  never  grieve ;  for,  Madam,  his  Difeafe 
\s  nothing  but  Imagination,  a  Melancholy  which  arifes 
from  the  Liver,  Spleen,  and  Membrane  cali'd  Mefente- 
rium;  the  Arabiam  name  the  Diftemper  Myrathial,  and 
we  here  in  England,  hypochondriacal  AHelancholy^  1 
cou'd  prefcribe  a  moft  potent  Remedy,  but  that  I  am 
loth  to  ftir  the  Envy  of  the  College. 
L.i*4».  Really  Madam,  I  believe 
L.  Kno,  But  as  you  fay,  Madam,  we'll  leave  him  to 
his  Repofc;  pray  do  not  grieve  too  much. 

Lod,  Death  !  wou'd  1  had  the  confoling  her,  'tis  a 
charming  Woman ! 

L.  Kno^-Mr.  Fancy^  your,  Hand  ;,M^dam,  your  moft 
faithful  Servant.  — Lucretia^  co^ie  Lncretia, — Tour  Ser- 
vant Ladies  and  Gentlemen. 

L.  Fan,  A  Devil  on  her,  wou'd  the  Nimblenefs  of  her 
Lady  (hip's- Tongue  were  in  her  Heels,  fhe  wou'd  make 
more  hafte  away  :  oh  I  long  for  the  bleft  Minute. 
Lod,  JfabtUa.  fhall  I  find  admittance  anon  ? 

Ifah 
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;/4^.  On  fair  Conditions. 

Lod  Truft  my  Generority.— Madam,  your  Slave.  [Ex. 
[To  L,  Fan.  $a:(^i^g  on  her,  gees  out, 

S'M.Cred,  Madam,  I  wouM  fay  fomething  of  your 
Charms  and  celeftial  Graces,  but  that  all  Pra.fes  are -as  far 
below  you,  as  the  Moon  in  her  Oppofition  is  below  the 
Sun  I— and  fo  lufcious  Lady,  I  am  yours :  Now  for  my 
Ser«nade. [J^x,  all  but  I.  Fan.  a;?^  Maundy. 

L.  Fan.  Maundy,  have  you  commanded  all  the  Ser- 
vants to  bed  ?  r     n    n    A-  J   T 

Maun,  Ye?,  Madam,  not  a  Moufe  Ihall  ftjr,  and  i 
have  made  ready  the  Chamber  next  the  Garden  for  your 

V!f1^*.  Then  there  needs  no  more  but  that  you  waft 
for  Wittmore's  coming  to  the  Garden-Gate,  and  take 
care  no  Lights  be  in  the  Houfe  for  fear  of  Eyes. 

Maun,  Madam,  I  undefftand  Lovers  are  beft  by  dark, 
and  (hall  be  diligent;  the  Dodor  has  fecurM  Sir  Patient 
bv  a  fleepine  Pill,  and  you  ,are  only  to  expea  your  ap^ 
p?QachinaIia^pi,^efs.  C£*e«»;. 

SCENE  11.  Lad)Knoy.^cWsChamher. 

E/ittr  Lady  Knowell  and  Leander. 
L.  Kno,  U^nder,  raife  your  Soul  above  that  linle  trifle 
lucretia  ;- — cannot  you  guefs  what  better  Fate  attends 
YOU?  fV,  how  dpll  you  are  !  muft  1  inftruft  you  in  plaia 
Hght.down  Terms?  and  tell  you,  that  I  propofe  you 
Maftcr  of .  my  Fortune.— ^Now  poffiWy  yo^uiidcrftand 

me.                                                  '■---"* 
Enter  l.VLCv&\iy  and  peep^,        

U^n,  I  iwilh  I  did  not,  Madam, 

Uniefs  I'd  Virtue  to  deferve  the  Boqnty ; 

1  bave  a  thouf^nd  hidden, Faults  IM^mulation  hides, 

Inconftant,  yfU,  debauchM  as  Youth  can-mpke  me. 

lu£r»  All  th?t  will  not  do  yo*ir  Bufmefs.  iAJidf, 

X^Kno.  Yet  yqu  wq^*d'have  my  Daughter  rake  you 

with  thefe  Faults;  they're  Virtues  there,  but  to  the  name 

of  Mother,  they  all  turn  retrograde  :  1  ^an  emiure  a  Man 

as  wild  and  as  inconftant  as  jftie  can# 
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I  have  a  Fortune  too  that  can  fupport  that  Humour, 
That  of  Lucretia  does.depend  on  me. 
And  when  I  pleafe  is  nothing ; 
I'm  far  from  Age  or  Wrinkles,  can  be  courted 
By  Men,  as  gay  and  youthful  as  a  new  Summer*s  Morn, 
Beauteous  as  the  firft  Bloflbms  of  the  Spring, 
Before  the  common  Sun  has  kifs'd  their  Sweets  away. 
If  with  falacious  Appetites  I  lov'd, 
Leau,  Faith  Madam  I  cou'd  wifh— 
L.  Kno,  That  I  were  but  Fifteen :  but 
If  there  be  inequality  in  Years, 
There  is  fo  too  in  Fortunes,  that  might  add 
A  Luftre  to  my  Eyes,  Charms  to  my  Perfon, 
And  make  me  fair  as  Venus^  young  as  Hebe. 

Lean.  Madam,  you  have  enough  to  engage  any  uncotj- 
quer'd  Heart ;  but  'twas,  1  thought,  with  your  allowance 
I  difpos'd  of  mine,  and  'tis  a  Heart  that  knows  not  how 
to  change. 

L.  Kno.  Then  *tis  a  foolifti  unambitious  Heart,  un- 
worthy of  the  Elevation  it  has  not  glorious  Pride  enough 

to  aim  at : Farewel,  Sir,^^ when  you  are  wifer^ 

you  may  find  admittance.  \Goes  out. 

Lean,  Stay,  Madam 

Enter  Lucreifa. 
Lucr,  For  what?  to  hear  your  Penitence  ?   Forgive. me, 
Madam,  I  will  be  a  Villain,  forget  my  Vows  of  Lov^, 
made  to  Lucretia^ 

And  facrifice  both  her,  and  thofe  to  Interefl. 
Oh  how  I  hate  this  whining  and  diflembling !' 

Lean,  Do,  triumph  o'er  a  wretched  Man,  Lucretia, 
Lucr,  How !  wretched  in  loving  me  fo  entirely,  or 
that  you  cannot  marry  my  Mother,  and  be  Mafter  of  her 
mighty  Fortune  ?  'Tis  a  Temptation  indeed  fo  between 
Love  and  Intereft,  hang  me  if  ever  I  faw  fo  fimple  a 
Look  as  you  put  on  when  my  Mother  made  love  to  you. 

Lean,  You  may  eaiily  guefs  the  Confufion  of  a  Man  in 
my  Circumftances,  to  be  languiDiing  for  the  lov'd  Daugh- 
ter, and  purfu'd  by  the  hated  Mother,  whom  if  I  refufe 
ysiW  ruin  all  my  hopes  of  thee. 
Lmr.  Refufe  her !  I  hope  you  have  more  Wit. 
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lean,  'ucretia,  cou'd  (he  make  a  Monarch  of  me,  1 

cou'd  not  marry  ber.  ii  l  ,  r„  j 

/,«r.  And  you  xvou'd  be  fo  wife  to  tell  her  fo  ? 
Lear:.  I  wol'd  no  more  abufe  her,  than  1  cou'd  love 

Lucr.  Yet  that  laft  muft  be  done. 

Lu7r'  Doft  believe  m.  fo  wicked  to  think  I  mean  in 
earned  No,  .ell  her  a  fine  Story  of  Love  and  L.kmg, 
Mze  on  her.  kifs  ber  Hands,  and  figh,  commend  her 
Ice  and  Shape,  fwear  fee's  the  Miracle  of  the  Age  fc. 

.  Wt,  cry  up  her  Learning,  vow  you  were  an  f  ««' «► 
be  f  nf  ble  of  her  Perleftions  all  tbis  whtle  i^h'tj'  Cox- 
comb, to  doat  upon  the  Daughter   when  fuch  CN.tns 

■  were  fo  vifible  in  the  Mother  ?   F».th  (hell  bel.eve  all 

'\an.  It  may  be  fo,  but  what  will  all  th.sferve  for? 

Lmr.  To  give  us  time  and  opportumty  to  deceive  her, 
or  Tm  miftaken.  ,  _„„., 

Uan.  I  cannot  teach  my  Toneue  fo  tnuch  D"^''- 

Lutr.  You  may  be  a  Tool,  and  cry    Indeed  forfooth  I 
cannot  love,  foe  alas  I  have  loft  my  Heart,  and  am  un- 

worthv  of  your  proffer'd  Bleffings do,  and  fee  hec 

ma  ry  me  in  fpite\o  tbis  fop  Eafy,  this  Kn.ght  o(  Non- 
ftnf?  "o,  no.  dilTemble  me  handfomely  andhke  a  Gen- 
tlemaii,  and  then  expeft  your  good  Foriune. 
Enter  Antick. 

Ant.  Madam,  your  Mother's  coming. 

Luer.  Away  then,  fhe  muft  not  fee  us  together,  (hs 

"trrmtlft  I  carry  off  no  Comfort  with  me  r 

Lucr    Will  you  expofe  me  to  the  mcens  d  Jealoufy  of 
a  Parent?  go.'^ot  1  (hall  hateye.  iThrulU  hm.u,. 

SCENE,     A  Garden. 

Enter  Maundy  «y  dark:  Openi  the  ^'f^'^'";^.^ 
Maun.  Now  am  I  retorn'd  to  my  °l<i /"de  agam, 
fetch  and  carry  my  Lady's  Lovers ;  I  was  ?f 'f  f/" JJ? 
had  been  married,  thefe  Night-works  wou  d  have  ended^ 
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but  to  fay  truth,  there's  a  Confcience  to  be  ufed  In  all 
things,  and  there's  no  reafoh  fhe  fhou'd  languifh  with  an 
old  Mm  when  a  young  Man  may  be  had.  The  Door 
pp^s,  he's  come. 

Enter  Lodwick. 
I   fee  you're  a  puni^ual  Lover,  Sir,'  pray  fpUow  me  as 
foftly  as  you  can. 

Lod.  This  is  fome  one  whom  I  perceive  Ifahella  haj 
made  the  Confident  to  our  Amours,  ^Extant, 

Scene  dra-vos  cff,  and  difcovers  Z.  Fancy 
in  her  Ntgbt-go-vjn^  in  a  Chamber  as  hy  thedark>  * 

L.  f 4».  Oh  the  agreeabl?  Confufion  of  a  Lover  high 
with  expeftation  of  the  approaching  Bhfs  !  V/hat  Trem- 
blings between  Joy  and  Fear  po^fs  me  ?  All  my  whole 
Soul  is  tajcen  up  with  Wittmore;  I've  no  Ideas,  no 
Thoughts  but  of  Wittmcre,  and  fiire  my  Tongue  can 
Tpeak  op  ot))?r  Language,  but  his  Name.— Wh6*s' there? 
$nter'iik^n<^y 'leading  Istdmck^'  \ 

^aun,  Kadam,  'n's  I,  and  your  cxpefted  Lover  here— 
I  putliim  into  your  hand$,'and  VjfiW  \yait  your  Coiriinian^s 
f|)  the  next  Chamber.    lExitMiutt 

Lod,  Where  are  you,  my  deare^  Creature  ?     ' 

L.  Tan.  Here- give  me  your  Hand,  I'll  lead  yoa 

to  thofe  Joys  we  both  fo  long  have  ilgh'd  for. 

Lod,  Hah  I  to  Joys ;  furc  flie  doth  but  dally  with  me. 
"  '  [Afide, 

L.  Fan,  Why  come  you  not  on,  my  dear  ? 

Lod,  And   yet,   why   th«s  Admiflion,   and  i'  th'  dark 
too,  if  fhedefign'd  me  none  but  virtuous  Favours  p  ,   , 
What  damn'd  Temptation's  this  ? 

L.  Fan,  Are  you  bewitch'd  ?  what  is*t  that  frights  you  ? 

Lod,  Tm  fix'd  :  Death,  was  ever  fuch  a  Lover? 
Juft  ready  for  the  higheft  Joys  of  Love, 
And  like  a  bafbful  Girl  reftrain'd  by  Fear 
Of  an  infuing  Infamy—.  I  hate  to  cuckold  my  own 
Expectations. 

L.  Fari*  Heavens !  ,what  can  you  mean  ? 
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Lod,  Death,  what's  this  ^  Ture  'tis  not  Virtue  in 

me, — Pray  Heaven  it  be  not  Innpotence  ! Where  got 

I  this  damn'd  Honefty,  which  I  never  found  my  fclf  mafter 
of  till  now  ?  ■  1 .1  why  ihou'd  it  feize  me  when  I  had 
leaft  need  on't  ? 

L.  Fan,  What   ails  you  ?  are  you  mad  ? we  are 

fafe,  and  free  as  Winds  let  loofe  to  ruifle  all  the  Groves ; 
what  is't  delays  you  then  ?  Soft. 

Lod,  Pox  o*  this  thought  of  Wife,  the  very  Name  dc- 
ftroys  my  appetite. 

Oh  with  what  Vigour  I  could  deal  my  Love 
To  fome  fair  leud  unknown, 
To  whom  IM  never  made  a  ferious  Vow  t 

L.  Fan,  Tell  me  the  Myftery  of  this  fudden  Coldnefi  2 
have  I  kept  my  Husband  in  Town  for  this  ?    Nay,  per- 
'fuaded  him  to  be  very  (ick  to  ferve  our  purpofe,  and  am 
1  thus  rewarded.        ungrateful  Man  ? 

Lod.  Hah, 'tis  not  Ifabella's  Voice,-- your  Huf- 

band  fay  you  P-*-^  [Takes  hold  greedily  of  h^r  Hand, 

L.  Fm,  Is  fafe,  froB)  any  fpar  of  iiiterrupting  us. 
Come_-thefe  Delays  do  ill  confift  with  Lq\c 
And  our  Defires ;  at  leaft  if  thpy  ar^  equal. 

Lod*  Death,  'tis  the  charming  iilothcr  \ 
What  lu<:ky  Star  direiled  me  to  night  ? 
O  my  fair  dear  Diflfembier,  let  us  hafte 
To  pay  the  mighty  Tributes  due  to  Love. 

L.  Fan,  Follow  me  then  with  careful  Silence,——  tor 
JfabfUa's  Ci^anaber  joifls  to  ^his,  and  flae  may  hear  us. 

I^d,  Not  Flpwers  grow,  nor  finooth  Streams  glide 
Not  abfent  Lovers  figh,  nor  breaks  the  Day  ,        (away. 
More  filently  ii>an  111  thofe  Joys  receive, 
Which  Love  and  .Darknefs  do  confpire  to  gite.   iExttint, 

SCENE  changes  again  to  a  Garden. 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Fanny  in  their  Night-gQwns, 
Ifab.  Well,  I  have  no  mind  to  let  this  dear  mad  Devil 
Lodwick  in  to  night. 

Fan,  Why,  Sifter,  this  is  not  the  iirft  Venture  you  have 

made  of  this  Kind,  at  this  Hour,  and  in  this  Place  thcfe 

'  Arbours 
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Arbours  were  they  tell-tales,  couM  dffcover  many  pretty 
ftories  of  your  Loves,  and  do  you  think  they'll  be  lefs 
taithtul  now  ?  pray  truft  them  once  again.     Oh  I  do  Co 

aJ^^^^^  Mr.  L^/ifw/V^  proteft,  and  vow,  and  fwear, 
and  difiemble,  and  when  you  don't  believe  him  rail  at 
you, avads  'tis  the  prettied  Man* ' 

JM,  I  have  a  ftrange  apprehenfion  of  beins  furprizM 
to  night.  °      ^ 

Fan.  r\\  warrant  you,  I'll  fit  on  yon  Bank  of  Pinkj, 
and  when  I  hear  a  Noife  I'll  come  and  tell  you ;  fo  Lod- 
•wick  may  flip  out  at  the  back  Gate,  and  we  m.-^y  be  wall;- 
ing  up  and  down  as  if  we  meant  fto  harm. 

Ifab,  You'll  grow  very  expert  m  the  Arts  of  Love, 
Tannfj,  .  .         ' 

Fan,  When  I  am  big  enough  I  fballdo  my  Endeavour 
for  I  have  heard  you  fay.  Women  were  born  to  no  other 
end  than  to  love;  And  'ris  fit  X  fhould  learn  to  live  and 
die  m  my  calling Come  open  the  Gate,  or  you'll  re- 
pent It,  we  (hall  have  my  Father  marry  you  within  a  day  or 
two  to  that  ugly  Man  that  fpeaks  hard  Words,— avads  I 
can't  abide  him. 

Jfab,   What  Noife  is  that  ?   '•  -      '   :-^;ni  v'/ -4o       : 

:Fan.  Why  'tis  Uv.  Lodwlck  at  the  Gatdbit-Efoor  ;— 
let  him  in  whilft  I'll  to  my  flowry  Bank,  and  ftajid  Cen- 
tmel.  —  [-^«„,  ,ff^  Isabella  o^ens  the  Gate. 

Enter  Wittmore. 

Win  Who's  there  ? 

Ifab,  Speak  low,  who  fhou'd  it  be  but  the  kind  Fool 
her  felF,  who  can  deny  you  nothing  but  what  you  dare 
not  take  ?  ^        .'     ' 

Wit.  Not  take !  what's  that  ?  haft  tteu  referves  in  ftore  > 
— Oh  come  and  let  me  lead  thee  to  thy  Bed  '  * 

Or  feat  thee  on  fome  Bank  of  fofter  Flowers,' 
Where  I  may  rifle  all  thy  unknown  Store. 

Ifab.  How  !  furely  you're  not  in  earneft  ?—  Do  you 
love  me  ?  ^ 

Wir,  Love  thee  !  by  thy  dear  felf,  all  that  my  Soul 
1  m  ail  impatient  Flame  !  all  over  Love  !  [adores 

—You  do  not  ufe  to  doubt,  but  fince  you  do^  * 

Come,,  and  1*11  fatisfy  thy  obliging  Fqars, 

And 
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fknd  give  thee  Proofs  how  much  my  Soul  is  thine, 

l*U  breathe  it  all  a-new  into  thy  Eofom. — 

Oh  thou  art  fie  tor  the  tranfporting  Play, 

All  loofe  and  wanton,  like  the  Queen  of  Love 

[When  fhe  defcends  to  meet  the  Youth  in  Shades, 

I     Jfab,  And  are  you  Sir  in  earned  ?  can  it  be? 

I    Wit,  That  queftion  was  fevere,  what  means  my  Love  ? 

what  pretty  Art  is  this  to  blow  my  Flame  ? 

Aie  you  not  mine  ?    did  we  not  meet  t*  enjoy  ? 

I  came  not  wirh  more  vigorous  eager  Hafte, 

When  our  fiift  Sacrifice  to  Love  we  paid, 

Than  to  perform  that  Ceremony  now. 

Come  do  not  let  the  Sacred  Fire  burn  out, 

Which  only  was  prepar'-i  for  Love's  rich  Ahar, 

And  this  is  the  divine,  dark,  filent  Minute — 

[Goes  to  lead  her  off, 

Ifab.   Hold,  Raviflier,  and  know  this  faucy  Paflion 
Has  render'd  back  your  Intereft.     Now  I  hate  ye, 
And  my  Obedience  to  my  father's  Will 
Shall  marry  me  to  Fain-hve^  and  I'll  defpife  ye. 

[Flings  from  hit??. 

Wit,  Hah  1  If^bella  I  Death  I  have  made  fweet  woflc, — 
ftay  gentle  Maid, —  flie'U  ruin  all  if  fhe  go: —  ftay —  fhe 
knew  me,  and  cunningly  drew  me  to  this  Difcovery;  I'll 
after  her  and  undeceive  her.  \Run$  after  her* 

A  confus*d  Noife  of  the  Serenade^  the  Scene  draws  off  to 
Lady  Fancy 'i  Anti-chamber, 

Enter  Ifabella  groping  as  in  the  dark, 
Ifab,  Pray  Heaven  I  get  undifcover'd  to  my  Chamber, 
where  I'll  make  Vows  againft  this  perjured  Man;  hah, 
fure  he  follows  llill ;  no  Wood-Nymph  ever  f^ed  before 
a  Satyr,  with  half  that  trembling  hafle  I  flew  from  Lod* 
wick, — ^Ob  he  has  lofl  his  Virtue,  and  undone  me. 

\(joes  out  groptr^gy  and  the  noife  of  Serenade  again. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Lady  Fancy's  Bed-chamber,  dif- 
covers  her  as  before  ;  Lodwick  as  juji  rifen  in  Dlforder 
from  the  Bed,  buttoning  himfelf^  and  fet ting  himfelf 
in  order  ;  and  Noife  at  the  Door  unlatching  it. 

Enter  Ifabella  groping^  Sir  Patient  without, 

I.,  Tan,  It  is  this  Door  that  open'd,  and  which  I 
thought  I  had  fecur'd. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  infupportable,  abominable,  and  not  to  be 
fndur'd  ? 

jfab.  Hah  my  Father !  I'm  difcover'd  and  purfu'd,^ 
grant  me  to  find  the  Bed. 

L.  Fan,  Heavens  !  'twas  my  Husband's  Voice,  fure 
we're  betray'd.  It  muft  be  Co,  for  what  Devil  but  that 
of  Jealoufy  cou  d  raife  him  at  this  late  hour  ? 

Ifab,  Hah,  where  am  I,  and  who  is't  that  fpeaks— 

[To  herfelf 

Lod,  So,  he  muft  know  that  I  have  made  a  Cuckold 
^^  ^'^^  lAfide. 

Sir  Pat,  within.]  Call  up  my  Men,  the  Coachman, 
Groom,  and  Butler,  the  Footmen,  Cook  and  Gardiner ; 
bid  'em  all  rife  and  arm,  with  long  StafF,  Spade  and 
Pitchfork,  and  Tally  out  upon  the  Wicked. 

Lod,  S'heart  !  what  a  Death  fhall  I  die:— -is  there  no 
place  of  fafety  hereabouts—  for  there  is  no  refifting  thefc 
unmerciful  Weapons. 

Ifab,  A  Man's  Voice  ! 

L.  Tan,  I  know  of  none,  nor  how  to  prevent  your 
Difcovery, 

Enter  Sir  Patient. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  oh,  lead  me  forward,  1*11  lie  here  on  the 
Garden-fide,  out  of  the  hearing  of  this  hellifli  Noife. 

L.  Fan.  Hah,  Noife  I—what  means  he  ? 

Lod,  Nay,  I  know  not,  is  there  noefcaping  ?— . 

Ifab,  Who  can  they  be  that  talk  thus  ?  fure  1  have  mif- 
took  my  Chamber. 

L.  Fan.  Oh  he's  coming  in — I'm  ruin'd  ;  what  fhall 
we  do  ?   here— get  into  the  Bed— and  cover  your  felf 

with 
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with  the  Clothes^quickly — oli  my  Confufion  will  betray 

me.  [Lodwick  ^ets  into  the  Bedy  Ifabella  hides 

behind  the  Curtain  very  near  to  him. 

Enter  Sir  Patient,  led  by  Nurfe  and  Maundy,  with 
Light  t. 

Maun,  Pray  go  back,  Sir,  my  poor  Lady  will  be 
frighted  out  of  her  Wits,  at  this  danger  you  put  your  felf 
into,  the  Noife  Oiall  be  ftiird. 

L.  Fan,  Oh,  what's  the  matter  with  my  Love  >  what, 
do  you  mean  to  riiurder  him  ?  oh  lead  him  inftantly  back 
;o  his  Bed. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  oh,  no,  Til  lie  here, put  me  tb  bed, 

oh  1  faint, — my  Chamber's  polTeft  with  twenty  thoufand 
Evil  Spirits. 

L.  Van,  PofTefl !  what  fickly  Fancy's  this  ? 

Sir  Pat,  Ah  the  Houfe  is  befer,  furrounded  and  con- 
founded with  profane  tinkling,  with  Popifh  Horn-Pipes, 
and  Jefuitical  Cymbals,  more  antlchriflian  and  abomi- 
nable than  Organs,  or  Anthems.. 

Nurfe,  Yea  verily,  and  furely  it  is  the  fpawn  of  Cathe- 
dral Inftruments  plaid  on  by  Babyloniih  Minftiels,  onty 
to  difturb  the  Brethren, 

Sir  Fat,  Ay,  *tis  To,  call  up  my  Servants,  and  let  them 
be  fiift  chaftiz'd  and  then  hangM  ;  accufe  'em  for  French 
PapiQies,  that  had  a  defign  to  fire  the  City,  or  any  thing: 
--oh  I  (ball  die— lead  me  gently  to  this  Bed. 

L.  Fan,  To  hinder  him  will  difcover  all : — flay.  Sir.— 

SirPtfr.  Hah,  my  Lady  turn'd  i-ebellious  T—  put  me  to 
Bed'l  fay  ^^[Throwshtrnfiif  forward  to  the  Bed ^-^hih 
—what's  here?— what  art  tho'u,— a  Man, — hah,  a  Man, 
Treafon  !  betray 'd  !  my  Bed's  defi.'d,  my  Lady  polluted, 
and  I  am  cornuied  j    oh  thou  vile  Serpent  of  my  Bo- 

fom!  ... 

[She  /lands  with  her  FSCf  toixfUrds 
;•--  -  the  Stage  in  Jrgns  of  fear, 

Jfah,'%  SlSn^  iilid  in  my  virtuous  Lady  Mother's  Cham- 
ber !  how  fortunate  was  1  to  light  on  thisdifcovcry  ! 

L.  Van,  '^ ell,  Sir,  fince  you  have  feen  him,  I  befeech 
vou  for  my  fake,  D6ar,  pardon  him  tliis  one  time. 
'  ^  [Ceakefing  htm. 

Sir 


48        Sir  Patient  Fancy, 

Sir  Pat,  Thou  beg  his  Pardon  1  Oh  was  ever  heard 
fuch  Impudence  I 

L.  Fan.  Indeed,  my  Love,  he  is  to  blame ;  but  we  tbat 
are  judicious  fhould  bear  with  the  Frailties  of  Youfh. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  infupportable  Audacity  1 — what  canft  thou 
%,  falfe  Woman  ? 

L.  Fan,  Truly  not  much  in  his  Defence,  my  Dear. 

Jfalf,  Oh  cunning  Devil ! 

L.  Fan.  But,  Sir,  to  hide  the  weaknefs  of  your  Daugh- 
t-er,  1  have  a  little  ftrain'd  my  Modefty— 

Jfah,  Heavens !  what  fays  fhe  ?■ 

L.  Fan.  'Tis  IfahelU's  Lover,  Sir,  whom  I've  con- 
ceal'd. 

Led,  A  good  hint  to  fave  both  our  Credits.     , 

Sir  Pat,  ^How,  Mr.  Fain-love  mean  you  ? 

[Lodwick  r'ifei  and  comes  a  tittle  more  for- 
ward,  Ifabella  does  the  like^  till  both  meet 
at  the  feet  of  the  Bed,  and  flart^  Lod- 
•  wick  looking  fimf'ly, 

L.  Fan.  Ay,  my  dear,  Mr.  Fain-love. 

Lod.  Ifabella  here !  muft  fhe  know  too  what  a  fine  in- 
conftant  Dog  I  am  ?■  - 

Ifab,  Lodwick  !  and  in  my  Mother's  Chamber !  may 
I  believe  my  Eyes ! 

Sir  Vat,  But  how  got  he  hither  ? —  tell  me  that  :  oh 
Youth,  Youth,  to  what  degree  of  Wickednefs  art  thou 
arriv'd  ? 

L.  Fan.  She  appointed  him  to  come  this  Night,  Sir, 
and  he  going  to  her  Chamber,  by  miftake  came  into 
mine,  it  being  the  next  to  her's. 

Maun,  But,  Lord,  Sir,  had  you  heard  how  my  Lady 
fchool'd  him,  whilft  I  ran  down  to  fetch  a  light ! 

Lod.  Now  does  my  Confcience  tell  me,  I  am  a  damn'd 
Villain. lAjide,  looking  pitifully  on  iCAheWa, 

L.  Fan,  But  the  poor  Man  prefently  perceiv'd  his  mif- 
take, and  beg'd  my  pardon  in  fuch  feeling  Terms — that 
1  vow  I  bad  not  the  heart  to  deny  it  hiqa. 

Ifab,  Oh  Traytor !  wou'd  thou  hadft  been  that  Raviftiej 
I  took  thee  for,  rather  than  fuch  a  Villain— falfe  !  and 
wiih  my  Mother  tool 

L.  Fan* 
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L.  Fan,  And  juft  then,  Sir,  you  came  to  the  Door,  and 
left  you  fhou'd  fee   him,    intreated  me  to  hide  him  from 

your  Anger, the  Oflfence  is  not  Co  heinous,  Sir,  con- 

lideiing  he  is  fo  foon  to  marry  her. 

Sir  Pat,  Well,  Sir,  and  what  have  you  to  fsr  in  your 
Defence  ?— -hah,  how,  Mr.  iC».:-zf^//,-l  wcrfe  and  worfe 
—why  how  came  you  hither,  Sir  ?  hah, ' 

L.  Fan.  Not  Wtttmore  !   oh  I  am  ruin'd  and  betray  V. 

_.  [Falls  aim  oft  in  a  fwoon-, 

^ir  Pat»  Hah,  IfabelU  here  too  ! 

Ifab,  Yes,  Sir,  to  juftify  her  Innocence. 

^\x  Pat,  Hah  !  Innocence  !  and  juftify  !  take  her  away 

§0  out  of  my  fight,  thou  Limb  of  Satan, take   her 

iway,  I  fay,  I'll  talk  with  you  to  morrow.  Lady  Fine* 
^  tricks 1  will.—— 

Ifab.  —And  I'll  Icnow  before  I  fleep,  the  myftery  of 
all  this,  and  who  'twas  this  faithlefs  Man  fent  in  'his  room 
to  deceive  me  in  the  Garden.  [Goes  otn 

Lod.  A  plague  of  all  ill-luck—how  the  Devil  came  Ihe 
.  hither  ?  I  muft  follow  and  reconcile  her. 

iGoing  oiit^  Sir  Patient  Jiays  him,, 

Sir  Pat,  Nay,  Sir,  we  muft  not  part  fo  till  1  hav^c 
Icnown  the  truth  of  this  Bufinef?,  I  take  \u 

Led,  Truth,  Sir!  oh  all  that  your  fair  Lady  has  faid 
Sir;  I  muft  confefs  her  Eyes  have  wounded  me  with  At\' 
ger,  you  need  not  add  more  to  my  Shame..—— 

L.  Fan,  Some  little  comfort  yer,  that  he  prov'd  in- 
deed to  be //^^^//a's  Lover:  Oh,  i\\M  I  fhould  miftake  fo 
unluckily!  •  [AfuU. 

Sir  Pat,  Why,  I  thought  it  had  been  UuFam-lozc, 

L.  Fan.  By  all  that's  good,  and  fo  dsd  f. 

Lod,  I  know  you  did.  Madam,  or  you  had  not  beea 
fo  kind  to  me  :  Your  Servant,  dear  Madam.———. 

[Going,  Sir 'Pauemft.iys  hi/fj, 

h.Fan,  Pray  Sir  let  him  go;  oh  how  I  abominate  the 
fight  of  a  Man  that  cou'd  be  fo  wicked  as  he  has  been  ! 

Sir  Pat,  Ha,— good  Lady,  excellent  Woman  :  vyell  Sir, 
■for  my  Lady's  fake   1*11   let  you  pafs  with  this,  but  if  I 
catch  you   here  again,  I   fliall  fpoil  your  Intrigii^^-  Sir 
marry  fhall  I,  and  fo  refl  ye  fatisfied,  ^t.-     -  _  ..     '      •' 

Vol.  IV.  C  Lo'i 
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Lod,  At  this  time,  I  am,  Sir Madam,  a  thoufand 

Blefflngs  on  you  for  this  Goodnefs. 

L.  Van,  Ten  ihoufand  Cuifes  upon  thee, — go,  boaft 
the  Ruin  you  have  made.  [^Afide  to  Lod. 

Sir  Pat,  Come,  no  more  Anger  now,  my  Lady;  liie 
Gentleman's  forry  you  fee,  V\\  marry  my  pert  Hu  wife 
to  morrow  for  this. — Maundy^  fee  the  Gentleman  h^z 
out  :  — ah  pur  me  to  Bed  •,  ah,  this  Night's  Work  will 
kill  me,  ah,  ah.  [Exeunt  Lodwick  and  Maundy^ 

The  Scene  draws  ever  Sir  Patient  and  Lady  :  draws 
again  and  difcovers  the  Garden^  Wittmore,  Fanny, 
and  Ifabclla. 

Ifdh,  How,  Mr.  Tain-love^  it  cannot  be. 

Tan.  Indeed,  Sifter,  'tis  the  fame,  for  all  he  talks  fo  ; 
and  he  told  me  his  coming  was   but  to  try  your  Virtue 
only. 
Enter  Lodwick  and  Maundy  as  pajfing  over,  hut  (land. 

Ifab,  That  Fain-love  !  whom  I  am  fo  foon  to  marry  ! 
and  but  this  day  courted  me  in  another  Dialed  ! 

Wit.  That  was  my  Policy,  Madam,  to  pafs  upon  your 
Father  with.  But  I'm  a  Man  that  knows  the  value  of  the 
Pair,  and  faw  Charms  of  Beauty  and  of  Wit  in  you,  that 
taught  me  to  know  the  way  to  your  Heart  was  to  appear 
iwy  felf,  which  now  1  do.  Why  did  you  leave  me  fo  un- 
kindly but  now  ? 

Lod.  Hah,  what's  this  ?  whilft  I  was  grafting  Horns 
on  another's  Head,  fome  kind  Friend  was  doing  that 
good  OfHce  for  me. 

Maun.  Sure  'tis  Wittmore  ! — oh  that  DifTembler — thisi 
was  his  Plot  upon  my  Lady,  to  gain  time  with  Ifabella. 

\_Aftde. 

Wit,  And  being  fo  near  my  Happinefs,  can  you  blame 
me,  if  I  made  a  trial  whether  your  Virtue  were  agreeable 
to  your  Beauty,  great,  and  to  be  equally  ador'd  ? 

Lod,  Death,  I've  heard  enough  to  forfeit  all  my  Pa- 
tience ! Draw,  Sir,  and  make  a  trial  of  your  Courage 
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wit.  Hab,  what  defperate  Fool  art  thou?       [Drans, 
Lod.  One  that  will  fee  thee  fairly  darrn'd,  e'er  yield  his 
Intereft  up  in  IfabelU — oh  thou  falfe  Woman  • 

IThey  fight  out,  Ifabella  and  Maundy  run  off. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  long  Street,  a  Pageant 
cf  an  Elephant  commg  from  the  farther  end 
with  Sir  Credulous  on  it,  and  fever  al  ethers 
flaying  on  flrange  confifed  Infiniments. 

Sir  Crf^.  This  fure  is  extraordinary,  or  the  Devirs  in'f, 
and  1 11  ne'ei-  truft  Serenade  more. 

{Come  forward,  and  ali  play  agahu 

' -Hold,  hold,  now  for  the  Song,  which   becaufe  I 

wou'd  have  mod  delicioufly  and  mebdioufly  fiinfr  V\\ 
^irio  n>y  felf  :  look  ye,- hum hum °* 

Sir  Credulous  fhould  have  fung. 

THou  Grief  of  my  Heart,  and  thou  Pearl  of  my  Eyes^ 
I>'on  thy  Flannel  Petticoat  quickly,  and  rifei 
And  from  thy  refplendent  Window  dtfcover 
A  Face  that  wou'd  mortify  any  young  Lover  : 
For  I,  like  great  Jove  transformed,  do  weoe. 
And  am  amorous  Owl,  to  wit  to  woee,  to  wit  to  woes* 

A  Lover,  Ads  Zoz,  is  a  fort  of  a  Tool 
That  of  all  things  you  heft  may  compare  to  an  Owl  x 
For  in  feme  dark  Shades  he  delights  ftill  to  fit ^ 
And  all  the  Night  long  he  crys  wo  to  wit. 
Then  rife  my  bright  Clorif,  and  d'on  on fip  fm  : 
And  hear  thy  amorousOwl  chant,  wit  to  wooe,  wit  to  wooel 

—Well,  this  won't  do,  for  I  perceive  no  Window  opeit, 
nor  Lady  bright  appear,  to  talk  obligingly  :— perhaps  the 
Song  does  not  pleafe  her :  you  Ballad-fingers,  have  you 
no  good  Songs  of  another  fafhion  ? 

I  Man,  Yes,  Sir,  fcveral,  Robin^/iark  how  the  Wa- 
Urs  fall,  fall,  fall !  -         - 

I  C  2  Sic 
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Sir  Cred.  How  Man  !  Zoz,  remove  us  farther  off,  -foe 
fear  of  wetting. 

I  Man,  No,  no,  Sir,  I  only  gave  my  fellow  a  hint  of 

an  excellent  Ballard  :hat  begins lll-ivcdded  JoySyhow 

quickly  do  you  fade  /  [Sings. 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  ay,  that,  we'll  have  that,  ■ — llUweddU 
"^oys,  how  quickly  do  you  fade,  —  ISiKgs]  That's  excel- 
lent 1  Oh  now  the  Windows  open,  now,  now  (hew  your 
.capering  Tricks.  [VauUing. 

IThey  all  play  again* 

Enter  a  Company  of  Tellows  as   out  of  Sir  Patient'f 

Boufe,  led  on   by  a  precife  Clerk,  all  armed  with 

odd  Weapons, 

^AheU  Verily,  verily,  here  be  thefe  Babes  of  Perdition, 

ihefe  Children  of  Iniquity. 

Rog»  A  pox  of  your  Babes  and  Children,  they  are  Men, 
and  Sons  of  Whores,  whom  we  muft  bang  confoundedly^ 
for  not  letting  honeft  godly  People  reft  quietly  in  their 
Beds  at  Midnii.ht. 

Sir  Cred,  Who's  there? 

Rog.  There,  with  a  Pox  to  you ;  cannot  a  Right-wor- 

-^Ihipful  Knight,  that  has  been  fick  thefe  Twenty  Years  with 

taking  Phyfick,  fleep  quietly  in  his  own  Houfe  for   you  y 

and   muft  we   be  rais'd   out   of  our  Beds  to  quiet  your 

Helh  pipes,  in  the  Devil's  name  ? 

AbsL  Down  with  Gog  and  Magog,  there;  there's  the 
rotten  Bell  weather  that  leads  the  reft  aftray,  and  defiles 
the  whole  Fiock. 

Rog,  Hang  your  preaching,  and  let's  come  to  him, 
^we'll  maul  him.  [Beat  Sir  Cvti, 

Sir  Cred.  OhQiiarter,  Qiiarter,  Murder,  Help,  Murder, 
^^urder! 

Enter  Lodwick. 

Lod.  Damn  thefe  Rafcals,  who  e'er    they  were,  that 

fo  unluckily  redeem'd  a  Rival  from  my  Fury. — Hah,  rhey 

are  here,*— Egad  I'll  have  one  touch  more  with  'era, —  thH 

Dogs   are  fpoiling  my  defign'd  Serenade   too — have  a 

jnongft  ye. [F;ghti  andbjati  'em  off.)    Sir  CreddoiM 

Mwis't? 

si 
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Sfr  Cred.  Who's  there,  Lodwick  ?  Oh  dear  Lad,  is't' 
thou  that  haft  redeem'd  me  from  the  inchanted  Cudgels 
that  demolil'h'd  my  triumphant  Pageant,  and  con  ounded 
my  Serenade  ?  Zoz  I'm  half  kill'd^  Man, —  I  have  never 
a  whole  Bone  about  me  fjre, 

Lod.  Come  in  with  me^ a  plague  upon  the  Rafca- 

that  efcap'd  me.  [^Ixeunt, 
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L^dj  KnowelPi  Houjt. 

Enter  Lucretia,  follozv'd  hy  Sir  Credulous. 
i/zcr.A    /t  Arry'd  to  morrow  I  and  leave  my  Mother  thk 
XVJI  po&iTion   of  Leander  !  I'll  die  a  thoufani 
Deaths  firft, — How  the  Fool  haunts  me  !  [Ajide, 

Sir  Cred,  Nay;  delicious  Lady,  you  may  fay  you? 
Pleafure;  bur  I  will  juftify  the  S'erenade  to  be  as' high  a 
piece  oFGallaniry  as  was  ever  praclifcd  in  our  A?e,  tho 
not  comparable  to  your  Charms  and  celeftial  Graces, 
Wt-.ich  fh:.u'd  1  pralfe  as  I  ought,  *twou'd  require  more 
tnne  than  the  Sun  emp'oysin  his  natural  Motion  between 
the  T;opick?i  that  is  to  fay,  a  whole  Year,  (for  by  the 
way,  I  am  no  Copernican)  for,   Dear  Madam,  you  mufl 

knew,,  my  Rhetorick  MaiVer, 1   fay,  my  Rhetorick 

Maimer,  who  was— — 

Lticr,  As  great  a  Coxcomb  as  your  felf  • — pray  leave 
me,  I  am  ferious — I  muft  go  feek  out  Lodwtck. 

Sir  Cred.  Leave  ye  !  I  thank  you  for  thu  iTaith,  be- 
fore I  have  fpoke  out  m\j  Speech  ;  therefore  I  fa)',  Di- 
vine Lady becaufe  my  Rhetorick  Mafier  commanded 

the  frequent  ufe  of  Hy/J^/Z^j^f;,  Allegorier,  and  the  richeli 
figures  of  that  beauteous  Art, —  becaufe  my  Rhetorick — 

Lucr,  I  muft  leave  the  Fool,  follow  if  you  dare,  for  I 
b^ve  no  leifure  to  attend  your  Nonfenfe,  [Goes  cut, 

C  5  Er,:sr 
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Enter  Lady  Knowell. 
L.  Kno»  What,  alone,  Sir  Credulous  ?  Heft  yoir  wit)i 
Lucretia, 

Sir  Cred.  Lucretia!  I'm   fure  fhe  makes  a  very  Tar- 

^utnhis  Sextus  of  me,  and  all  about  ibis  Serenade, 1 

protefl:  and  vow,  incomparable  Lady,  1  had    begun  the 

Iweeteft  Speech  to  her tho  I  fay'r,  fuch  Flowers  of^ 

Rhetoiick *twou'd   have   been  the  very  Nofegay  ot 

Eloquence,  fo  it  v>'ou'd  ;  and  like  an  ungrateful  illiterate 
Woman  as  fhe  is,  fhe  left  me  in  the  very  middle  on*t,  fo 
fnufFy  I'll  warrant. 

L.  Kno,  Be  not  difcoarag'd,  Sir,  I'll  adapt  her  \o  a  re« 
conciliation;  Lovers  muft  fometimes  exped  thefe  little 
Belli  fugaces  \  the  Grecians  therefore  truly  named  Love 
GlucHpicros  Eros* 

S'liCred.  Nay,  bright  Lady,  1  am  as  little  diTcourag'd 
as  another,  but  I'm  forry  1  gave  fo  extraordinary  a  Sere- 
nade to  fo  little  purpofe. 

L.Kno,  Name  it  no  more,  'twas  only  a  Gallaatry 
xniftaken;  but  I'll  accelerate  your  Felicity,  and  to  morrow 
fhall  conclude  the  great  difpiue,  fince  there  is  fuch  Volu* 
biliry  and  VicifHrude  in  mundane  Affairs.  •^ [Goes  oatm 

Enter  Lodwick,  Jiays  Sir  Credulous  as  he  ts  going 
out  the  other  may.   . 

Lod,  Sir  Credulous,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 

Sir  Cred»  Zoz,  what  a  Queftion's  there  ?  doft  not  kno\^f 
I  am  to  unty  the  Virgin  Zone  to  morrcHv,  that  is,  barte^ 
Maiden-heads  with  thy  Sifter,  that  is,  to  be  married  t$ 
her,  Man,  and  I  muft  to  Lincolns-lnn  to  my  Counfel  ^a- 
bout  it  ? 

Lod,  My  Sifter  juft  now  told  me  of  itj  but,  Sir,  yoii^ 
muft  not  ftlr. 

Sir  Cred*  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lod*  Have  you  made  your  Will? 

Sir  Cred,  My  Will  \  no,  why  my  Will,  M;5n  ? 

Lod.  Then,  for  the  good  of  your  friends  and  Pofterity, 
ftir  not  from  this  place. 

Sir  Cred.  Good  Lord,  Lodwick,  thou  art  the  ftrangeft; 
Man, — what  do  you  mean  to  fright  a  body  thus  ? 

Lod,  You  remeiiiber  the  Serenade  laft  night  ? 

Sie 
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sit  Cred,  Remember  it  !    Zoz,  I  think  I  do,  here  be 

the  marks  on'c  fure. [Pulls  off  his  Peruke^  and 

(l}ews  his  Head  broke* 

Lod.  Ads  me,  your  Head's  broke. 

Sir  Cred.  My  Head  broke !  why  'twas  a  hundred  to  one 
but  my  Neck  had  been  broke. 

Lod,  Faith,  not  unlikely,  you  know  the  next 

Houfe  is  Sir  Patient  Fancy's ;  ifahella  too,  you  know,  is 
his  Daughter. 

Sir  Cred»  Yes,  yes,  fhe  was  by  when  I  made  my  dumb 
Oration. 

Lod,  The  fame, this  Lady  has  a  Lover,  a  mad, 

furious,  fighting,  killing  Heftor,  (ss  you  know  there  are 
enough  about  this  Town)  this  Moniieur  fappofing  you 
to  be  a  Rival,  and  that  your  Serenade  was  addreS'd  to 
her— 

Sir  Cred,  Enough,  I  underftand  you,  fct  thcfe  Rogues 
on  to  murder  me. 

Lod,  Wou'd  'twere  no  worfe. 

Sir  Cred,  Worfe  !  Zoz  Man,  what  the  Devil  can  be 
worfe  ? 

Led,  Why  he  has  vow'd  to  kill  you  himfelf  wherever 
he  meets  you,  and  now  waits  below  to  that  purpofe. 

Sir  Cred,  Sha,  fha,  if  that  be  all,  I'll  to  him  imme- 
diately, and  make  Affidavit  I  never  had  any  fuch  defign» 
Madam  ifabella  !  ha,  ha,  alas,  poor  man,  1  have  foni* 
body  elfe  to  think  on. 

Lod,  Affidavit  I  why  he*ll  not  believe  you,  fhould  you 
fwear  your  Heart  out  :  fome  body  has  pofTefs'd  him  tbafi 
you  arc  a  damn'd  Fool,  and  a  moft  egregious  Coward,  a 
Fellow  that  to  fave  your  Life  will  fwear  any  thing. 

Sir  Cred.  What  curfed  Luck's  thisi why,  how 

ca.ne  he  to  know  1  liv'd  here  ? 

Lod,  I  believe  he  might  have  ft  from  Leander^  whc? 
is  his  Friend. 

Sir  Cred,  Leander  !  1  muft  confefs  I  never  lik*d  that 
Leander  fince  yefterday. 

Lod,  He  has  deceived  us  all,  thai*s  the  truth  on*t ;  for 
1  have  lately  found  out  too,  that  he*s  your  Rival,  and 
has  a  kind  of  a  .         ■ 

C  4  Sk 
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Sir  Cred.  Smattering  to  my  Miftrefs,  hah,  and  there* 
fore  wou'd  not  be  wanting  to  give  me  a  lift  out  of  this 

World  ;  but  I  fhall  give  her  fuch  a  go-by my  Lady 

JKnoirell  underftands  the  difference  between  three  Thou- 

fand  a  Year,  and prithee  what's  his  Eftate  ? 

,  Led,  Shaw- not  fufficient  to  pay  Surgeons  Bills. 

Sir  Cred.  Alas  poor  Rat,  how  does  he  Hve  then  ? 
Lnd.  Hang  him,    the  Ladies  keep   him  ;  'tis  a  good' 
handfome  Fellow,  and  has  a  pretty  Town-Wir. 

Sir  Cred,  He  a  Wit  !  wdiar,  I'll  warrant  he  writeS: 
Lampoons,  rails  at  Plays,  curfes  all  Poetry  but  his  own, 
and  mimicks  the  Players — ^-ha. 

Lod.  Some  fuch  common  Notion  he  has  that  deceives 
the  ignorant  Rabble,  amongft  whom  he  paffes  for  a  verj. 

imart  Fellow, 'life  he's  here. 

Enier  Leander. 
Sh-  Cred.  Why—  what  fhall  I  do,  he  will  not  afFroni 
me  before  Company  ?  hah  ! 

Lod,  Not  in  our  Houfe,  Sir, —  bear  up  and  take  no  no- 
tice on't,  [Lod.  whifiers  Lean, 
Sir  Cred,  No  notice,  quoth  he  ?   why  my  very  fears 
fvill  betray  me. 

Lea?2,  Let  me  a\one-^ Lodwichy  I  met  jufl:  now  with 
an  Italian  Merchant,  who  has  made  me  fuch  a  Prefent  ? 
Led,  What  is't  prithee  ? 

Lean.  A  Sort  of  fpecifick  Poifon  for  all  the  Senfej, 
cfpecially  for  that  of  fmelling;  fo  that  had  la  Rival,  and 
J  ftiou'd  fee  him  at  any  reafonable  diftance,  I  could  di- 
rt£i  a  little  of  this  Scent  up  to  his  Brain  fo  fubtlely,  that 
it  fhall  not  fail  of  Execution  in  a  day  or  two. 

Sir  Cred,  How Poifon  J  \_Shewing  great  Signs 

of  Fear^  and  holding  his  Ncfe» 

Lean,  Nay,  fhou'd  I  fee  him  in  the  midft  of  a  thou- 

fand  People,  1  can   {o  dired   it,  that  it   fhall  aflault  my 

Enemy's  Noftrils  only,  without  any  effefts  on  the  reft  of 

the  Company. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh,— I'm  a  dead  Man ! 
Lod,  is't  pcflibie  ? 

Lean,  Perhaps  fome  little  fneezing  or  {o^  no  harm  ; 
but  my  Enemy'*  a  dead  Man,  Sir,  kill'd. 

Sir 
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Str  Cred.  Why,  this  is  the  moft  damn' J  Italian  Trick 
1  ever  heard  of;  why  this  out-does  the  famous  Poifoner 
Madam  BrenvHliers ;  well,  here's  no  jefting,  1  perceive 
that,  Lodwick. 

Lod,  Fear  nothing,  I'll  fecure  you.  [Afide  to  hinu 

Enter  Wittmore. 
Witttnore  !  how  is't  Friend  !  thou  lookefl  cloudy. 

iVit.  You'll  hardly  blame  me,  Gentlemen,  when  yoa 
fhall  know  what  a  damn'd  unfortunate  Rafcal  1  am. 

Lod,  Prithee  what's  the  matter  ? 

Wit,  Why  I  am  to  be  marry'dj  Gentlemen,  marry'J 
to  day. 

Lod,  How,  marry'd  !  nay,  Gad,  then  thou'ft  reafon  ; 
but  to  whom  prithee  ? 

Wit,  There's  the  Devil  on't  again,  to  a  fine  youn?^ 
fair,  brisk  Woman,  that  has  all  the  Temptations  Heaven 
can  give  her. 

Lod,  What  pity  'tis  they  fhou*d  be  beftow'd  to  fa 
wicked  an  end  !  Is  this  your  Intrigue,  that  has  been  fo 
long  conceal'd  from  your  Friends  ?. 

Lean,  We  thought  it  had  been  fome  kind  Amour^ 
fomething  of  Love  ^d  Honour, 

Lod,  Is  {he  rich  ?  if  (lie  be  wondrous  rich,  we'll  ex- 
cufe  thee. 

W-itt  Her  Fortune  will  be  fuitable  to  the  Jointure  I 
Ihall  make  her. 

Led,  Nay  then  'tis  like  to  prove  a  hopeful  Match  i 
what  a  Pox  can  provoke  thee  to  this,  doft  love  her  ? 

Wtt.  No,  there's  another  Plague,  I  am  curfedly  \n 
love  elfewhere  ;  and  this  was  but  a  falfe  Addrefs,  to 
hide  that  real  one. 

Lod,  How,  love  another  ?  in  what  quality  and  man- 
ner ? 

Wit,  As  a  Man  ought  to  love,  with  a  good  fubl^antial 
P^flion,  without  any  defign  but  that  of  right-down  honed 
Injoyment. 

Lod,  Ay,  now  v;e  underftand  thee,  this  is  fomethinc. 

Ah  Friend,  I  had  fuch  an  Adventure  iaft  Night. You 

may  talk  of  your  intrigues  and  fubftantial  Pieafures,  but 
?  5  -i!l 
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if  any  of  you  can  match  mine.         Egad  I'll  forfwear 
Womankind, 

Lean,  An  Adventure!  prithee  where? 

Sir  Cred,  Whar,  laft  Night,  when  you  refcued  me 
ftom  the  Bilbo-Blades  !  indeed  ye  lookM  a  little  furioufly. 

Lod.  I  had  reafon,  1  was  juft  then  come  out  of  a 
Garden  from  fighting  with  a  Man  whom  1  found  with  my 
Miftrefs  ;  and  1  had  at  lead  known  who't  had  been,  but 
for  the  coming  of  thofe  Rafcals  'hat  fet  on  you,  who 
parted  us,  whilft  he  made  his  efcape  in  the  Croud. 

Wit.  Death  \  that  was  I,  who  for  fear  of  being  known 
got  away:  was't  he  then  that  I  foughc  with,  and  whom 
1  learnt  lov'd  ifabella  I  [Afide. 

Lod,  You  muft  know,  Gentlemen,  I  have  a  fort  of  a 
matrimonial  Kindnefs  for  a  very  pretty  Woman,  flie 
whom  I  tell  you  I  difturb'd  in  the  Garden,  and  lafl  night 
fhe  made  me  an  Aflignation  in  her  Chamber  :  when  I 
came  to  the  Garden-door  by  which  I  was  to  have  ad- 
mittance, I  found  a  kind  of  NecefTary  call'd  a  baudy 
"Waiting- Woman,  whom  I  foilow'd,  and  thought  fhe 
wouM  liave  conduced  me  to  the  right  Woman;  but  I 
was  luckiiy  and  in  the  dark  led  into  a  Lady's  Chamber, 
who  took  me  for  a  Lover  (he  e.vpefted :  I  found  my 
happy  miftake,  and  wou'd  not  undeceive  her. 

Wit,  This  cou'd  be  none  but  Lucia.  [A fide* 

^ Well,  Sir,  an-d  what  did  you  do  there  ? 

Lod.  Do  !  why  what  doft  think  >  all  that  a  Man  in- 
fpir'd  by  Love  cou'd  do,  1  followed  all  the  dilates  of 
Nature,  Youth  and  Vigor. 

mV.  Oh  hold  rav  Heart or  I  Ihould  kill  the  Traitor, 

[A fide. 

Sir  Cred.  Followed  dl  the  Di^ftates  of  Nature,  Youth 
and  Vigor  !  prithee  what's  that  > 

Lod.  1  kifs'd  a  thoufand  times  her  balmy  Lips,  and 
greedily  took  in  the  nimble  Sighs  fl-ie  breath'd  into  my 
Soul. 

r/it.  Oh  1  can  fcarce  contain  my  felf.  [Afide, 

Sir  Cred»  Pfhaw,  is  that  all  Man  > 

Lod.  1  clafp'd  her  lovely  Body  in  my  Armi?, 
Aad  laid  my  Bofoiii  to  her  panting  Breaft. 

Trembling 
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Trembling  fhe  feem'd  all  Love  and  foil  Defire, 
And  I  all  Burnings  in  a  youthful  Fire. 

Sir  Cred.  Biefs  us,  the  Man's  in  a  Rapture  i 

Wit,  Damnation  on  them  both. 

Sir  Cred.  Well,  to  the  point,  Man :  what  didft  do  all 
this  while? 

Lean*  Faith  I  fancy  he  did  not  fleep,  Sir  Credulous, 

Lod,  No,  Friend,  ihe  had  too  many  Charms  to  keep 
me  waking. 

Sir  Cred.  Had  (he  Co  ?  I  fiiou'd  have  beg'd  her  Charms 
pardon,  I  tell  her  that  tho. 

V/if,  Curfe  on  my  Sloth,  Oh  how  fliall  I  dilTemble  ? 

lAfide. 

Lean.  Thy  Adventure  was  pretty  lucky but  Witt^ 

^  more^  thou  doft  not  relifh  it. 

Wit,  My  Mind*s  upon  my  Marriage,  Sir  :  if  I  thought 
he  lov'd  Ifdbella^  \  wou'd  marry  her  to  be  reveng'd  on 
him,  at  leaft  Til  vex  his  Soul,  as  he  has  tortured  mine.— '■ 

Well  Gentlemen,  you'll  dine  with  me, and  give  me 

your  opinion  of  my  Wife. 

Lod.  Where  doft  thou  keep  the  Cerenwny  i^ 

Wit,   At  Sif  Patient  Fancy's,  my  Father-in-law. 

Lod,  Hov/  !  Sir  Patient  Fancy  to  be  your  Father-in- 
law  ? 

Lean,  My  Uncle  } 

Wit.  Hq's  fir'd, 'tis  his  Daughter,  Sir,  I   am  to 

ncarry. — 

Led.  Ifabella  /  Leander,  can  it  be  ?  can  (he  confene 
to  this  \  and  can  fhe  love  you  ? 

VtTit.  Why,  Sir,  what  do  you  fee  in  me,  OiouM  ren- 
der me  un£r  to  be  belov'd  r  iAngTy> 

Led.  MarryUto  day  1  by  Heaven  it  muft  not  be,  Sir. 

[Draws  him  ajide, 

Wit.  Why,  Sir,  I  hope  this  \^  not  the  kind  Lady  who 
was  fo  foft,  fo  fweet  and  charming  laft  night. 

Lod.  Hold,  Sir, — we  yet  are  Friends. — 

Wit.  And  might  have  ftill  been  fo,  hadft  thou  not  bafe* 
ly  rob'd  me  of  my  Intereft. 

Lod.  Death,  do  you  fpeak  my  Language?     IKtady  to 

drau>. 
Wit. 
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Wh.  No,  take  a  fecret  from  my  angry  Hearf,  which 
all  its  Friend flifp  to  thee  cou'd  not  make  me  utter  ; 
it  was  my  Miftrefs  you  furpriz'd  laft  night. 

Lod.  Hah,  my  Laoy  Fancy  his  Miftrefs  ?    Curfe  on  my 
prating  Tongue.-  [Afide, 

Sir  Cred.  What  a  Devil's  all  this,  hard  Words,  HearL* 
burnings,  Refentments,  and  all  that  ? 

Lean,  You  are  not  quarrelling,  I  hope,  my  Friends. 
Lod,  All  this,  Sir,  we  fufpeded,  and  fmok'd  your  bor- 
rowing Money  bll   night  ;  and  what  I  faid  was  to  gaia 
the  mighty  fecret  that  had  been  fo  long  kept  from  your 

Friends  : — but  thou  haft  done  a  Bafenefs 

[Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Sword, 
Lean.  Hold,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Wit,  Did  you  not  rob  me  of  the  Vidory  then  I've  been- 
fo  long  a  toiling  for  ? 

Lod.  If  I  had,  'twould  not  have  made  her  guilty,  nor 
me  a  Criminal ;  {he  taking  me  rbr  one  flie  lov'd,  and  I' 
her  for  one  that  had  no  Intereft  in  m,y  Friend  :  and  who 
the  Devil  wou'd  have  refus'd  fo  fine  a  Woman?  Nor 
had  I  but  that  I  was  prevented  by  her  Husband.,  But 

Ifabclla,  Sir,  you  muft  rellgn. 

Wit.  I  will,  provided  that  our  FriendfH^p's  fafe ;  I  am 
this  day  to  many  her,  and  if  you  can  find  a  means  to 
do't  in  my  room,  I  fhail  refign  my  Intereft  to  my  Friend  j 
for  'tis,  the  lovely  Mother  1  adore. 

Led.  And  was  it  you  I  fought  with  in  the  Garden  ? 
Wit.  Yes,  and  iheieby  hangs  a   tale  of  a  Miftake  al- 
Kioft  equal  to  thinej  which  I'll  at  leifure  tell  you. 

[Talks  to  Lod.  and  Lean. 

Sir  Cred.  I'm  glad  they  were  Friends ;   Zoz,  here  was- 

like  to  have  been  a  pretty  Bufinefs;  what  damnable  work 

this  fame  Womankind  makes  in   a  Nation  of  Fools  that 

are  Lovers  ? 

Wit,  Look  ye,  I  am  a  damn'd  dull  Fellow  at  Inven" 
tion,  I'll  therefore  leave  you  to  contrive  matters  by  your 
felves,  whilft  I'll  go  try  how  kind  Fortune  will  be  to  me, 
this  Morning,  and  fee  in  what  readinefs  my  Bride  is. 
What  you  do  muft  be  thought  on  fudc^enly  ;  Til  waif 
en  you  anon,  and  let  you  know  how  matters  go. 
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I*ffi  as  Impatient  to  know  the  truth  of  this,  as  for  aa 
opportunity  to  enjoy  Lucia,  [Goes  out* 

Lod,  Leandsr^  what  fhall  I  do  ? 
Lean,  You  were  beft  confult  your  Mother  and  Sifter; 
Women  are  beft  at  Intrigues  of  this  kind  :   But  what 
becomes  of  me  ? 

Lod,  Let  me  alone  to  difpatch  this  Fool,  I  long  to  have 
him  out  of  the  way,  he  begins  to  grow  troublefome  :— « 
but  now  my  Mother  expects  you. 

Lean.  Prithee  be  careful  of  me.'  \Exit  Lean. 

Sir  Cred,  What  was  this  long  Whifper,  fomething  about 
me  ? 

Led,  Why,  yes  faith,  I  was  perfuading  him  to  fpeak 
to  his  Friend  about  this  Bufinefs  ;  but  he  fwears  there's  no 
hopes  of  a  Reconciliation :  you  are  a  dead  Man,  unlefs 
fome  cleanly  conveyance  of  you  be  foon  thought  on. 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  I'll  keep  within  doors,  and  defy  Ma- 
lice and  foul  Weather. 

Lod.  Oh,  he  means  to  get  a  Warrant,  and  fearch  for 
ftolen  Goods,  prohibited  Commodities  or  Conventicles ; 
there's  a  ihoufand  civil  Pretences  in  this  Town  to  com- 
mit Outrages — let  me  fee. —       [Tkey  both  paufeawhile. 

Sir  Cred.  Well,  I  have  thought, and  of  fuch  a  Bu- 

fmefs,  that  the  Devil's  in't  if  you  don't  fay  1  am  a  man 
of  Intrigue. 

Lod,  Whatis't? 

Sir  Cred.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  muft  have  leave  to  laugh  (O 
think  how  neatly  I  fhall  defeat  this  Son  of  a  Whore  of  a 
thunder  thumping  Heftor. 

Lod.  Be  ferious,  Sir,  this  is  no  laughing  rtwtter  •,  if  I 
might  advife,  you  fhouM  fteal  into  the  Country,  for  two 
or  three  days,  till  the  Bufinefs  be  blown  over. 

Sir  Cred.  Lord,  thou  art  {o  hafty  and  conceited  of  thy 
own  Invention,  thou  wilt  not  give  a  Man  leave  to  think 
in  thy  company  :  why  thefe  were  my  very  thoughts;  nay 
more,  I  have  found  a  way  to  get  oft"  clever,  tho  he 
watch  me  as  narrowly  as  an  enraged  Serjeant  upon  an 
Efcape. 

Lcdi  That  indeed  wou'd  be  a  Mafter-piece. 

Sit 
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Sir  Cred.  Why,  look  ye,  do  ye  fee  that  great  Basket 
there  ? 

Lod,  I  do, — this  you  mean. [PulU  in  a  Baskeft 

Sir  Cred,  VcjyweD,  put  me  into  this  Basket,  and  cord 
me  down,  fend  for  a  couple  of  Porters,  hoift  nae  away 
with  a  Diredion,  to  an  old  Uncle  of  mine,  one  Sir  ^«- 
tkfiny  Bubleton  at  Bubkton-Hdl  in  Effex  ;  and  then  whip 
fJap-dafh,  as  Nokes  fays  in  the  Play,  I'm  gone,  and  who's 
the  wifer  ? 

Lod,  I  like  it  well. 

Sir  Cred,  Nay,  lofe  no  time  in  applauding,  I'll  in,  the 

Carrier  goes  this  Morning  ^  farewel,  Lcdvjhk. 

[Goes  into  the  Basket, 
I'll  be  here  again  on  Thurfda'j.     [Lod.  wriies  a  Bindion* 
Enter  Boy. 

Zed,  By  all  means,  Sir, Who's  there, — ^  call  a 

coup!e  of  Porters.  l_Ex'it  Boy, 

Sir  Cred.  One  word  more,  the  Canier  lies  at  the  Beil 

in  Friday  fireety  pray  take  care  they  fet  me  not  on  my 

Head.—.  [^Pops  in  aga,r;» 

Enter  Boy  and  two  Porters^ 

Lod.  Come  hither,  cord  up  this  Basket^  and  carry  it 

where  he  fhall  dired. — Leander  will  never  think  he's  free 

from  a  Rival,  till  he  have  him  in  his  poiTedion To 

Mr.  Lear.der  Fancy's  at  the  next  door  ^  fay  'tis  things  for 

him  out  of  the  Country..  .Write  a  Direftion  to  him 

on  the  Basket-lid.  [Afide  to  the  Bey, 

iPorters  going  to  carry  off  the  Baiket   on  a   long 

Pole  between  'em. 

Enter  Lady  Knowel. 
L.  Kno,  What's  this  ?  whither  goes  this  Basket  ? 
Sir  Cred,  Ah  Lord  !  they  are  come  with  the  Warrant 

\_Peeps  cut  of  the  Baket, 
Lod.  Only   Books,  Madam,   ofFer'd  me  to  buy,  but 
they  do  not  pleafe  me. 

L.  Kno,  Books  \  nay  then  fet  down  the  Basket,  Pel- 
lows,  and  let  me  perufe  'em  ;  who  are  their  Authors,  and 
what  their  Language  ? 

Sir  Cred»  A  pox  of  aU  Learning,  I   fay, 'tis  my 

Mother-in-law.  [Porters  going  to  fet  doivn  the  Basket, 
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Lod,  Hold,  hold,  Madam,  they  are  only  Engl'tjli  and 
fomeLaw-Fre;7C^. 

L.  Kno,  Oh  faugh,  how  I  hate  that  vile  fort  of  Read- 
ing !  up  with  'em  again  Fellows,  ^^^  away.  [The  Por- 
ters taks  up  and  go  out^ 

Lod,  God-a-mercy  l^w-Trenc/?,  ^         [Afide. 

L.  Kno.  t^w-French  I  out  upon'r,  I  cou'd  find  in  my 
heart  to  have  the  Porters  bring  it  back,  and  have  it  burnt 
for  a  Herefy  in  Learning. 

Led.  Or  thrown  into  the  Thames,  that  it  may  ilow 
back  to  Normandy,  to  have  the  Language  new  modelPd. 

L.  Kno.  You  fay  well  *,  but  what's  ail  this  ad  iphicH 
bonis,  Where's  Sir  Credulous  all  this  while  J  his  Affairs  ex^ 
ped  him. 

Lod.  So  does  Leandsr  yoar  Lady  l>jip  within. 

L.  Kn<y.  Leander !  Hymen,  Hytnenjie^  I'll  wxt  on 
him,  Lod'vick;  I  am  refolv'd  you  fhall  marry  Jfahelia- 
too  ;  I  have  a  defign  in  my  head  that  cannot  fail  to  give 
yew  the  poflTeflion  of  her  within  this  two  or  three  hours. 

Lod.  Such  an  Indulgence  will  make  me  the  happieft  of 
Men,  and  I  have  fonrething  to  fay  to  your  Lad)'fh:p  that 
will  oblige  you  to  haften  the  Defign. 

L.  Kno,-  Come  in^  and  let  me  know  it.  [ExeunK 

S  C  E  N  E  IL-     A  Talkie  and  Chairs, 

Enter  Lady  Fancy  in  a  Morning- drefs,  Maundy  with  Pen^ 
Ink  and  Pafer. 

L.  Fan,  Wittmore  in  the  Garden,  fayft  thou,  with  7/w- 
helia  /  Oh  per^ur'd  Man!  it  was  by  his  contrivance  then 
1  was  betray 'd  laft  night. 

Maun,  1  thought  lo  too  at  firft,  Madam,  till  going  to 
conduft  Mr.  Knowel  thro  the  Garden,  he  finding  Nlr.  Witt- 
more  there  with  ifabella  drew  on  him,  and  they  both 
fought  out  of  the  Garden  i  what  mifchiet's  done  I  know 
not.  Bur,  Madam,  I   hope  Mr.  Knowell  was  not 

uncivil  to  your  LadyQiip.  I  had  no  time  to  ask  what 
pafs'd  between  you. 

L.  Tan,  Oh  name  it  not  ;  I  gave  him  all  I  had  re- 
fcrv'd  for  Wittmore*     I  was  fo  poSef&'d  with  the  thoughts 

of 
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of  that  dear  falfe  one,  I  had  no  fenfe  free  to  perceive  the 
cheat  :  .but  I  will  be  reveng'd.-.         .Come  let  m« 

end  my  Letter,  we  are  fafe  from  interruption. 

Mam,  Yes,  Madam,  Sir  Patient  is  not  yet  up,  the 
Doftors  have  been  with  him,  and  tell  him  he  is  not  (q 
bad  as  we  perfuaded  him. 

L.  Van,  And  was  he  foft  and  kind  )- — — By  all  that's 

good  flie  loves  him,  and  they  contriv'd  this  meeting. 

My  Pen  and  Ink 1  am  impatient  to  unload  my  Sotil 

of  this  great  weight  of  Jealoufy.— •    is'ns  dowtj,  and 

7vriies» 

Enter  Sir  Patient,  looking  over  her  Shoulder  a  tip-toe* 

Maun.  Heaven!  here's  Sir  P;i//V;2/,  Madam. 

L.  Ian,  Hah, I  and  'tis  too  late  to  hide  the  Pi- 

per :  I  was  juft  going  to  fubfaibe  my  Name, 

Sir  P^^.  Good  morrow,  my  Lady  F^;-? r^'^y our  Lady  fhip 
10  well  employ'<i,  1  fee, 

\j.  Fan,  Indeed    I  was,    and   pleafantly  too;    I  am 

writing  a  Love-letter,  Sir. »But  my  Dear,  what  makes^^ 

you  fo  foon  up? 

Sir  Pat,  A  Love-letter ! — let  me  fee't.     [Goes  to  ta\e  ip^ 

L.  Tan.  I'll  read  it  to  you,  Sir, 

Matm,  What  mean  you.  Madam  ?  lAfide^ 

Lady  Fancy  reads, 

p  was  hut  ye/ierday  you /wore  you  lov^d  me,  and  I  poor 
eafy  Fool  believed  ;  but  your  lajl  Right's  Infidelity  ha^ 
undeceived  my  H^art,  and  rendered  you  the  falfcft  Man 
that  ever  Woman  figh'd  for,  tell  me,  how  durji  you, 
-when  1  had  prepared  all  things  for  cur  Enjoyjnent,  be 
fo  great  a  'Devil  to  deceive  my  Unguifhin<i  Expe6iations  ? 
and  in  your  room  fend  one  that  has  undone 

Your . 

Matin,  Sure  (be'j  mad  to  read  this  to  him. 

Sir  Pat,  Hum, 1  proFefs  ingenuoufly I  think  k 

h  indeed  a  Love-letter.— -  My  Lady  Fancy,  what  means 
all  this  ?  as  1  take  ir,  here  are  Riddles  and  Mylleries  in 
this  Bufinefs. 

L.  Fan:* 
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L.  I?4«.  V^hich  thus,  Sir,  I'll  unfold. 

[Takes  the  Pen,  and  -writes  Ifabella. 
Sir  Pat,  How  !    undone  Your.  Ifabella^ 

meaning  my  Daughter  ? 

L.  Tan,  Yes,  my  Dear,  going  this  morning  into  her 
Chamber,  fhs  not  being  there,  I  took  up  a  Letter  that 
lay  open  on  her  Table,  and  out  of  curiofity  read  it  ;  as 
«car  as  I  can  remember  'twas  to  this  purpofe;  I  writ  it 
out  now,  becaufe  I  had  a  mind  thou  fhou'dft  fee'r  ;  for 
I  can  hide  nothing  from  thee. 

Sir  Pat^  A  very  good  Lady  I  profefs !  to  whom  is  it 
dire^ed  ? 

L.  Tan,  V7hy, Sir What  fhall  I  fay,  I  cannot 

lay  it  now  to  Lodwick  \_Ajide, 

I   believe  (he  meant  it  to  Mr.  Tatnlove^  for  whom  elfe 
cou'd  it  be  defign'd  ?  (lie  being  fo  foon  to  many  him. 

Sir  Pat,  Hah,—.  Mr.  Fain-love  I  fo  foon  fo  fond 
and  amorous ! 

L.  Tan^.  Alas,  'tis  the  excufable  fault  of  all  young  Wo- 
meni,  thou  knowfl  I  was  Juft  fuch  another  Fool  to  thee, 

fo  fgnd  .and  fo  in  love. ' 

•  f*F^*^, thou  wer;  indeed,  my  Lady  Ftf»dy, 

ind^d  thouNvert .  But  I  will  keep  the  Leiter  how* 

ever,  that  this  idle  Baggage  may  know  I   undevftand  her 
Tricks  and  Intrigues.  \?uts  up  the  Letter, 

L.  Fan,  Nay  then  'twill  out ;  No  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
give  me  the  Letter,  L  wou'd  not  for  the  World  Jfahella 
ftjou'd  know  of  my  theft,  "twou'd  appear  malicious  ia 

me: -Beddes,  Sir,  it  does  not    befit  your  Gravity  to 

be.  concern'd  in  the  little  Quarrels  of  Lovers. 

Sir  Pat.  Lovers !  Tell  me  not  of  Lovers,  my  Lady 
Fancy '^  with  Reverence  to  your  good  LadyfHp,  I  value 
not  whether   there  be  Love  between  'em  or  not.     Pious 

Wedlock  is  my  Bufinefs, nay,  I  will  let  him  know 

his  own  too,  that  I  will,  with  your  Ladyfhip's  permidion. 
L.  Fan,  How  unlucky  lam! —  Sir,  as  to  his  Chaftifer 
menr,  ufe  your  own  difcretion,  in  which  you  do  abound 
itioft  plentifully.  But  pray  let  not  ifahella  hear  of  k  ;  for 
as  I  wou  d  preferve  my  Duty  to  thee,  by  communicating 

all 
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aM  things  to  thee,  Co  I  wou'd  confervc  my  good  Oplnioa 
with  her. 

Sir  Fat.  Ah,  ^'hat  a  BlelTing  I  polTefs  in  Co  excelleat 
a  Wife  I  and  m  regard  I  am  every  day  defcending  to  my 

Grave, ah— 1  wiil  no  longer  hide  from  thee  the 

Provifion  I  have  made  for  thee,  in  cafe  I  die_ 

L.  Fan,  This  is  the  Mufick  that   1  long'd  to  hear. . 

Die  !— Oh  that  fatal  Word  will  kill  me.  [Weeps. 

Name  it  no  more,  if  you'd  preferve  my  Life. 

Sir  Pat,  Hah — now  cannot  I  refrain  joining  with  her 
in  afFedionate  Tears.' — No,  bu:  do  not  weep  for  me,  my 
excellent  Lady,  for  I  have  made  a  pretty  competent  Eftate 
for  thee.  Eight  thoufand  Pounds,  which  1  have  conctal'd 
in  my  Study  behind  the  Wainfcot  en  the  left  hand  as  you 
come  in. 

L.Fan,  Oh  tell  me  not  of  a  tranfltory  Wealth,  for  I'm 
refolv'd  not  to  furvive  thee.  Eight  thoufand  Pound  fay 
you  p Oh  I  can>not  endure  the  thoughts  on'r.   [Weeps* 

Sir  Pat.  Eight  thoufand  Pounds  juft,  my  dearefl  Lady. 

L.  Far?.  Oh  you'll  make  me  defperate  in  naming  it, 

is  it  in  Gold  or  Silver  ? 

Sir  Pat.  In  Gold,  my  deareft,  the  moft  part^  the  reft 
in  Silver  ? 

L.  Fan.  Good  Heavens  !  why  fhould  you  take  fuch 
pleafure  in  aifliafng  me  ?     [IVeeps.']  Behind  the 

Wainfcot  fay  you^? 

Sir  Pat.  Behind  the  Wainfcot,  prithee  be  pacified, 
thou  makefl:  me  lofe  my  greaeft  Virtue,  Moderation,  to 
fee  ihee  thus:   alas,  we're  all  born  to  die.__. 

L.  Far..  Again   of  dying  !    Uncharitable  Man^  why  do 

you  delight  in  tormenting  me  ? On  the  left  hand,  fay 

you,  as  you  go  in  ? 

Sir  Pat.  On  ihQ  left  hand,-  my  Love  :  had  ever  Man 
fuch  a  \i'ife  ? 

L.  Fan.  Oh  my  Spirits  fail  me lead  me,  or  I 

fhall  fa^nr, lead  me  to  the  Siudy^  and  fhew  me  where 

'tis, for  I  am  able  to  hear  no  more  of  it. 

Sir  Fat.  I  w:l!,  if  you  will  promife  indeed  and  indeed, 
Rot  10  grieY«  too  much.  [Gop?^  to  lead  her  cm. 

Enter 
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Enter  ^5^'fttmore, 

IVit^  Heaven  grant  me  fome  kind  opportunity  to  fpeak 

with  Lucia  /  ball,  fhe's  here, and  with  her  the  fond 

Cuckold  her  Husband. Death,  he  has  fpy'd  me,  there's 

no  avoiding  him. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  are  you  there,  S:r  ? Maundy  look  to 

niy  Lady,^ 1  take  ir,  Sir,  you  have  not  dealt  well  with 

a  Perfon  of  my  Authority  and  Gravity. 

[Gropes  for  the  Letter  in  his  Pockets 

Wit,  So  this  can  be  nothing  lefs  than  my  being  found 
oat  to  be  no  Torkfiire  Efq;  a  Pox  of  my  Geneva  Breeding! 
it  muft  be  fo,  what  the  Devil  fliall  I  fay  now? 

Sir  pat.  And  this  diiingenuous  dealing  does  ill  become 
the  Perfon  you  have  reprefented,  I  take  it. 

M^it,  Reprefented!  ay,  there  'tis,  wou'd  I  were  hand- 
fomely  ofFo'  this  Bufinefs;  neitherJLtfc/^  nor  Alaundy  have 
any  intelligence  in  their  demure  Looks  that  can  inftruft  a 

Man.— —Why,  faith.  Sir, 1  muft  confefs,— •  I  am  to 

blame and  that  J  have a 

L.  Fan,  Oh,  Maund^y  he'll  difcovet  all,  wbai  ftiall- 
livedo? 

Sir  Pat,  Have  what,  Sir  ? 

Wit,  From  my  violent  Paffion  for  your  Daughter— 

L,  Fan.  Ob,  I*m  all  Confufion.i . 

Wif,  Egad  I  am  i*th  wrong,  I  fee  by  Lucia's  Looks. 

Sir  pat.  That  you  have,  Sir,  you  wouM  fay,  made  a' 
Sport  and  May-game  of  the  Ingagement  of  your  Word; 
1  take  it,  Mr.  Fain-love^  *tis  not  like  the  Stock  you  came 
from. 

Wit,  Yes,  I  was  like  to  have  fpoil'd  all,  'jhcart  what 

fine  work  I  had  made but  moft  certainly  he  has  dif- 

cover'd  my  Paflion  for  his  Wife. Well,  Impudence 

aflift  me  1  made  Sir,  a  trifle  of  my  word,  Sir  !  from 

whom  have  you  this  Intelligence  / 

SkPat,  From  whom  (hou'd  I,  Sir,  but  from  my 
Daughter  Ifabella  / 

Wit.  Ifabella  I  The  malicious  Baggage  underftood  to 
whom  my  fi;ft  Court fnip  was  addrsfs'd  lafl:  Niger,  and  has 
betray'd  me. 

Sir 
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Sir  Pat»  And  Sir,  to  let  you  fee  I  utter  nothing  without 
Precaution,  pray  read  that  Letter. 

Wit,  Hah a  Letter!  what  can  this  mean, 'tis 

Z«cw's  Hand,  with  Ifabellas  Name  to*t. — Oh  the  dear 
cunning  Creature,  to  make  her  Husband  the  MefTenger 
too. How,  I  fend  one  in  my  room?       [He  reads, 

L.  Fap7»  Yes,  Sir,  you  think  we  do  not  know  oF  the 
Appointment  you  made  laft  Night;  but  having  other 
Affairs  in  band  than  to  keep  your  Promife,  you  fent 
}Ar.  Knowel  in  your  room, falfe  Man. 

Wit.  I  fend  him.  Madam  !  I  wouM  have  fooner  died. 

Sir  Pat.  Sir,  as  I  take  it,  he  cou'd  not  have  known  of 
yourDefigns  and  Rendezvous  without  your  Informations.- 
■  Were  not  you  to  have  met  my  Daughter  here  {O 
night.  Sir  ? 

Wit,  Yes,  Sir,  and  I  hope  'tis  no  fuch  great  Crime,  to 
defire  a  Httle  Converfation  with  the  fair  Perfon  one  loves^ 
and  \s  fo  foon  to  marry,  which  I  was  hinder'd  from  doing 
by  the  greateft  and  moil  unluckly  Misfortune  that  ever 
arriv'd  :  but  for  my  fending  him,  Madam,  credit  me, 
there's  nothing  fo  much  amazes  me  and  affiidts  me,  as  ta 
know  he  was  here. 

Sir  Pat,  He  fpeaks  well,  ingenuoufi^  he  does.— ^ Well, 
Sir,  for  your  Father's  fake,  whofe  Memory  I  reverence, 
I  will  for  once  forgive  yoa.  But  let's  have  no  more 
Night-work5,  no  more  Gair.bols,  I  befeech  you,  good 
Mr.  Fain-love. 

Wit.  1  humbly  think  ye.  Sir,  and  do  befeech  you  to 
tell  the  dear  C'-eature  that  writ  this,  that  I  love  her  more 
than  Life  or  Fo'tun?,  and  that  Iwou'd  fooner  have  kill'd 
the  Man  that-ufurp'd  my  place  laft  Night,  than  have 
afnOed  him. 

L.  Fan. ,  Were  you  not  falfe  then  ? Now  hang  me 

if  I  do  not  credit  him.  lApde, 

Sir  Pat.  Alas,  good  Lady!  how  fhe's  concerned  for  my 
Intereft,  fhe's  even  jealous  for  my  Daughter.  [Afide^, 

Wit.  Falfe!  charge  me  not  with  unprofitable  Sins; 
W0u*d  I  refufe  a  Bleffin^,  or  blafpheme  a  Power  that 
Blight  undo  mc?  wou'd  I  die  in  my  full  vigorous  Heahh, 

or 
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cr  live  in  conftant  Pain?  All  this  I  cou*d,  fooner  than  be 
untrue. 

Sir  Pat,  Ingenuoufly,  my  Lady  Fancy,  he  fpeaks  diC- 
erectly,  and  to  purpofe. 

L.Fan,  Indeed,  my  Dear,  he  does,  and  like  an  honeft 
Gentleman ;  and  I  fhou'd  think  my  fclf  very  unreafona- 

ble  not  to  believe  him. And  Sir,  I'll  undertake  your 

Peace  fhall  be  made  with  your  Miftrefs. 

Sir  Paf,  Well,  I  am  the  moft  fortunate  Man  in  a  Wifej, 
that  ever  had  the  Blefling  of  a  good  one. 

Wit-  Madam,  let  me  fall  at  your  Feet,  and  thank  you 
for  this  Bounty.  Make  it  your  own  cafe,  and  then  con- 

sider what  returns  ought  to  be  made  to  the  moft  paflionate 
and  faithful  of  Lovers.  [Kneels, 

Sir  Pat,  1  profefs  a  wonderful  good-natur'd  Youth, 
this  ;  rife.  Sir,  my  Lady  Fancy  fhall  do  you -all  the  kind 
Offices  (he  can,  o'  my  word  fhe  fhall. 

L.  Pan,  I'm  all  Obedience,  Sir,  and  doubdefs  fhall 
obey  you. 

Sir  Pat,  You  muft,  indeed  you  muft  ;  and  Sir,  I'll 
defer  your  Happinefs  no  longer,  this  Day  you  fhall  be 
marry'd. 

MOt,  This  Day,  Sir ! why,    the  Writings  are  not 

made. 

Sk  Pat,  No  matter,  Mr.  Fain-love*,  her  Portion  fhall 
be  equivalent  to  the  Jointure  you  fhall  make  her,  I  take  ir, 
itrat's  fufncient. 

JVit,  A  Jointure  quoth  he  !  it  mufl  be  in  new  Eutopian 

-Land  then. And  muft  I  depart  thus,  without  a  kind 

Word,  a  Look,  or  a  Billet,  to  fignify   what  I  am  to  eX' 
peel?  [Looking  on  her  Jlily, 

Sir  Pat.  Come,  my  Lady  Fancy^  (hall  I  wait  on  you 
xlown  to  Prayer?  Sir,  you  will  get  your  felf  in  order  for 
your  Marriage,  the  great  Affair  of  human  Life  j  1  muft  to 
my  Morning's  Devotion  :  Come,  Madam. 

[she  endeavours  to  make  Signs  to  Wittmore. 
L*  Fan,  Alas,  Sir,  the  faid  Difcourfe  you  lately  made 
me,  has  fo  diforder'd   me,  and  given  me  fuch  a  Pain  in 
s^y  Head,  I  am  not  able  to  endure  the  Pfalm-finging. 

Sir 
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Sir  Pat»  This  comes  of  your  Weeping  ;  but  w«'Il  onjit 
that  pait  of  th'  Exercife,  and  have  no  P/^lni  funcr. 

L,Fan.  Oh  by  no  means,  Sir,  ^will  fcandalfze  the 
Brethren  ;  for  you  know  a  Pfalm  is  not  fung  Co  much  out 
ofDevotion,  as  *tis  to  give  notice  of  our  Zeal  and  pious 
Intentions :  *tis  a  kind  of  Proc!an??.tion  to  the  Neighbour- 

hood,  and  cannot  be  omitted. Oh  how   my   Head 

caches  I 

Wit,  He  were  a  damn'd  dull  Lover,  that  cou'd  not 
guefs  what  (lie  meant  by  this.  \Afjde. 

SirPar,  Well,  my  Lady    Vancy,    your   Lady 051  p  fhall 

be  obey'd, come,  Sir,  we'll  leave  her  to  her  Women. 

[£xi/  Sir  Par. 

[As  Wntmoxtgoes  i^ut,  he  bows  and 

looks  on  her ;   (he  ^ives  him  a  Sign, 

Wit,   That  kind  Look  is  a  fufEcient  Invitation. 

L.  Tav.  A1au7idy^  follow  *em  down,  and  bring  Witt- 

more  back  again [Exit,  Maun.]      There's  now  a  ne- 

cellity  of  our  contriving  to  avoid  this  Marriage  hand- 
fomly,_  and  we  fhall  at  leafl  make  two  Hours  our 
own;  1  never  wifh'd  well  to  long  Prayers  till  this  Mi- 
nute. 

Enter  Wittmore. 

Wit,  Oh  my  dear  Lucia  / 

L.  Fan.  Oh  Winmore  /  I  long  to  tell  thee  what  a  fatal 
Miftake  had  like  to  have  happened  laft  Ni^jht. 

I^'it,  My  Friend  has  told  me  all,  and  how  he  was  pre- 
vented by  the  coming  of  your  Husband  from  robbing  me 
of  thofe  facred  Delights  I  janguifh  for.  Oh  let  us  not 
Jofe  ineflimable  Time  in  dull  talking ;  but  hafte  to  ajve 
each  other  the  only  Confirmation  we  can  give,  how  iTttlc 
we  are  our  own. 

L,  Fan.  I  fee  Lodtvick's  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  de- 
ferves  a  Heart  ifl  had  one  to  give  him.  {.Exeunt. 

SCENE    III.     AHall. 

Enter  Sir  Patient  and  Roger. 
Sir  Pat,  Roger ^  is  Prayer  ready,  Roger  / 
Rog,  Truly  nay,  §;r,   for  Ut.GogU  hath  taken   too 

much 


Sir  Patient  Fancy.         71 

much  of  the  Creature  this  Morning,  and  is  not  In  caf^ 
Sir.  ' 

"Sir  Pat.  How  mean  you,  Sirrah,  that  Mr.  Gocle  is 
overtaken  with  Drink  ? 

Rog,  Nay,  Sir,  he  hath  over-eaten  himfelfat  Breakfaft 
only. 

Sir  Pat,  Alas,  and  that's  foon  done,  for  he  hath  a 
(Ickly  Stomach  5s  well  as  I,  poor  Man.  Where  is  Bar- 
tholomew the  Clerk  ?  he  muft  hold  forth  then  to  day. 
.  Rog.  Verily  he  is  alfo  difabled  ;  for  goin^^  ror(h  laft 
"Klghi  by  your  Commandment  to  fmite  the  Wicked,  he 
received  a  blow  over  the  Pericranium, 

Sir  Pat.  Why  how  now,  Sirrah,  Latin  !  the  Language 
,  ofthe  Beaft  !    hah — and  what  then,  Sir? 

Kog.  Which  Blow,  I  doubt,  Sir,  hath  fpoi'.ed  both  hi.^ 
Praying  and  his  E.King. 

Sir  Fat,  Hah  !  What  a  Family's  here  ?  no  Prayer  t© 
d!ay  ! 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Finny. 

Vurf.  Nay  verily  it  fhall  all  out,  1  will  be  no  more  the 
dark  Lanthorn  to  the  deeds  of  Darknefs. 

Sir  Pat,   What's  the  matter  here? 

Kurf.  Sir,  this  young  Sinner  has  long  been  privy  to  all 
the  daily  and  nighijy  meetings  between  Mr,  Lodvuick  and 
ifabella  \  anJ  juft  now  I  took  her  tying  a  L-^rter  to  a 
String  in  theGaiden,  which  he  drew  up  to  his  Window: 
and  I  have  born  it  till  my  Confcience  will  bear  it  no 
longer. 

Sir  Pat^  Hah,  fo  young  a  Baud  ! — Tell  me,  Minion — 
private  meeting  !  tell  me  truth,  I  charge  ye,  when  ? 
where?  how?  and  how  often?  Oh  fhe's  debauch'd  1 — 
her  Reputation  ruin'd,  and  fhe'll  need  a  double  Portion. 
Come,  tell  me  truth,  for  this  little  Finger  here  has  told 
me  all. 

Tan.  Oh  Gemfny,  Sir,  then  that  little  Finger's  the 
hougefeft  great  Lyer  as  ever  was. 

Sir  Pat.  Huzzy,  huzzy — I  will  have  thee  whip'd  moft 
unmercifully  :  Nurfe,  fetch  me  the  Rod. 

f  4».  Oh  pardon  me,  Sir,  this  one  time,  and  HI  tell  all. 

\^Kneels> 
Sic 
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I  have  feen  him  in  the  Garden,  but  not  verj 


Often !  Oh,  my  Family's  di [honoured.  Tell 
me  truly  what  he  us'd  to  do  there,  or  I  will  have  thee 
whipt  without  ceflation.  Oh  I'm  in  a  cold  Sweat  j  ihere^s 
my  fine  Maid,  was  he  with  her  long  ? 

Fan*  Long  enough. 

Sir  Pat,  Long  enough! — oh,  *iis  (o^  long  enough,— 
for  what,  hah  ?  my  dainty  Mifs,  tell  me,  and  didft  thoti 
leave  'em  ? 

Tan,  They  us*d  to  fend  me  to  gather  Flowers  to  mak« 
Nofegays,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Ah,  Demonftration  •,  \\s  evident  if  they  were 
left  a^one  that  they  were  naught,  I  know't. — And  where 
were  they  the  while?  in  the  clofe  Arbour? — Ay,  ay — ^^I 
will  have  it  cut  down,  it  is  the  Pent-houfe  of  Iniquity, 
the  very  Coverlid  of  Sin. 

Tan,  No,  Sir,  they  fat  on  the  Primrofe  Bank, 

Sir  Pat,  What,  did  they  fit  all  the  while,  or  (land- 
er— lie — or — oh  how  was't  ? 

Fan,  They  only  fat  indeed.  Sir  Father. 

Sir  Pat,  And  thou  didil  not  hear  a  Word  they  faid  all 
the  while  ? 

Fan.  y^s,  I  d'li^  Sir,  and  the  Man  ta^k'd  a  great  deal 
of  this,  and  of  that,  and  of  t'other,  and  all  the  while 
threw  Jefiamine  \n  her  Bofom. 

Sir  Pat.  Well  faid,  and  did  he  nothing  elfe  ? 

Tan,  No,  indeed,  Sir  Father,  nothing. 

Sir  Pat,  But  what  did  fhe  fay  to  the  Man  again  ? 

Tan,  She  ^A\ii,  let  me  fee. — Ay,  fhe  faid.  Lord  youll 
foi'iiet  your  felf,  and  (lay  till  fomebody  catch  us. 

Sir  Pat,  Ah,  very  fine, — then  what  faid  he  ? 

Fan.  Then  he  faid,  Well  if  I  muft  be  gone,  let  me 
leave  thee  with  this  hearty  Curfe,  A  Pox  take  thee  all  over 
for  making  me  love  thee  fo  confoundedly. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  horrible  ! 

Fan,  — Oh  I  cou'd  live  here  for  ever, — that  was  when 
he  kift  her — her  Hand  only.  Are  you  not  a  damn'd 
Woman  for  making  (o  fond  a  Puppy  of  me  ? 

■'^U  Pat*  Oh  unheard-of  Wickednefsl 

Fan* 
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Fan,  WouM  the  Devil  had  thee,  and  all  thy  Famil)-, 
e*er  I  had  fcen  thy  curfed  Face. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  Til  hear  no  more,  I'll  hear  no  more !— . 
why  what  a  blafphemous  Wretch  is  this  ? 

Fan,  Pray,  Sir  Father,  do  not  tell  my  Sifter  of  this, 
flie*ll  be  horribly  angry  with  me. 

Sir  Pat,  No,  no,  get  you  gone. — Oh  I  am  Heart-fick 
— -I'l]  up  and  confuli  with  my  Lady  what's  fit  to  be  done 

ill  this  Affair,     Oh  never  was  the  like  heard  of. 

l_Goes  outy  Fanny  goes  the  other  way, 

SCENE,   the  Lady  Fancy'/  Bed-chamber ; 
Jhe's  difcover^d  with  Wittmore  in  diforder. 
:     AT'ahlCy  Sword,  and  Hat. 

Maun.  O  Madam,  Sir  Patient's  coming  up. 

L.  Fan,  Coming  up,  fay  you  ! 

Maun,  He's  almoft  on  the  top  of  the  Stairs,  Madam. 

IVit,  What  fhall  I  do  f 

L.  Fan,  Ob,  damn  him,  I  know  nor;  if  he  fee  thee 
here  after  my  pretended  lllnefs,  he  muft  ne&ds  difcover 
why  I  feign'd. — I  have  no  excufe  ready,  —this  Chamber's 

unlucky,  there's  no  avoiding  him  ;  here ftep  behind 

the  Bed  ;  perhaps  he  has  only  forgot   his  Pfalm-Book, 
and  will  not  ftay  long.     [Wittmore  runs  behind  the  Bed, 

Enter  Sir  Patient. 
<,  .  Sir  Pat,  Oh,  oh,  pardon  this  Interruption,  my  Lady 

Fancy^ -Oh,  I  am  halt  killed,  my   Daughtcij  my 

Honour my  Daughter,  my  Reputation. 

L.  Fan,  Good  Heavens,  Sir,  is  fhe  de^d  ? 

Siv  Fat,  I  wou'd  ihe  were,  her  Portion  and  her  Ho- 
nour would  then  be  h\'6,  But  oh,  I'm  fick  at  Hearr, 
Maundy  fetch  me  the  Bottle  of  Mirabilis  in  the  Clofet,— . 
fhe's  wanton,  unchafte. 

Enter  Maundy  with  the  Bottle, 
Oh  I  cannot  fpeak  it ;  oh  the  Bottle  —  {Drinks)  (he  has 

loft  her  Fame,  her  Shame,  her  Name Oh  (Drinks') 

that  is  not  the  right  Bottle,  that  with  the  red  CoxVlDrinks) 

\Exit  Maundv. 

Vol.  ly.  D  and 
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<ind  is  orown  a  very  t'other-end-ofthe-TownCreafufe,  i 
very  Apple  of  Sodom,  fair  without ,  and  filthy  within, 
what  (hall  we  do  with  her  ?    fhe's  loft,  undone  \  hah ! 

Enter  Maundy. 
let  me  fee,  (Driwi^O  ^his  is  not  as  I  tajce  it—  {Drinks') 
—no,    'tis   not  the   right, —fhe*s  nagght,    {he's  leud, 
(Dr/»/.'i)— oh  how  you  vex  me — {Drinks)  This  is  not 
the  ri2ht  Bottle  ycty^CDrinks)  No,  no,  here. 

IGives  her  the  Bottle^ 

Maun,  You  faid  that  with  the  red  Cork,  Sir.  [Goes  out. 

Sir  Pat,  I  meant  the  blue  ; — 1  know  not  what  I  fay, 

Tn  fine,  my  Lady,  let's  marry  her  out  of  hand,  for 

ilie  isfall'n,  fall'n  to   Perdition;  (he  underftands  more 

Wickednefs  than  had  fhe  been  bred  in   a  profane  Nun- 

Enter  Maundy.  ^ 

nery,  a  Court,  or  aPlay-houre,CDri»^5)—  therefore  lets 

marry  her  inftantly,  out  of  hand  (Drinks)  Misfortune  oa 

Misfortune But  Patience  is  a  wonderful  Virtue,  (Bm^O 

^Ha this  is  very  comfortable,— very  confoling— 1  pro- 

Uis  if  it  were  not  for  thefe  Creatures,  ravifhing  Comforts, 
fometimes,  a  Man  were  a  very  odd  fort  of  an  Animal 
.(^Drinks)  But  ah— fee  how  all  things  were  ordain'd  for 
the  ufe  and  comfort  of  Man  {Drinks,) 

L.Fan,  1  like  this  well:  Ah,  Sir,  *tis  yery  true,  there- 
.fore  receive  it  plentifully  and  thankfully. 

Sir  Pat,  {Drinks)  Ingenuoufly. — it  hath  made  me  mar- 
.vellous  lightfome ;  1  profefs   it    hath  a  very  notable  Fa- 

<ulty,  —very  knavifh— and  as  it  were,  v^^aggilh, but 

•liah,  what  have  we  there  on   the  Table  ?  a  Sword  and 
jjat  ?  ISees  Wittmore'i  Szvord  and  Hat  on  the 

TabUy  which  he  had  forgot, 

l^,Tan,  Curfe  on  my  Dulnefs. Oh  thefe  Sir,  they 

are  Mr.  Vain-loves he  being  fo  foon  to  be  marry'd, 

and  being  ftraitned  for  time,  fent  thefe  to  Ma^mdy  to  be 
new  trim'd  with  Ribbon,  Sir— that's  all.  Take  'em  away 
you  .naughty  Baggage,  muft  1  have  Mens  things  feen  in 
rnv  Chamber? 

Sir  Pat,  Nay,  nay,  be  not   angry,  my  little  Rogue  ; 
I  like  the  young  Man's  frugality  well.— —Go,  go  your 

ways. 
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tvayj,  get  you  gone,  and  finefy  your  Knacks,  and  Trana- 

hani5,  and  do  your  Bufinefs ao,  ^ 

ISmiling  on  Maundy,  gently  beating  her  with 
his  Hand:  (lie  goes  cut,  he  bolts   the 
Door  after  her,  and  fits  down  on  the. 
Bed's  feet, 
L.  Tan,  Heavens,  what  means  he  ! 
Sir  Pat,  Come  hither  to  me  my  little  Ape*s  Face  - 

Come,  come  I  fay what  muft  I  come  fetch  you  >— 

Carch  her,  catch  her— catch  her,  catch  her,  catch  her. 

-.     ^        ^,    „.  [Running  after  her, 

L.  Fan,  Oh  Sir,  I  am  fo  ill  I  can  hardly  ^h; 

Sii:Pat.  ril  make  ye  well,  come  hither   ye   Monky^ 
face,  did  ir,  did  it,  did  it  ?  alas  for  it,  a  poor  filly  Foors 
-  Face,  dive  it  a  blow,  and  Til  beat  ir. 

L.  Fan,  You  negled  your  Devotion,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  No,  no,  no  Prayer  to  day,  my  little  RafcaL 

rr-no  Prayer  ro  day—poor  Gogle's  fick, Come  hither. 

Why  pu  refraftory  Baggage  you,  come  or  I  Qiall   touze 
you,  mgenuouny  I  fhall ;  torn,  tom,  or  I'll  whip  it. 

L.  Pan.  Have  you  forgot  your  Daughter,  Sir.  and 
your  Difgrace  ? 

Sir  P^/.  A  fiddle  on  my  Daughter,  (lie's  a  Chick  of  the 
old  Cock  I  profefs;  I  was  juft  fuch  another  Waa  when 
young.~Bur  fhe  fhall  be  marry'd  to.  morrow,  a  good 
Cloke  for  her  Knavery  ;  therefore  come  your  ways,  ve 
Wag,  we'll  take  a  nap  together:  good  faith,  my  little 
Harlot,  I  mean  thee  no  harm. 

L.  Fan.    No  o'  my  Confcience. 

Sir  Pat.  Why  then,  why  then  you  little  Mungrel? 

L.  Fan.  His  precife  Worfhip  is  as  it  were   difguiVd, 

the  outward  Man  is  over- taken pray,  Sir,  lie  down, 

and  1  il  come  to  you  prefently. 

Sir  Pat,  Away  you  Wag,  vvill  you?  will  vou?— Catch 
her  there,  catch  her. 

_  L.  Fan.  I  will  indeed,— Death  there's  no  getring  from 
him,— pray  lie  down— and  I'll  cover   thee  clofe  enough 

I'll  warrant  thee.  ^ [Afide.']  ° 

[He  lies  down,  fije  covers  him. 

Had  ever  Lovers  fuch  fpiteful  luck  ?   hah furely  he 

r>  2  Heeps, 
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ileep?,  blefs  the  miftaken  Bottle.  Ay,  be  fleep?,— - 

whilft,  Wittmore  — —         iHe  tom'tng  out  falls  •,  pulls 

the  Chair  down.  Sir  Patient 
flings  open  the  Curtain, 
Wit.  Plague  of  my  over-care,  what  fliall  I  do  ? 
Sir  Pat.  What's  that,  what  Noife  h  that  ?  let  me  fee; 
we  are  not  fafe  ;  lock  up  the  Doors,  what's  the  matter  ? 
What  Thunder-Clap  was  that  / 

(Wittmore  runs  under  the  Bed ;  Jl>6 

runs  to  Sir  Patient,    and  holds 

him  in  his  Bed, 

L.  Van,  Pray  Sir,  lie  ftill,  'twas  I  was  only  going  to 

fit  down,  and  a  fudden  Giddineis  tpok   me  in  my  Head, 

which  made  me  fall,  and  with  me  the  Chair  ;  there  is  no 

-danger  near  ye,  Sir i  was  juft  coming  to  lleep  by 

you. 

Sir  Pat.  Go,  you're  a  flattering  Hufwife  ^  go,  catch 
.her,  catch  her,  catch  her.  [_^Lies  down,  JJje  covers  him, 
•L.  Fan.  Oh  how  I  tremble  at  the  difmal  apprehenfion 
of  being  difcover'd  !  Had  I  (ecur'd  my  felf  of  the  eight 
thoufand  Pound,  1  wou'd  not  value  Wrttmore's  being 
feen.  But  now  to  be  found  out,  wouM  call  my  Wit  in 
i^ucftion,  for  'tis  the  Fortunate  alone  are  wife.  ■ 

[Wittmore  peeps  from  under  the  Bed^ 
fie  goes  foftly  to  the  Door  to  open  it. 
Wit.  Was  ever  Man  fo  plagu'd ? — hah— what's  this? 
*— confound  my  tell-tale  Watch,    the  Larum   goes,    and 
there's  no  getting  to*t  to  (ilence  it.' Damn'd  Mis- 
fortune !       [5ir  Patient  rifes^  and  flings  open  the  Curtains* 
Sir  Pat.  Hah,  what's  that  ? 

Ij.Tan.  Heavens!  what's  the  matter?  we  are  deftin'd 
eo  difcovery,  .\She  runs  to  Sir  Patient,  and  leanjes 

the  Door  flill  fall. 
Sir  Pat.  Whai's  that  I  fay,  what's  that  ?  let  me  fee,  let 
me  fee,  wliat  ringing's  that.  Oh  let  me  fee  what  'tis. 

[Strives  to  get  up^  fie  holds  him  down, 

L.  Tan.  Oh,  now  1  fee  my  Fate's  ine^vitable !    Alas, 

that  ever  I  was  born  to  fee't.  [Weeps, 

Wit,  Death  (he'll  tell  him  I  am  here;  Nay,  he  muft 

^        '  know't, 
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,  Icnow't,  a  Pox  of  all  Invention  and  Mechanicks^  and  he 
weredamn'd  that  firft  contriv'd  a  ^f7atch. 

Sit  Pat.  Hah,  doft  weep? why  doft  weep  ?  I 

fay,  what  Noife  is  that  ?  what  ringing  ?  hah. 

L.  Fan,  'Tis  that,  'tis  that,  my  Dear,  that  raakts  me 
weep.  Alas,  1  never  heai-  this  fatal  NoiTe,  but  fome 
dear  Friend  dies. 

Sir  Fat.  Hah,  dies  I  Oh  that  muft  be  I,  ay,  ay. 
Oh. 

L.  Far?.  I've  heard  it.  Sir,  this   two  Days,  but  wou'd 
not  tell  you  of  it. 
,       Sir  Pat.  Hah  !  heard  it  thefe  two  Days  !  Oil,   what  is't 
i  Death-watch  ? hah 

L.Fan.    Ay,  Sir,    a    Death-watch,    a    certain  Larum 
•    Death  v;atch,    a  thing   that  fjas  warn'd  our  Family  this 
hundred   Years,    oh,  I'm   the    mod   undone    Wa» 

man  ! 

IVit,  A  BlefTing  on  her  for  a  dear  diiTembling  Jilt — Deatb 
and  the  Devi),  will  it  never  ceafe? 

S'r  Pat.  A  Death-watch !  ah,  \ls  fo,  I've  often  heard 
ipF  thefe  things — methinks  It  founds  as  if 'twere  under  the 
JBed. l^Jf'^''^  ^°  ^^^-'-i  A^  holds  him, 

L,  Fan,  You  think  ^o^  Sir,  but  that  ^tls  about  the  Bti. 
is  mv' Grief  J  it  therefore  threatens  you:  Oh  wretched 
Woman  ! 

Sir  Pat.  Ay,  ay,  I'm  too  happy  In  a  Wife  to  jive  long » 
Well,  I  will  fettle  my  Houfe  at  Ho^fdon,  with  the  Land 
about  it,  which  is  500/.  a  Year  upon  thee,  live  or  d'lt^' — 
do  not  grieve.  [Lays  kimfeif  down» 

L.  Fan.    Oh  1  never  had  more  Caufe ;  come   try  to 

fleep,  your  Fate  may  be  diverted whilft  1*11  to  Prayers 

for  your  dear  Heahh.-—[ Cover/  him,  draws  the  Curtains.'^ 
i  have  almoft  run  cut  all  my  ftock  of  Hypocrify,  afnd 

that  hated  Art  now  fails  me.^ Oh  all  ye  Powers  that  ia- 

vour   diftreft  Lovers,  adilt  us  now,   and  111  provide  a- 
gainft  your  future  Malice, 

\_She  makes  Signs  to  Wlttmore,  he  peeps. 

Wit,  I'm  impatient  of   Freedom,  yet  fo  much  Happi- 

«efs  as  X  but  now  inpy'd  without  this  part  gf  Suffering 

t>  5  had 
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had  made  me  too  bleil.——— Death  and  Damnation  t 
what  curft  iuck  have  I  ? 

[Makes  Signs  to  her  to  open  the  Door  :  whilfi 

he  creeps  foftty  from  under  the  Bed  to  the 

Tabky  by  which  going  to  raife  hlmfelf^  he 

pulls  down  all  the  Drejfing- things  :  at  the 

fame  infiant  Sir  Patient  leaps  from  the  Bed^ 

and  flu  returns  from  the  Door^  and  fits  on. 

V/ittmore'i  Back  as  he  lies  on  his  Hands  and 

Knees,  and  makes  as  iffhe  fwooned. 

Sir  Pat.  What's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  has 

Satan  broke  his  everlafting  Chain,  and  got  loofe  abroad 

to  plague  poor  Mortals  ?  hah — what's  the  matter  ? 

[Runs  to  his  Lady* 
L.  Fan,  Oh  help,  I  die — I  faint — run  down,  and  call 
for  help, 

Sk  Fat*  My  Lady  dying?  oh  fhe'sgone,  fhe  faints,-— 

what  ho,  who  waits  ?  {Cries  and  hauls* 

L.  Fan,  Oh,  go  down  and  bring  me  help,  the  Door 

is   locked, they  cannot  hear  ye, oh— —  I  go— — • 

X  die.  ■        [_He  opens  the  Boor,  and  calls  help,  h^p* 

Wit,  Damn  him!    there's  no  efcaping  without  I  kill  the 

Dog.  [From  under  her^  peeping* 

L.  Fan,  Lie  ftill,  or  we  are  undone, . 

Sir  Patient  returns  with  Maundy, 
Maun,  Hah,  difcover'd  ! 
Sir  Pat,  He'p,  help,  my  Lady  dies. 

Maun,  Oh,  1  perceive  how  'tis. Alas  nic*s  dead, 

quite  gone  ;  oh  rub  her  Temples,  Sir, 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  I'm  undone  then, — Sweeps']  Oh  my  Dear, 
my  virtuous  Lady ! 

L.  Fan.  Oh,  where's  my  Husband,    my  deareft  Hus« 
band — Oh  bring  him  near  me. 

Siri^^r.  I'm  here,  my  excellent  Lady. 

[She  takes  him  about  the  Neck,  and  raifes  her] 

felfup,  gives  Wittmore  a  little  kick  behind  A 

Wit,  Oh  the  dear  lovely  Hypocrite,  was  ever  Man  fd 

near  difcovery  ? [Goes  out,' 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  bow  hard  fhe  picITes  aiy  Head  to  her  Bo* 
fcm! 


Sir  Patient  Fancyv  7^ 

Maun.  Ah,  that  grafping  hard,  Sir,  is  a  very  bad  Sign. 

Sir  Pat,  How  does  my  good,  my  dearcft  Lady  Fancy  i? 

L.  fan.  Something  better  now,  give  me  more  Air,— 
that  difmal  Larum  Death-watch  had  almoft  kill'd  me. 

Sir  Pat,  Ah  precious  Creature,' how  fhe  afflK^s  herfeif 
for  me. — Come,  let's  walk  into  the  Dining-room,  'tij 
more  airy,  from  thence  into  my  Study,  and  make  thy  felf 
Miftrefs  of  that  Eoriune  I  have  defign'd  thee,  thou  beft  of 
Women.  lExeunt„ 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

A  TMe^  and  ftx  Chair Si 

Enter  Ifabella  reading  a  Letter,  Betty  tricking  her, 
^/ai'.TJOW  came  you  by  this  Letter? 

JlI  Bet,  MiCs  Fanny  receiv'd  it  by  a  String  from 
CIS  Window,  by- which  he  took  up  that  you  writ  to  hio* 
fhis  Morning. 

Jfab,  What  means  this  nicety  ?  forbear  I  fay . 

iPiits  Beny  Jrom  hen» 
^et.  You  cannot  be  too  line  upon  your  Wedding-day. 

Jph,  Thou  art  miftaken,  leave  me, whatever  he 

fays  here  to  fatlsfy  my  Jealoufy,  I  am  confirm'd  that  he 
Viis  falfe  :  yet  this  affurance  to  free  me  from  this  in- 
tended Marriage,  makes  me  refolve  to  pardon  him,  how- 
ever guilty.— —^ 

Enter  Wittmore.| 
How  now!  what  means  this  Infolence?  How  dare  yoB^ 
having  fo  lately  made  your  guilty  approaches,  venture  a- 
gain  into  my  prefeace  ? 

Wit.  Why  ?  Is  there  any  danger,  but  what'fi  fo  vifible, 
in  thofe  fair  Eyes  ? 

Jfab,  And   there  may  lis  enough.   Sir,   when  they're 
aflgry    ^y  what  Authority  do  you  make  this  faucj'  Vifit  ? 
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Wii,  That  of  a  Husband,  Madam  ;  I  come  to  cangra* 
tulate  the  mighty  Joy  this  Day  will  bring  you. 

Ifah,  Thou  dar'ft  not  marry  me,  there  will  be  danger 
in't. 

IVit,  Why  fure  you  do  not  carry  Death  in  your  Em- 
braces, I  find  no  Terror  in  that  lovely  Shape,  no  Daggers 
in  that  pretty  fcornful  Look ;  that  Breath  that  utters  Co 
much  Anger  now,  laft  night  was  fweet  as  new-blown 
Rofes  are,  and  fpoke  fuch  Words,  fo  tender  and  fo 

kind. 

Jfah.  And  canft  thou  think  they  were  addrefsM  to  thee? 

Wit,  No,  nor  cou'd  the  Shade  of  Night  hide  the  Con* 
fufion  which  diTordei-'d  you,  at  the  difcovery  that  1  was 
not  he,  the  bleffed  he  you  look'd  for. 

Jfah,  Leave  me,  thou  hated  Objeft  of  my  Soul. 

Wit,  This  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  for  I  rauft  marry 
you. 

Ifab.  Then  thou  art  a  Fool,  and  draweft  thy  Ruin  on  i 
why  1  will  hate  thee, hate  thee  moft  extremely. 

Wit,  That  will  not  anger  me. 

Ifab.  Why,  I  will  never  let  thee  touch  me,  nor  WiCs 
my  Hand,  not  come  into  my  fight. 

Wit,  Are  the>e  no  other  Women  kind,  fair,  and  to  be 
purchased  ?  he  cannot  ftarve  for  Beauty  in  this  Age,  that 
has  a  (lock  to  buy. 

Jfal;.  Why  I  will  cuckold  thee,  look  to*t,  I  will 
moft  damnably. 

Wit.  So  wou'd  you,  had  you  lov*d  me,  in  a  year  or 
vro;  iherefcre  like  a  kind  civil  Husband,  IVe  made  pro- 
vifion  for  yoa,  a  Friend,  and  one  I  dare  truft  my  Ho- 
nour with, 'tis  Mr.  Knowell^  Madam. 

Jfah,  Ledwick  /  What  Devil  brought  that  Name  to  his 

knowledge  ? Canft  thou  know  him,   and  yet  dare 

hope  to  marry  me  ? 

Wit*  We  have  agreed  it,  and  on  thefe  conditions. 

Jfah.  Thou  bafely  injureft  him,  he  cannot  do  a  Deed 
Le  ouj,ht  to  blufh  for :  Lodwick  do  this  !  Oh  do  not 
credit  it, —  prithee  be  juft  and  kind  for  thy  own  Honour's 
fake ;  be  quickly  fo,  the  hafty  minutes  fly,  and  will  anon 
make  up  the  fatal  Hour  that  will  uadQ  nae. 

Wit. 
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wit.  'Tis  true,  witliln  an  hour  you  muft  fubmit  to 
Hymen,  there's  no  avoiding  it. 

Ifab,  Nay  then  be  gone,  my  poor  fubminive  Prayers, 
and  all  that  dull  Obedience  Cuftom  has  made  us  Slaves 

to. Do  facrifice  me,  lead  me  to  the  Altar,  and  fee  if 

all  the  holy  myftick  Words  can  conjure  from  me  the  con- 
fenting  Syllable  :  No,  1  will  not  add  one  word  to  make 
the  Charm  complete,  but  ftand  as  filem  in  the  inchanting^ 
Circle,  as  if  the  Priefts  were  railing  Devils  there. 
Enter  Lodwick. 

Lod,  Enough,  enough,  my  charming  Ifabella^  I  am 
confirni'd. 

Ifah,  Lodivick  !  what  good  Angel  conducted  thee  hi- 
ther ? 

Lod,  E'en  honeft  Charles  Wtttmore  here,  thy  Friend 
and  mine,  no  Bug-bear  Lover  he. 

Ifab,  Wtttmore  !  that  Friend  I've  often  heard  thee 
name  ?  Now  fome  kind  mifchief  on  him,  he  has  fo 
frighted  me,  I  fcarce  can  bring  my  Senfe  to  fo  much  or- 
der, to  thank  him  that  he  Ic^s  me  not. 

Lod,  Thou  '{halt  defer  that  payment  to  more  leifure  ; 
we're  Men  of  bufinefs  now.  My  Mother,  knowing  of  a 
Confuhation  of  Phyficians  which  your  Father  has  this  day 
appointed  to  meet  at  his  Houfe,  has  bnb'd  Monfieur  Tur* 
boone  his  trench  Do(^or  in  Penfion,  to  admit  of  a  Doc^ 
tor  or  two  of  her  recommending,  who  (hall  amiife  him 
with  difcourie  till  we  get  ourfelves  married  •,  and  to  make 
it  the  more  ridiculous,  I  will  veleafe  Sir  Credulous  from 
the  Basket,  I  faw  it  in  the  Hall  as  I  came  thro^  we  ihall 
have  need  of  the  Fool.  {Exu  Wtttmore, 

Enter  Wittmore,  pilling  in  the  Basket, 

IVit.  'Twi'I  do  well. 
I     Lod,  ^k  Credulous,  how  is't  Man  >    [_Opens  the  Basket. 

Sir  Cred,   What,  am  I  not  at  the  Carrier's  yet  ? — — «• 

Oh  Lodwick^  thy  Hand,    I'm  almoft  poilbn'd. .This 

Basket  wants  airing  extremely,  it  fmells  like  an  old  Lady/s 
Wedding  Gown  of  my  acquaintance.-  But  what's 

the  danger  paft,  Man  ?• 

Lod.  No,  but  there's  a  necefllty  of  youi  being  fov  fonje 
time  difguis'd  to  a^  a  Phyflcian. 
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Sir  Cred.  How  !  a  Phyfician  !  that  I  can  eaiiiy  do,  for 
1  underftand  Simples, 

Lod,  That's  not  material,  Co  you  can  but  banter  wel), 
be  very  grave,  and  put  on  a  ftarch'd  Countenance. 

Sir  Cred.  Banter  !  what's  that,  Man  ? 

Lod.  Why,  Sir,  talking  very  much,  and  meaning  juft 
nothing;  be  full  of  Words  without  any  conneaion, 
fenfe  or  conclufion.  Come  in  with  me,  and  I'll  inflrud 
you  farther. 

Sir  Cred.  Pfhav/,  is  that  all  ?  fay  no  more  on't,  I'll 
<3o'f,  let  me  alone  for  Bantering,— But  this  fame  damn'd 
Rival 

Lod.  He's  now  watching  for  you  without,  and  means 
to  foufe  ui:on  you ;  but  truft  to  me  for  your  fecuriiy  ; 
come  away,  I  have  your  Habit  ready.     (Goes  out.) — 

This  day  fhall  make  thee  mine,  dear  Ifahella. 

l^Exit  Lodwick  and  Wittmore* 
£»/^r  Sir  Patient,  Leander,  ^»^  Roger. 

Sir  Pat.  Mzi-ry  Lucretia  f  is  there  no  W'oman  m  thej 
C  ty  fit  for  you,  but  the  Daughter  of  the  mod  notorious 
fantaflical  Lady  within  the  Wall  ? 

Lean.  Yet  that  fantaftical  Lady   you  thouoht  fit  for 
Wife  for  me,  Sir.  ^  "" 

Sir  Pat,  Yes,  Sir,  Foppery  with  Monev  had  been  fome- 
thing;  but  a  poor  Fop,  hang't  'tis  abom'inable. 

Lean.  Pray  hear  me,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  youVe  a  Jackanapes,  inge- 
nuoufly  you  are  Sir ;   marry  Lucretia,  quoth  he  : 

Lean.  If  it  were  fo,  Sir,  where's  her  fault  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Why,  Mr.  Coxcomb,   all   over.     Did  I  with 

fo  much  care  endeavour  to  marry  thee  to  the  Mother, 

only  to  give  thee  opportunity  with  Lucretia  .^ 

Enter  Lady  Knowell. 

Lean.  This  Anger  fhews  your  great  Concern  for  me. 

Sir  Pat.  For  my  Name  1  am,  but  'twere  no  matter  i 
thou  wert  hang'd,  and  thou  deferveft  it  for  thy  leud  ca 
valier  ng  Opinion.— They  fay  thou  art  a  Papift  too,  or 
at  leaft  a  Ch\xich-oi-En^land  Man,  I  profefs  there's  not  a 
Pia  to  chufe* -Marry  Lncretia  ! 
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L.  Kno,  Were  1  querimonious,  I  (houM  refent  the  Af- 
front this  Balatroon  has  ofFer'd  me. 

ifak  Dear  Madam,  for  my  fake  do  not  anger  him 
now.  [Afide  to  her, 

L.  Kno,  Upon  my  Honour  you  are  very  free  with  my 
Daughter,  Sir.  «    ,  r 

Sir  Pat,  How  '.  (he  here  !  now  for  a  Peal  from  her  eter* 
Bal  Clapper  ;  I  had  rather  be  confin'd  to  an  Iron-mill. 

L.  Kno.  Sure  LucretU  merits  a  Husband  of  as  mucli 
worth  as  your  Nephew,  Sir. 

SirF4r.  A  better,  M.idam,  for  he's  the  leudefl  Hedoc 
intheTownvhe  has  all  the  Vices  of  Youth,  Whoring, 
Swearing,  Drinking,  Damning,  Fiohting,— and  a  thoufand 
more,,  numberlefs  and  name]er«?. 

L.  Kno,  Time,  Sir,  may  make  him  more  abftemious. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  never.  Madam!  'ris  in's  Nature,  he  was 

born  with  it,  he's  given  over  to  Reprobation,  'tis   bred 

i'th'  bone, he's  loft. 

Lean,  This  is  the  firft  good  Office  that  ever  he  did  me. 
L.  Kno,  What  think  you,  Sir,  if   in  defiance  of  youc 
Inurbanity,  I  take  him  with  all  thefe  Faults  my  felf  ? 
Sir  Pat,  Hovr,  Madam ! 

L.  Kno,  Without  more  Ambagc^  Sir,  1  have  confider'i 
your  former  Defires,  and  luve  confented  co  marry  him, 
notwithftanding  your  Exprobrations. 

Sir  Fat,  May  1  believe  this,  Madam  ?  and  has  vourLa- 
d^fhip  thatGoddnefs? — and  haft  thou,  my  Boy,  io  much 
\i/\i}  Why  this  is  fomethin^  now. — Wei!,  he  was  evei* 
the  beft  and  fweetefl-natur'd  Youth. 'Wiiy,  what  a  no- 
table Wao's  this  ?  and  is  it  true,  my  Boy,  hah  ? 

Lean,  Yes,  Sir,  I  had  told  you  fo  before,  had  yoil 
perrnit;ed  me  to  fpeak. 

Sir  Pat.  Well,  Madam,  he  is  only  fit  for  your  excel- 
lent Ladyfhip,  he   is  the  prettieft  civilleft  LaJ. ■  Well, 

go  thy  ways  ;  I  fhall  never  fee  the  like  of  thee  ;  no — - 
Ingenuoufly  the  Boy's  made  for  ever  ;  two  thoufand 
Pounds  a  Year,  befides  Money,  Plate  and  Jewels;  made 

for  ever. Weil,  Madam,  the  faiisra(flion  1  take  in  th;<; 

Al'iance,  has  \T\^<2t  me  vefolve  to  give  hint  imme- 
diately  my   Wiitinos  of  all  my  Land  in  Berhfhjre,  iive 

Ivun- 
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hundred  Pounds  a  year,  Madam  :  and  I  wou'd  have  yoii 

n^anied  th:5  Morning  w.th  my  Daughter,  Co  one  Dinner 

and  one  Rejo.cmg  will  ferve  both. 

L  Kno.  Thar,  Sir,  we  have  already  agreed  upon- 
S.  Par.  Well,  VU  feuh  the  Wntingl  lome"^^;.//,, 

I  ii  not  truft  you  out  of  my  fight  to  day.  ^ 

r.zr«    w/ n  !        >,  J  f  a:.  5ifr  Pat.  4»^  Ifab, 

feun;:r;oyMltt"onr"' '"  "''  "'^^^■''  "^'"  ^'' 

L./C«.    Was  it  not  concluded  between   us,   Sir,  thb 
Mornmg  ?  and  at  the  near  approach  do  you  begin  to  fear  > 

CoodTeVs         "^  ""'''"'  ^'''''  ''"  ^^"^-^^^  °^your 
L.  Kno.  You  flatrer^  Sir,  this  is  mere  Adulation. 
i.^4;7.  No    1  am  that  wild  Extravagant  my  Uncle  ren. 

der  d  me,  and  cannot  live  confiii'd. 

L.  Kno.  To  one  Woman  you  mean  ?  I  fliall  not  ftanci 

faa.,onable  Blockhead  to  my  Husband  ;  nor  fl^all  I  be  the 
•iiTft  example  of  a  fuffering  Wife,  Sir.  Women  were 
created  poor  obedient  things! 

£m/2.  And  can  you  be  content  to  fpare  me  Eve  or  fix 
aights  in  a  week  ? 

L.^^;?^.  Oh  you're  too  re.ifonable. 
Z^<?;j.  And  for  tlie  ref^,  if  I  get  drunk,  perhaps  I'lt 
g>ve  to    you;  yet    in  my  drink   i'm   damn'd   ill-natur'd 
oo,  and  may  neglect  my  Duty  ;  perhaps  fliall  be  fo  wicked. 
tanul  >"^'^  ,^^^"^''"S>  ,^^^^'^^^^'>  ^'It'-ng,    bafe,   and  fwea  " 
IZc^r^  u?'''  Twe^r  you  have  raviOi^d   from   my 

i^thful  rieart  all  thar  cou^d  make  it  blefs'd  or  happy.      ^ 
Enter  Lucretia  weepinc^* 
-L.  K;7o.  How  now,^  Lucretia  .^         "^ 
Lucr,  Oh  M^dam,  give  me  leave  to  kneel  before,  and 
el'  you,  ,t  you   purfue  the  Criaeltv  I   hear  you're  ooina 

t.\ZT'  ^  """  '^'u   "'"^  '"^"^^   "^°^  '''^^'^'^  ^^^'^  'l^^^^ 
m,ny  hmo,  twere  fo  to  fin  as  Heaven  would  never  par^ 
1-  K»o,  Rife,   looL 


Lucr, 
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LuiY*  Never  till  you  have  given  me  back  Leand€r,  oc 
leave  to  live  no  more.— Pray  kill  me,  Madam  \.  and  ih? 
fame  Flowers  that  deck  your  nuptial  Bed, 
Shall  ferve  to  ftrowr  my  Herfe,  when  I  flhall  lie 
A  dead  cold  Witnefs  of  your  Tyranny*     , 

L,  Kno,  Rife  ;  1  ftill  defign*d  him  yours. — I  faw  with 
pleafure,  Sir,  your  reclination  from  my  Addrcfles.——... 
I  have  prov'd  both  your  PafTions,  and  'twere  unkind  not 
to  crown  *em  with  tii€  due  Premium  of  each  others  Me- 
rits. [_Gives  her  to  Lean* 

Lean*  Can  Heaven  and  you  agree  to  be  fo  bountiful  ? 

L.  Kno,  Be  not  amaz'd  at  this  turn,  Rotat  omne  facum^ 

But  no  more,    .  ■  keep  ftill  that  mask  of  Love  we 

firft  put  on,  till  you  have  gain'd  the  Writings  :  for  I  have 

no  Joy  beyond  cheating  that  filthy  Uncle  of  thine. - 

Lucreiia,  wipe  your  Eyes,  and  prepare  for  Hymen^,  the 
Hour  draws  near.  Thalejpo^  ThaUjfwy  as  the  Romans 
cry'd. 

Lucr.  May  you  ftill  be  admlr*d  as  you  deierve  I 
Enter  Sir  Patient  with  Writings,  and  Ifabella, 

Sir  Pat,  How  Madam  Lucretia,  and  in  Tears  ? 

L.  Kno»  A  little  difgufled,  Sir,  with  her  Father-in-law^ 
Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  is  that  all  ?  hold  up  thy  Head,  Sweet-hear f, 

thy  turn*s  next.-- Here,  Madam,  I  furrender  my  Title, 

with  thefe  Writings,  and  with  'em  my  Joy,  my  Life,  my 
Darling,    my  Leander.-m  Now  let's  away,  where's 

Mr.  Famlove  .-? 

]/ah.  He's  but  ftept  into  Cheapfide^  to  fit  the  Ring, 
Sir,  and  I  will  be  here  immediately. 

Sir  Pat,  I  have  Bufinefs  anon  about  eleven  of  the 
Clock,  a  Confultation  of  Phyficians,  to  confer  about  this 
Carcafe  of  mine. 

Lean.  Phyfician?,  Sir,  what  to  do  ? 

Sir  Pat,  To  do  1  why  to  take  their  advice.  Sir,  and  to 
follow  It. 

Lean.  For  what,  I  befeech  you.  Sir? 

S-ir  Fat,  Why,  Sir,  for  my  Health. 

Lean^  1  beHeve  you  are  not  iick,  Sir,  unkfs  they  make 
you  fo. 

Sir 
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Sir  Pat*  They  make  me  fo !  Do  you  hear  him,  Mai 
iam— Am  not  I  fick.  Sir?  not  I,  Sir  Patient  lancy^ 
fick  ? 

L.  Kno^  He'll  de^roy  my  Defign. —  How,  Mr.  Fancy^ 
not  Sir  Pattern  fick  ?  or  mull  he  be  incinerated  before 
you'll  credit  it  ? 

Sir  Pat,  Ay,  Madam,  I  want  but  dying  to  undecelv* 
him,  and  yet  I  am  not  fick  ! 

Lean,  Sir  I  love  your  Life,  and  wcu'd  not  have  you 
die  with  Pancy  and  Conceit. 

Sir  Pat,  Fancy  and  Conceit !  do  but  obferve  him,  Ma- 
dam,—-what  do  you  mean,  Sir,  by  Fancy  and  Conceit  ? 

L.  Kno,  He'll  ruin  all ; why,  Sir, — he  means — 

Sir  Pat,  Nay,  let  him  alone,  let  him  alone,  (with  your 
Ladyfhip*s  pardon) — ^Come,  Sir, — Fancy  and  Conceit, 
1  take  it,  was  theQueflion  in  debate.  - 

Lean,  I  cannot  prove  this  to  you.  Sir,  by  force  of  Ar- 
gument, but  by  Demonftration  I  will,  if  you  will  banifia 
all  your  cozening  Quacks,  and  take  my  wholefome  Ad- 
vice. 

Sir  Pat,  Do  but  hear  him,  Msdam  :  not  prove  it ! 

L.  Kno,  Sir,  be   means  nothing.— Not  fick  !  alas, 

Sir,  you're  very  fick. 

Si*  P4/.  Ay,  ay,  your  Ladyfhip  \i  a  Lady  of  profound 

Knowledge. Why,  have  I  not  had  the  advice  of  aU 

the  Doilors  in  England,  and  have  I   not  been  in  conti- 
nual Phyfick  this  twenty  Y^ars  : and  yet   I  am  not 

fick  !     Ask  my  dear  Lady,  Sir,  how  fick  1  am,  (he  cau 
inform  you..  [L.  Kno.  goa  and  talks  to  Ifab. 

Lsan,  She  does  hey  endeavourj  Sir,  to  keep  up  the  Hii^ 
mojr. 

Sir  Pat,  How,  Sir  ? 

Lean,  She  wiQies  you  dead.  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  What  faid  the  Rafcal  ?   wiflies  me  dead  I 

Lean,  Sir,  (he  hates  you. 

Sir  Fat,  How  !  hate  me !  what  my  Lady  hate  me  ? 

Lean.  She  abufes  your  Love,  plays  tricks  wiih  ye,  and 
cheats  ye,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Was  ever  fo  profane  a  Wretch  !  What,  you 
will  not  prove  this  neither  ? 

Lean, 
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Lean.  Yes,  by  demonftration  too.  .     ,     ,     , 

Sir  Pat»  Why  thou  faucy  Varlet,  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  thank 
my  Lady  here  1  do  not  cudgel  thee Well,  I  will  fet- 
tle the  reft  of  my  Eftate  upon  her  to  morrow,  I  will. 
Sir ;  and  thank  God  you  have  what  you  have,  Sir,  make 
much  on't.  , 

Lean,  Pardon  me.  Sir,  'tis  not  my  fingle  Opinion,  but 
the  whole  City  takes  notice  on't :  that  1  tell  it  you.  Sir, 
is  the  efFcd  of  my  Duty,  not  Intereft.  Pray  give  me 
leave  to  prove  this  to  you,  Sir, 

Sir  Pat.  What,  you  are  at  your  Demonftration  again  ?— i 
come — let's  hear. 

Lean.  Why,  Sir,  give  her  frequent  opportunities,—-, 
and  then  furprize  her;— or,  by  pretending  to  fettle  all 
upon  her,— give  her  your  Power,  and  fee   if  ftie  do  not 

turn  you  out  of  Doors ; or by  feigning  you  are 

ilck  to  death, or  indeed  by  dying. 

Sir  Pat,  I  thank  you,  Sir, —  this  indeed  is  Demonftra- 
tion, 1  take  if.  [Pt^lls  off  his  Hat, 
Lean,  I    mean   but   feigning.  Sir ;  and   be  a  witnefs 
your  felf  of  her  Sorrow,  or  Contempt. 

Sir  Pat.  paufeq  Hah—  hum,—  why  ingenuoufly  this 
may  be  a  very  pretty  Projeft. —  Well,  Sir,  fuppofe  I  fol- 
low your  advice  ? — nay,  I  profefs  1  will  do  fo,  not  to  try 
her  Faith,  but  to  have  the  pleafure  to  bear  her  conjugal 
Lamentations,  feel  her  Tears  bedew  my  Face,  and  her 
fweet  Mouth  kiiling  my  Cheeks  a  thoufand  times  ;  verily 
a  wonderful  Comfort. — And  then,  Sir,  what  becomes  of 
your  Demonftration.. 

Enter  Wittmore  with  the  Ring, 

Oh Mr.  fainlove,  come,  come,  you're   tardy,   let's 

away  to  Church. 

Enter  Roger. 
Rog,  Sir,  here    is  Doftor    Turhoon,    and  thofe  Other 
Boftors  your  Worfhip  expeded. 

Enter  Lady  Fancy. 

Sir  Pat,  The  Dodors  already  ! well  bring  'em  up  ; 

<:ome,  M.idam,  we  have  waited  for  your  Lady  (hip, — ^— 
bring  up  the  Dehors,  P.oger, 

L.  larir 
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L.  Ian,  Wittmorey  I  have  now  brought  that  defign  td 
.  happy  Conclufions,  for  which  I  married  this  formal  Afs  J 

I'll  tell  thee  more  anon, we  are  obferv'd. 

Ia  Kno,  Oh  Lodzvick^s  come  ! 
Enter  Lodwick,  Monfieur  Turboon,    Tat  DoS^OKy  Am- 
fterdam,  Leyden,  Sir  Credulous. 
Sir  Pat,  Dodor  Turboon^  your  Servant,  I  expefted  you 
not  this  two  hours. 

Ti4rh,  Nor  had  ee  com  Sir,  but  for  defe  wordy  Gentle- 
men, vvhos'  Affairs  wode  not  permit  dem  to  come  at  youc 
hour. 

Sir  Pat.  Are  they  Englijh  pi*ay  ? 
Turb.  Dis  is.  Sir, —  (pointing  to  Lod.)  an  admira&le 
Phyflcian,  and  a  rare  Aftiologer.— Dis  fpeaks  good  £;^^- 
i//^,  bot  a  Co/ew^^r  born,  l^PointstoSirCrtd^ 
Sir  Cred.  What  a  pox,  does  the  Fellow  call  me  a  Cul- 
lender ? 

Lod.  He  means  a  High-Dutch-man  of  the  Town  of 
Colen^  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Sir,  I  have  heard  of  your  Fame.i Do£lo'.% 

pray  entertain  thefe  Gentlemen  till  my  return,  I'll  be  with 
you  prefently. 

Lod,  Sir,  I  hope  you  go  not  forth  to  day. 

[Gaming  on  his  Pace. 
Sir  Pat.  Not  far,  Sir. 

Lod.  There  is  a  certain  Star  has  ruIM  this  two  days.  Sir, 
of  a  very  malignant  Influence  to  Peifons  of  your  Com- 
pletion and  Conftitution. — Let  me  fee — within  this  two 
hours  and  C\x  minutes,  its  Malice  v»'ill  be  fpent,  till  then  it 
will  be  Fatal. 

Sir  Pat.  Humj  reign'd  this  two  Days  ? — —  I  pro rer3 

and  tilings  have  gone  very  crofs  with  me  this  two  Days, . 

a  notable  Man  this. 

L.  Kno.  Oh,  a  very  profound  Aftrologer,  Sir,  upon 
my  Honour  I  know  him. 

Sir  Pat,  But  this  is  an  Affair  of  that  Importance,  Sir,—* 
Lod.  If  it  be  more  than  Health  or  Life,  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Sir, 

S\TPat,  Nay,  no  Offence,  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  V\\ 
ftay,  Sk, 

L,  Kno* 
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L.  Xno.  How !  Sir  Patient  not  fee  us  married^  ?   . 

Sir  Pat,  You  (hall  excufe  me,  Madam. 

L.  F*<w.  This  was  lucky  ;  Oh  Madam,  wou  d  you  have 
my  Dear  venture  our,  when  a  malignant  Star  reigns !  not 
for  the  World. 

Sir  Pat,  No,  I'll  not  ftir ;  had  it  been  any  Star  but  a 
malignant  Star,  I  had  waited  on  yourLadyfhip  :  but  thefe 
malignant  Stars  are  very  pernicious  Stars.  Nephew,  take 
my  Lady  Knowelly  Mr.  Va'inlove  my  Daughter  ;  and  Bar- 
tholomew  do  you  conduft  my  Lady,  the  Parfon  ftays  for 
you,  and  the  Coaches  are  at  the  Door. 

[Exeunt  L,  Kno.  Lean.  Wit.  and  Ifab. 
L.  Fancy  and  Bariholomew. 
Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  Lady  has  fent  for  you. 

Lod,  Sir,  V\\  be  with  you  prefently  ;  Sir  Credulous\ 
be  fure  you  lug  him  by  the  Ears  with  any  fort  of  Siuft 
till  my  return.  I'll  Tend  you  a  Friend  to  keep  you  in  coua-. 
tenance. 

Sir  Pat,  Pleafe  you  to  fir.  Gentlemen  ? 

Amfi.  Pleafe  you,  Sir.  ITo  Sir  Cred.  -whff  hows 

and  runs  hack. 

Sir  Cred,  Oh  Lord,   fweet  Sir,    I  hope  you  do   not 

take  me— Nay,  I  befeech  you,  Noble  Sir Reverend 

Sir.  [Turning  from  one  to  i"* other* 

Leyd,  By  no  means.  Sir,  a  Stranger. 

Sir  Cred.  I  befeech  you—  Scavanti/ftmi  I)o6iores^<-^  I'c- 
comparable  Sir, — and  you — or  you. 

Fat  D.  In  troth,  Sir,  thefe  Compliments  are  needlefs, 
I  am  fomething  corpulenr,  and  love  my  eafe.  [5/>j. 

Sir  Cred.  Generous  Sir,  you  fay  well ;  therefore  Con- 
licentia,  as  the  Grecians  have  it.  [-^'^^ » 

Amjl,  • —  Brother. — ■ 

Leyd,  Nay,  good  Brother,~Sir  Patient — 

Sir  Pat^  Ingenuoufly,  not  before  you,  Mr.  Doftor; 

Leyd,  Excufe  me.  Sir,  an  Alderman,  and  a  Knight.— 

Sir  Pat.  Both  below  the  leaft  of  the  learned  Society. 

Leyd,  Since  you  will  have  it  To.  {.All  fa  and  cry 

hum^ — and^  ^ojc  gravely. 
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Sh'Cred.  Hum —  hum,  moft  Worthy,  and  mod  Re- 
nowned—.V<?^/c/«<j  Prefejforesy  qui  hie  ajfernblaii  efii^  ^ 
'uos  altra  Mefioris;  I  am  now  going  to  make  a  Moiioa 
ior  the  publick  Good  of  us  all,  but  will  do  nothing  witb- 
out  your  Dodorfhips  Approbation. 

Sir  Pat,  Judicioufly  concluded. 

Sir  Cred,  The  queftion  then  is,  Reverentijptni  DoSforef^ 
whether— for  mark  me,  I  come  to  the  matter  in  hand, 
hating  long  Circumftances  of  Words  j  there  being  no  ne- 
cellity,  as  our  learned  Brother  Rabelais  obferves  in  that 
moft  notorious  Treatife  of  his  call'd  Garagantua  ;  there 
is,  fays  he,  no  neceflity  of  going  over  the  Hedge  when 
the  Path  lies  fair  before  ye  ;  therefore,  as  1  faid  before, 
I  now  fay  again,  coming  to  my  Queftion  ;  for  as  that 
admirable  Welch  Divine  (ays,  in  that  fo  famous  Sermon 
of  his,  upon  her  Great  Gr^nfaiher  Hadam  and  her  Creat 
Granmother  Heeve  concerning  the  Happell, — and  her  wJll 
w=3rrant  her,  her  will  keep  her  to  her  Text  ftill, —  fo  I 
ftick  clofe  to  my  queftion,  which  is,  lllujlri[fimi  Doeiores^ 

whether  ir  be  not  neceflary  to  the  Affair  in  hand <  to 

take —  a  Bottle  5  and  if  your  Doftorfhips  are  of  my  opi- 
nion— hold  up  your  Thumbs.  [All  hold  up  their  Thumbs^. 
—Look  Sir,  you  obferve  the  Votes  of  the  learned  Caba'- 
fijls. 

^itPat.  Which  fhall  be  put  in  Aft  forthwith 1 

like  this  Man  well,  he  does  nothing  without  mature  De- 
liberation, 

Enter  Brunfwick, 

'Brtin,  By  your  leaves  Gentlemen,— Sir  Credulous-^ 

llVhifperr^. 
^  Sir  Cred.  Oh— 'tis  Z^f/w/VFs  Friend,  the  Rafcal*s  drefs'd 
Uke  Vanderbergen  in  the  Strand  :  Sir  Patient^  pra^ 

know  this  glorious  Dodor,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  A  Doi^or,  Sir  ? 

^  Sir  Cred,  A  Doftor,  Sir  1  yes,  and  as  eloquent  a  Doftor, 
Sir,  as  ever  fet  Bill  to  Poft :  why  'tis .  the  incompa- 
rable— Brunfwick^  High -Dutch  Dodor. 

Sir  Pat,  You're  welcome,  Sir,—  Pray  fit  j  ah.— Well, 
Sii*,  you  ar^  coai§  to  vifit  a  very  crazy  fickly  Perfon,  Sir. 

Bfunm 
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Brun.  Pray  lei  me  feel  your  Pulfe,  Sir ;         what  think 

you  Gentlemen,  is  he  not  very  far  gone  ? 

IFeels  his  Pulfe^  they  all  feel. 

Sir  Cred,  Ah,  far,  far. Pray,  Sir,  have  you  not  a 

certain  wambh'ng  Pain  in  your  Stomach,  Sir,  as  it  were, 
Sir,  a.        a  pain,  Sir. 

Sir  Par*  Oh  very  great,  Sir,  efpeclally  la  a  Morning 
fading. 

Sir  Cred,  I  knew  it  by  your  ftinking  Breath,  Sir— - 
and  are  you  not  troubled  with  a  Pain  in  your  Head,  Sir  ? 

Siv  Pat*  In  my  Head,  Sir? 

Sk  Cred,  I  mean  a kind  of  a Pain, a  kind 

of  a  Vertigo^  as  the  Latins  call  it  ;  and  a  Whir  lip goujli- 
fan,  as  the  Greeks  have  it,  which  fignifies  in  EngUf}}^  Sir, 
a  Dizzie-fwimming  kind — of  a  do  ye  fee —  a  thing — that 
*—z — you  underftand  me. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  infolerable,  intolerable  I  why  this  is  a 

rare  Man ! 

rat  D*  Your  Reafon,  Sir,  for  that  ?         \To  Sir  Cred. 

Sir  Cred,  My  Reafon,  Sir  ?  why,  my  Pvcafon,  Sir,  is 
this,  Haly  the  Moore,  and  Rabhi  Ifaac,  and  fome  thoufands 
more  of  learned  Dutchmen^  obferve  your  dull  Wall  Eye 
and  your  Whir — Whirligigoufiiphon^  to  be  infeparable. 

Brun,  A  moft  learned  Reafon  I 

fat  D,  Oh,  Sir,  infeparable. 

Sir  Cred,  And  have  you  not  a  kind  of  a fome- 

thing do  ye  mark  me,  when  you  make  Water,  a  kind 

of  a  ftopping and a*        do  ye  conceive  me,  I 

have  forgot  the  Englifi  Term,  Sir,  but  in  Latin  Uis   3 
Stronggullionibus, 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  Sir,  moft  extremely,  *tis  that  which  makes 
me  defperate,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Your  ugly  Face  is  an  infallible  (Ign  ;  your 
Dyfuriey  as  the  Arabicks  call  it,  and  your  ill-favout'd 
Countenance,  are  conftant  Relatives. 

All,  Conftant,  conftant. 

Sir  Cred,  Pray  how  do  you  eat.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Ah,  Sir,  there*s  my  diftradion.     Alas,  Sir,  I 

haye  the  weakeft  Stomach 1  do  not  make  above  touc 

. j^^^j^ 
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Meals  a-day,  and  then  indeed  I  eat  heartily —  but  alas; 
wbat*s  that  to  eating  to  live  ? — nothing,  Sir,  nothing. — 

Sir  Cred,  Poor  Heart,  I  pity  him. 

Sir  Pat.  And  between  Meals,  good  Wine,  Svveet-meat?, 

Caudles, Cordials  and  Mirabilifes,  to  keep  up  my 

fainting  Spirits. 

Sir  Cred,  A  Pox  of  his  Alderman  (hip  t  an  the  whole- 
Bench  were  fuch  notable  Swingers,  'twould  famifh  the 
City  fooner  than  a  Siege. 

^mji.  Brothers,  what  do  you  think  of  this  Man  ? 

Zeyd,  Think,  Sirp  I  think  his  Cafe  is  defperate. 

Sir  Cred.  Shaw,  Sir,  we  fhall  foon  redify  the  <]uib« 
lets  and  quillities  of  his  Blood,  if  he  obferves  our  Direc- 
tions and  Diet,  which  is  to  eat  but  once  in  four  or  five  days. 

Sir  Paf.  How,  Sir,  eat  but  once  in  four  or  five  days » 
fuch  a  Diet,  Sir,  would  kill  me  ;  alas.  Sir,  kill  me. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh  no.  Sir,  no  ;  for  look  ye  Sir,  the  Cafe  \s 
thus,  do  you  mind  me — fo  that  the  Bufmefs  lying  (o  ob- 
vious, do  ye  fee,  there  is  a  certain  Method,  do  ye  mark 
me — in  a  —Now,  Sir,  when  a  Man  goes  about  to  alter 
the  courfe  of  Nature, — the  cafe  is  very  plain,  you  iMf 
as  well  arreft  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun,  or  alter  the  Eclipfes 
of  the  Moon  j  for.  Sir,  this  being  of  another  Nature, 
the  Nature  of  it  is  to  be  unnatural,  you  conceive  me. 
Sir  ? — therefore  we  muft  crave  year  abfence.  Sir,  for  d^ 
few  Minutes,  till  we  have  debated  this  great  Affair. 

Sir  Pat.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir,  fince  my  Cafe  is  Co 
defperate,  a  few  hours  were  not  too  much.    lEx,  Sir  Par, 

SifCred,  Now,  Sir,  my  fervice  to  you*  lDrmks» 

Enter  Fanny, 

Fan.  Oh  living  heart!  what  do  all  thefe  Men  dO  in  our 
Houfe?  fure  they  are  a  fort  of  new-fafhion'd  Conventi- 

cleis ; I'll  hear  'em  preach. 

[They  drink  round  the  while,. 

Amfl,  Sir,  my  feivice  to  you,  and  to  your  good  Lady^ 
Sir, 

Leyd,  Again  to  you.  Sir,  not  forgetting  your  Daugh- 
ters ;  they  are  fine  Women,  Sir,  let  Scandal  do  its  worfl. 

Tur^.  To  our  better  trading,  Sir, 

Brttft^ 


Sir  Patient  Fancy.        pj 

^run.  Faith  it  goes  but  baldly  on,  I  had  the  weekly 
Bill,  and  'twas  a  very  thin  Mortality  ;  feme  of  the  better 
foit  d'lQ  indeed,  that  have  good  round  Fees  to  give. 

Turh,  Verily,  I  have  not  kill'd  above  my  five  or  fut 
this  Week. 
.  Bruf7,  How,  Sir,  kill'd  ? 

Turb,  Kill'd,  Sir !  ever  whilft  you  live,  efpecially  thofe 
who  have  the  grand  Virole^y  iot  'tis  not  for  a  Man's  Cre- 
dit to  let  the  Patient  want  an  Eye  or  a  Nofe,  or  fome 
other  thing.    I  have  kill'd  ye  my  five  or  fix  dozen   a 

Week but  times  are  hard. 

Brun,  I  grant  ye.  Sir,  your  Poor  for  Experiments  and 
Improvement  of  Knowledge:  and  to  fay  truth  there 
ought  to  be  fuch  Scavengers  as  we  to  fweep  away  the 
^ubbifh  of  the  Nation.  [Sir  Cred.  and  Vatfeemhg 

in  Bifcourfe, 
Sir  Cred,  Nay,  and  you  talk  of  a  Beaft,  my  fervice  to 

you,  Sir {Drinks.)  Ay,  I  loft  the  finefl  Beaft  of  < 

Mare  in  all  DevonJIjire, 

Fai  D,  And  1  the  fineft  Spaniel,  Sir. 

IHere  they  all  talk  together  till  yc» 

come  to .purpofe.  Sir, 

Turh,  Pray  what  News  is  there  ftirring  > 
Bn4f7.  Faith,  Sir,  I  am  one  of  thofe  Fools  that  never 
Tegard  whether  Lewis  or   Philip  have  the  better  or  the 
Worft. 

Turh,  Peace  is  a  great  BielUng,  Sir,  a  very  great 
Blefiing.  ° 

Brun,  You  are  i'th*  right.  Sir,  and  fo  my  fervice  to  you, 
oir. 

Leyd.  Well,  Sk,Stetin  held  out  nobly,  tho  the  Gazettes 
are  various. 

A}n/i,  There's  a  world  of  Men  kill'd  they  fay  ;  why, 
what  a  fliame  'tis  fo  many  thoufands  (hould  die  without 
the  help  ofa  Phyfician. 

Leyd.  Hang  'em,,  they  were  poor  Rogues,  and  not 
worth  our  killing ;  my  fervice  to  you,  Sir,  they'll  ferve 
to  fill  up  Trenches. 

Sir  Cred.  Spaniel,  Sir  !  no  Man  breaib'ng  underftands 
Dogs  and  Hotfes  better  than  my  (df. 
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Tat  D,  Your  pardon  for  that,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  For  look  y^e,  Sir,  Til  tell  you  the  Nature  of 
Dogs  and  Horfes. 

Fat  D.  So  can  my  Groom  and  Dog-keeper  5  but  what's 
this  to  th'  purpofe,  Sir  >  {Here  they  leave  off. 

Sir  Cred,  To  th*  purpofe,  Sir !  good  Mr.  Hedleburgh^ 
do  you  underftand  what's  to  th*  purpofe  ?  you*re  a  Dntch 
Butter- ferkin,  a  Kilderkin,  a  Double  Jug. 

lat  D,  You*re  an  ignorant  Blockhead,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Ycm  lye,  Sir,  and  there  I  was  with  you  again. 

j^mj}.  What,  quarrelling,  Men  of  your  Gravity  and 
Profcfllon ! 

Sir  Cred,  That  is  to  fay,  Fools  and  Knaves :  pray, 
bow  long  is*t  (ince  you  left  Toping  and  Napping,  for 
Quacking,  good  Brother  Cater-tray.^but  let  that  pafs,  foe 
I'll  have  my  Humour,  and  therefore  will  quarrel  with  no 
Man,  and  fo  I  drink —  iGoes  to  fill  again. 

Brmu  —But,  what's  all  this  to  the  Patient,  Gentle- 
men ? 

Sir  Cred,  Ay, — iheWine's  all  cut,— -and  Quarrels  apart. 
Gentlemen,  as  you  fay,  what  do  you  think  of  cur  Pa- 
tient ?  for  fomething  1  conceive  neceflary  to  be  fald  for 
our  Fees. 

Fat  D,  I  think  that  Unlefs  he  follows  our  Prefcriptions 
be'sa  dead  Man. 

Sir  Cred,  Ay,  Sir,  a  dead  Man, 

Tat  D,  Pleafe  you  to  write,  Sir,  you  feem  the  young- 
eft  Doftor.  iTo  Amft. 

j^.fTiJi,  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  conceive  there  may  be 
younger  Dodors  than  I  at  the  Board. 

Sir  Cred.  A  fine  Punftilio  this,  when  a  Man  lies  a  dy- 
ing [^Aftde,']  Sir  you  fhall  excufe   me,  1  have  been 

a  Dodor  this  7  Years. 

[^They/hove  the  Pen  and  Paper  from  one  to  the  other, 

Amfl.   1  commenc'd  at  Parts  twenty  Years  ago. 

Leyd,  And  I  at  Leyden^  almoft  as  long  fince. 

Tat  D,  And  I  at  Barcelona  thirty. 

Sir  Cred,  And  I  at  Padua,  Sir. 

Tat  0,  You  at  Padua  / 
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-^tr  Cred*  Yes,  Sir,  I   at  Padua ;  why  what  a  pox  do 
-ye  think  I  never  was  beyond  Sea  ? 

Brun,  However,   Sir,  you  are  the  youngeft  Doctor 
4nd  muft  write. 

Sir  Cred,  I  will  not  lofe  aa  Inch  of  my  Dignity, 

Fat  D,  Nor  I. 

Atn/i.  Nor  I, 

Zeyd,  Nor  I.  [Put  the  Paper  from  each  otherl 

^run.  Death,  what  Rafcals  are  thefe  ^ 

Sir  Cred,  Give  me  the  Pen here's  ado  about  your 

•Paduas  and  Punftilioes.  ISets  hhnfelfto  write* 

j^mji.  Every  morning  a  Dofe  of  my  Pills  Merda  aue-^ 
srufiicon^  or  the  Amicable  Pill. 
Sir  Cred,  Fafting  ? 

Leyd,  Every  Hour  Cxfcore  drops  of  Adminicula  Vita^ 
Sir  Cred,  Fafting  too  ?  [S/V  Cred.  writes  ftilU 

Tat  D,  At  Night  twelve  Cordial  Pills,  GallimofriticHs, 
Turb,  Let  Blood  once  a  Week,  a  Glifter  once  a  day, 
'Brun,  Cry  Mercy,  Sir,  you're  a  French  Man.  < 

After  his  firft  Sleep,   threefeore  r^ftoraiive   Pills   call'd 
Cheatus  Redivivus, 

Sir  Cred,  — And  laftly,  fifteen  Spoonfuls  of  my  Aqu/t 
Tetrachymagogon^  as  often  as  'tis  neceflfary  ;  little  or  no 
Breakfaft,  lefs  Dinner,  and  go  fupperlefs  to  Bed. 
Fat  D,  Hum,  your  Aqua  Jetrachymagogon  ** 
Sir  Cred,  Yes,  Sir,  my  Tei  rachymagogon  ;  for  look  yt 
do  ye  fee  Sir,  1  cur'd  the  Arch-Duke  of  Strumbulo  of  a 
Candileero^  of  which  he  dy'd,  with  this  very  jiqua  r«- 
traebymag&gon. 

Enter  Sir  Vatisnu 
Sit  Pat,  Well,  Gentlemen,  am  I  not  an  Intruder? 
Fat  D.  Sir,  we  have  duly  confider'd  the  ftate  of  your 
Body ;  and  are  now  about  the  Order  and  Method  you  are 
to  obferve. 

Brun,  Ay,  this  Diftempsr  will  be  the  occaflon  of  his 
Death. 

Sii'  Cred,  Hold,  Brothers,  I  do  not  fay  theoccafion  of 
his  Death  J  but  the  occaflonai  Cau^fe  of  his  Death, 

iSir  Pat.  reads  the  Bill, 

Sir 


§5        Sir  Patient  Fancy. 

Sir  Pat,  Why,  here's  no  time  allowM  for  eating,  Gen« 
tlemen. 

Amjl,  Sir,  we'll  juftify  this  Prefcrlpiion  to  the  whole 
College. 

Leyd,  If  he  will  not  follow  it,  let  him  ^{e* 

All*  Ay,  let  him  die. 

Enter  Lodwick  and  Leander, 

tod.  What  have  you  confulted  without  me,  Gentle- 
men ?        *  [Lod.  reads  the  Bill, 

Sir  Pat*  Yes,  Sir,  and  find  it  abfolutely  neceflary  for 
my  Health,  Sir,  I  fhou'd  be  ftarv'd;  and  yet  you  fay  I 
am  not  fick,  Sir.  iTo  Lean. 

Lod»  Very  well,  very  well. 

Sir  Pat,  No  Breakfaft,  no  Dinner,  no  Supper  > 

Sir  Cred,  Little  or  none,  but  n  one's  beft. 

Sir  Pat,  But  Gentlemen  confider,  no  fmail  thing  > 

All.  Nothing,  nothing. 

ShCred.  Sir,  you  muft  write  for  your  Fee.      [TtjLod, 

Lod,  Now  I  think  on't,  Sir,  you  may  eat  \_Writes, 
a  roafted  Pippin  cold  upon  a  Vine-leaf,  at  night. 

Lean*  Do  you  fee.  Sir,  what  damn'd  canting  Rafcals 
thefe  Doftors  are  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Ay,  ay,  if  all  Dodors  Were  fuch,  ingenuoufly 
I  fliou'd  foon  be'weary  of  Phyfick. 

Lean.  Give  'em  their  Fees,  Sir,  and  fend  'em  to  the 
Devil  for  a  company  of  Cheats, 

Sir  Pat.  Truth  is,  there  is  no  faith  In  'em,— well, 
I  thank  you  for  your  Cave  and  Pains.        [^Gives  'etn  Fees, 

Sir  Cred.  Sir,  if  you  have  any  occafion  for  me,  I  live 
at  the  red-colour'd  Lanthorn,  with  eleven  Candles  in't,  in 
the  Strand -y  where  you  may  come  in  privately,  and  need 
not  be  afhamed,  I  having  no  Creature  in  my  Houfe  but 
myfelf,  and  my  whole  Family,— ——  [Exeunt^ 

Icli^quam  Van  Neder  Landt  te  fpreken 
End  helpen  Van  Focken  end  ander  gebrel^en. 

That's  a  top  of  my  Bill,  fweet,  Sir. 

Inn,  Lord,  Sir  father,  why  do  you  give  'eni  Money  > 

LiAn. 
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Lean,  For  talking  Nonfenfe  this  Hour  or  two  upon  his 
T)lftemper. 

Fan.  Oh  lemini,  Sir,  they  did  not  talk  one  word  of 
you,  but  of  Dogs  and  Horfes,  and  of  killing  Folks,  and 
of  their  Wives  and  Daughters;  and  when  the  Wine  was 
all  out,  they  faid  they  wou'd  fay  fomeihing  for  their 
Fees. 

S\x  Pat,  Say  you  fo  \  Knaves,  Rogues,  Cheats, 

Murderers!  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  'em  all, — I'll  ne'er  be 
fick  again, — or  if  I  be,  Til  die  honeftly  of  my  felf  with- 
out the  afTiftance  of  fuch  Rafcals — go,  get  you  gone. — 

[To  Fan.  -luho  goes  out. 

Lean,  A  happy  refolujion !  wou'd  you  wou'd  be  fo  kind 
io  your  felf  as  to  make  a  trial  of  your  Lady  too  ;  and  if 
fhe  prove  true,  'twill  make  fome  kind  of  amends  for  your 
fo  long  being  cozen'd  this  way. 

Sir  Par,  I'll  about  it,  this  very  minute  about  it, — give 
me  a  Chair.  -  [He  /its. 

Lean.  So,  fettle  your  felf  well,  diforder  your  Hair, 

threw  away   your  Cane,  Hat  and  Gloves, ftare,  and 

rowl  your  Eyes,  fqueeze  your  Face  into  Convulfions, 
' — clutch  your   Hands,  make  your    Stomach   heave,    (b, 

very  well, — now  let  me  alone  for  the  reft Oh,  help, 

help  my  Lady,  my  Aunt,  for  Heavens  fake  help, — come 

'Sll  and  fee  him  die.  [Weeps, 

Enter  AJ7ittmore,    Lady  Fancy,  Ifabella,  Lucretia,  Lady 

Knowell  and  Roger. 

Wit,  Ltander,  what's  the  matter? 

Lean,  See,  Madam,  fee  my  Uncle  in  the  Agonies  of 
^Death. 

L.Fan,  My  deareft  Husband  dying,  Oh!  [Weeps, 

Lean.  How  hard  he  ftruggles  with  departing  Life  ! 
,      Ifab,  Father,  dear  Father,  muft  I  in  one  day  receive  a 
IBlefling  with    fo  great  a  Curfe  ?    Oh,--he's  juft  going. 
Madam. [Weeps. 

L,  Fan,  Let  me  o'ertake  him  in  the  Shades  below,  why 
do  you  hold  me,  can  I  live  without  him? — do  I  difiemble 
well  ? . —  [A fide  to  Wir. 

Sir  Pat,  Not  live  without  me ! -do  you  hear  that 

SIn-ah?  [Ajideto-Lt^k. 

Vol.  IV.  E  uan. 
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Lean*  Pray  mark  the  end  on'r,  Sir, — feign, — feign.— 
L.  Kno,  \i^e  left  him  well,  how  came  he   thus  o*th' 
fudden  ? 

Lean,  I  fear  'tis  an  Apoplexy,  Madam. 

L.  Ian*  Run,  run  for  his  Phjfician }  but  do  not  ftir  a 

Foot.  [^P^'  ^'  ^"^l^"' 

Look  up,  and  fpeak  but  one  kind  word  to  me. 

Sir  Pat»  What  crys  are  ihefe  that  ftop  me  on  my  way  ? 

L.  Tan,  They're  mine, your  Lady's  . oh 

furely  he'll  recover.  lAftde, 

Your  moft  obedient  Wife's. 

Sir  PaU  My  Wife's,  my  Heir,  my  fole  Executrix. 
\.,Fan,  Hah,  is  he  in's  Senfes  ?  [A fide  to  Wit. 

Oh  my  dear  Love,  my  Life,  my  Joy,   my  All,     [Cr^s* 
Ob    let  me  go  •,  I  will  not  live  without  him. 

'  [Seems  to  faint  in  Wittmore'j 

Arms.     All  run  about  her, 
Sir/'4^  Do  ye  hear  that,  Sirrah  ? 
Lean,  Have  yet  a  little  Patience,    die   away,— very 
well— oh  he's  gone,— quite  gone.  [L.  Fan.  fwoons. 

L.  Kno,  Look  to  my  Lady  there,  [Swoom  again. 

^ Sure  fbs  can  but  counterfeit.  i  A  fide, 

[They  all  go  about  her. 
Sir  Pat.  Hah,  my  Lady  dying  !  ^     ,  .    ,, 

Lean,  Sir,  1  befeech  you  wait  the  event.    Death !  the 

cunnincj'  Devil  will  diflemble  too  long  and  fpoil  all, 

l^ere— Scarry  the  dead  Corps  of  my  deareft  LJncle  to  hiS 
Chamber.    Nurfe,  to  your  Care  1  commit  him  now. 

[Exeunt  with  Sir  Par.  in  a  Chair ^ 

[All  follow  but  Wittmore  ;  who  goii^g 

the  other  way^  meets  Sir  Credulous 

and  Lodwick,  as  before. 

Wit*  Lodwick  !  the  ftrangeft  unexpefted  News,  Sir  Pa- 

tient's  dead  .  _ 

Sir  Cred    How,  dead  !  we  have  play'd  the  Phyficlans 

to  good  purpofe  i'faith,  and  kili'd  the  Man  before  we  ad- 

xninifter'd  our  Phyfick. 

Wit.  Egad  1  fear  fo  indeed. 
Lod,  Dead! 

Wit, 
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Wit,  As  a  Herring,  and  'fwilJ  be  dangerous  to  keep 
thefe  habits  longer. 

Sir  Cred.  Dangerous !  Zoz  Man  wefhall  all  behang'd, 
why  our  very  Bill  difpatch'd  hfm,  and  our  Hands  are  to'r, 
Oh,  ril  confefs  all ^o^rs  to  go. 

Lod,  Death,  Sir,  I'll  cut  your  Throat  if  you  ftir. 

Sir  Cred.  Wou*d  you  have  me  hang'd  for  Company, 
Gentlemen  ?  Oh  where  (hall  I  hide  my  felf,  or  how  come 
at  my  Clothes  ? 

Led.  We  have  no  time  For  that ;  go  get  you  into  your 
Basket  again,  and  lie  fnug,  till  I  have  conveyed  you  fafe 

away, or  I'll  abandon  you ^      ^Afide  to  him, 

Tis  not  neceflary  he  fhou'd  be  (ttn  yet,  he  may  fpoil  Le. 
ander's^\ot,  [Aftde. 

,  Sir  Crid,  Oh  thank  ye,  dear  Lodwick^ — let  me  efcape 
this  bout,  and  if  ever  the  Fool  turn  Phyfician  again,  may 
he  be  choak'd  wjth  his  own  Tetrachymagogon, 

Wit,  Co,  hafteand  undrefs  you,  whilft  ril  io  Lucia. 

Ai  Wittmore  is  going  out  at  one  Door,  enter  Sir  Patient 

and  Leander  at  the  other  Door, 

Lean,   Hah,  V/ittmore  there  !  he  muft  not  fee  my  U"n- 

^^^  y«f-  iPuts  5/r  Pat.  back.  Exit  Wiu 

^    Sir  Pat,  Nay,  Sir,  never  detain  me,   Til  to  my  Lady, 

IS  this  your  Demonftration? Was  ever  fo  virtuous  a 

Lady— Well,  I'll  to  her,  and  confole  her  poor  Heart  ; 
ah  the  Joy  'twill  bring  her  to  fee  my  Refun-eftion '-i- 
I  Jong  to  furprize  her.  [Going  offcrofs  the  Stage, 

^Lean.  Hold,  Sir,  I  think  fhe's  coming, -—«««bleft 
fight,  and  with  her  Wittmore  / 

IPuti  Sir  Pat.  hath  to  the  Door, 
Enter  Lady  Fancy  and  Wittmore. 
Sir  /'^/..Hah,  what's  this? 

L.  Fan,  Now,  my  dear  Wittmore,  claim  thy  Rites  of 
Love  without  controul,  without  the  contradi^ion  of 
wretched  Poverty  or  Jealoufy :  Now  undifguis'd  thou 
mayft  approach  my  Bed,  and  reign  o'er  all  my  Pleafures 
and  my  Fortunes,  of  which  this  Minute  I  create  thee 
Lord, 

A;)d  thus  begin  my  Homage {Kijfes  him, 

£2  Sir 
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Sir  'Pati  Sure  'tis  fome  Fiend  !  this  cannot  be  my  Lady, 
Leztn,  'Tis  fomething  uncivil  before  your  face.  Sir,  to 
jdo  this. 

Wit,  Thou  wondrous  kind,  and  Avondrous  beautiful  ; 
4hat  Power  that  made  thee  v;ith  fo  many  Charms,  gave 
me  a  Soul  fit  only  to  adore  'em  ;  nor  wert  thou  deftin'd 
to  another's  Arms,  but  to  be  lender'd  ftill  more  fit  for 
mine. 

Sir  Pat.  Hah,  is  not  that  Fain-love^  ifabellas  Hufl- 
-band?  Oh  Villain  !  ViUain"!  1  will  renounce  my  Senfe 
:and  my  Religion.  [Afide, 

L.  Fan.  Another's   Arms  !    Oh  call  not  thofe   hated 
Thoughts  to  my  remembrance, 
Xeft  it  deftroy  that  kindly  Heat  within  me, 
-►Which  thou  canft  only  raife  and'ftili  maintain. 

SirP^r.  Oh  Woman!  Woman!  damn'd  diiTembHng 
Woman.  [Ajide, 

L.  Fan,  Come,  let  *me  lead  thee  to  that  Mafs  of  Gold 
-he  gave  me  to  be  defpis'd  ; 
And  which  I  render  thee,  my  lovely  Conqueror, 
As  the  firft  Tribute  of  my  glorious  Servitude. 
Draw  in  the  Basket  which  1  told  you  of,  and  is  amongft 
.the  Rubbifh  in  the  Hall,  {Exit  Wittmore.]     That  which 
the  Slave  fo  many  Years  was  toili-ng  for,  I  in  one  moment 
barter  for  a  Kifs,  as  Earneft  of  our  future  Joys. 

Sir  Pat,  Was  ever  fo  prodigal  a  Harlot  ?  was  this  the 
Saint  ?  was  this  the  moft  tender  Comfort  that  ever  Maai 
-had  ? 

Lean,  -No,  in  good  fahh,  6fr. 

Enter  Wittmore  pulling  in  the  Basket, 
/L.  Fan,  This  is  it,  with  a  direction  on't   to  thee,  whi- 
ther I  defign'd  to  fend  it. 

V/tt.  Good  morrow  to   the  D.iy,  and  next  the  Gold; 

•  open  the  Shrine,  that  i  may  fee  my  Saint Hail  the 

World's  Soul. —       [Opens  the  Basket^  Sir  Qxt6,  ftarts Up, 

.  L.  Fan,  Oh  Heavens !  what  thing  art  thou  ? 

Sir  Cred,  O  Pardon,  Pardon,  fweet  Lady,-  I  canfefs-^J 

.  Jiad-a  hand  in*t. 

1.  Fan,  la  what,  thou  Slave  ?— - 

Si 
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Sir  Cr<^.  Killing  the  good  believing  Alderman;- 

but  'twas  againft  my  Will. 

L.  Fan,  Then  I'm  not  fo  much  oblig'd  to  thecy 
but  Where's  the  Money,  the  8cOo  /.  the  Plate  and  Jewels^ 
Sirrah  ? 

Win.  Death,  the  Dog  has  eat  it, 

S\r  Creel,  Eat  rtrX)h  Lord,  eat  8000 /.  Wou*d  I  mig!^ 
never  come  out  of  the  Basket  alive,  if  ever  I  made  fuch 
a  Meal  in  my  Life. 

IVit,  Ye  Dog,  you  have  eat  it ;  and  I'll  make  ye  fwal- 
low  all  the  Dofes  you  writ  in  your  Bill,  but  I'll  have  k 
upward  or  downward.  [_A(ide^ 

Six  Pat.  Hah,  one  of  the  Rogues  my  Doftors. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  hang  me  out  of  the  .way  ti^ 
then. 

Enter  Maundy. 

Ai4««.  Madam,  I  have  fent  away  the  Basket  taMfj 
Wutmore^s  Lodgings. 

L.  Fan.  You  might  have  ftv'd  your  felF  that  Labour^  .L 
now*  having  no  more  to  do,  but  to  bury  the  (linking 
Corps  of  my  quandom  Cuckold,  difraifs  his  Daughters, 
and, give  thee  quiet  poflefllon  of  all.  [To  Witt. 

Sir  Pat.  Pair  Lady,  you'll  take  me  along  with  you  ? 

ISnaps^  pulls  off  his  Har,  and  comes  up  to  hero 

L.  Tan,  My  Husband  ! Vm  betrayM 

Sir  Pat.  Husband  !  I  defy  thee,  Satan,  thou  greater 
Whore  than  fhe  of  Babylon'^  thou  Shame,  thou  Abomi- 
nation to  thy  Sex. 

L.p4».  Rail  on,  whilft  I  diTpofs  my  felf  to  laugh  at 
thee. 

Sir  Pat,  Zeander,  call  all  the  Houfe  in  to  be  a  Witnefs 
of  our. Divorce.  [Exit  Lean. 

L.  Fan,  Do,  and  all  the  World,  and  let  'em  know  the 
Reafon. 

Sir  Pat,  Methinks  I  find  an  Inclination  to  fwear, 
to  curfe  my  felf  and  thee,  that  I  cou'd  no  better  difcerti 
thee  ;  nay,  I'm  fo  chang'd  from  what  I  was,  that  I  think 
I  cou'd  even  approve  of  Monarchy  and  Church-Difcipline, 
I'm-fo  truly  convinc'd  1  have  been  a  Bcaft  and  an  Afs  ali 
my  Life, 

E  3  Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Knowell,  Ifabella,  Lucretia,  Leander, 

Lodvvick,  Fanny,  CP'C 
X.  Kno.  Huh,  Sir  Patient  not  dead  ? 
.    Sir  Pat,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  take  notice  that  I  am 
a  Cuckold,  a  crop-ear'd  fnivelling  Cuckold. 

Sir  Cred,  A  Cuckold !  fweet  Sir,  fhaw,  that's  a  fmall 
matter  in  a  Man  of  yourQiiality, 

Sir  Pat,  And  I  beg  ycur  pardon,  Madam,  for  being 
angry  that  you  call 'd  me  To.  [rol.  Kno.]  And  youiF, 
dear  'fabella^  for  defiring  you  to  marry  my  good  Friend 
:there  [points  to  Witt.]  vvhofe  name  I  perceive  I  was 
luiftaken  in : — and  yours,  Leander^  that  I  wou'd  not  take 
your  Advice  long  fince  :  and  yours,  fair  Lady,  for  be- 
lieving you  boneft, 'twas  done  like  a  credulous  Cox- 
comb:  and  yours,  S;r,  for  taking  any  of  jour  Tribe 

for  wife,  learned  or  honeft.  [To  Sir  Credulous. 

Wir,  Faith,  Sir,  I  deceiv'd  ye  only  to  ferve  my  Friend  ; 
and  Sir,  your  Daughter  is  married  to  Mr,  Knowell :  your 
Wife  had  all  my  ftock  of  Love  before,  Sir. 

[Lod.  and  I  fab.  kneel. 

Sir  Pat,  Why  God-a-mercy fome  comfort  that,— — 

God  blefs  ye. 1  fliall  love  Difobedience  while  1  live 

for*t. 

Led.  I  am  glad  on*t,  Sir,  for  then  I  hope  you  will 
forgive  Leandsr^  who  has  married  my  Sifter,  and  not  my 
Mother. 

Sir  Pat.  How  !  has  he   rerv*d  me   fo  \ I'll  make 

him  my  Heir  for't  ,  thou  haft  made  a  Man  of  me,  my 

Boy,  and  taith  we  will  be  merry. Fair  Lady,  you  may 

depart    \w    peace,  fair   Lady,    reftoring  my  Money,  my 
Plate,  my  Jewels  and  my  Writings,  fair  Lady. 

L.  Tan,  You  gave  me  no  Money,  Sir,  prove  it  if  you 
can  ;  and  for  your  Land,  'twas  not  fettled  with  this  Provifo, 
if  fhe  be  honeft  ? 

Sir  Pat.  'Tis  well  thou  doft  confefs  I  am  a  Cuckold, 
for  I  wou'd  have  it  known,  fair  Lady. 

L,  Pan,  'Twas  to  that  end  1  married  you,  good  Al- 
derman. ^  * 

^\t  Pat.  rfaith  I  think  ihou  didft,  Sweet-heart,  i*fai|h 
1  think  thou  didft» 

Wit, 
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Wh,  Right,  Sir,  we  have  long  been  Lovers,  but  wane 
oT  Fortune  made  us  contrive  how  to  marry  her  to  your 
good  Worfhip.  Many  a  w^ealthy  Citizen,  Sir,  has  contri- 
buted to  the  maintenance  of  a  younger  Brother's  Miftiefs  ; 
and  you  are  not  the  firft  Man  in  Office  that  has  been  a 
Cuckold,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Some  comfort  that  too,  the  Brethren  of  the 
Chain  cannot  laugh  at  me. 

Sir  Cred.  A  very  pleafant  old  Fellow  this :  faith  I 
cou'd  be  very  merry  with  him  now,  but  that  I  am  dam- 
nable fad. Madam,  I    fhail  defire   to  lay  the  Saddle 

on  the  right  Horfe.  [To  L.  Kno<, 

L.Km.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Creel.  Only  Madam,  if  1  were  as  fome  Men  are,  I 
,  ihould  not  be  as  I  am. 

L.  Km.  It  may  be  {o^  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  I  fay  no  more,  but  matters  are  not  carried  Co 
fvvimmingly,  but  I  can  dive  into  the  meaning  on't. 

[Sir  Patient  talks  this  while  to  Lodwick. 

L.  Kno.  I  hate  this  hypothetical  way  of  arguing,  an» 
Aver  me  categorically. 

Sir  Cred,   Hypothetical    and   Categorical  !    what  does 

fhe  mean  now?  lAfide.'] Madam,  in   plain  Englijhy 

I  am  made  a  ^ohn  A-Nokes  of,  Ja:,\-hold-my-fiaff^  a 
lAerry  Andrew  Dodor,  to  give  Leander  time  to  marry 
your  Daughter  ;  and  'twas  therefore  L  was  hoifted  up  ia 
the  Basket ; — but  as  the  Play  fays,  'tis  well  'tis  no  worfe : 
I'd  rather  lofe  my  Miftrefs  than  my  Life. 

Sir  Pat,  But  how  came  this  Rafcal  Turboon  to  admit 
you  ? 

Lod.  For  the  Lucre  of  our  Fees,  Sir,  which  was  his 
recompence. 

Sir  Pat,  I  forgive  it  you,  and  will   turn  Spark,  they 

live  the  merrieft  Lives keep  fome  City  Miftrefs,  go 

to  Court,  and  bate  all  Conventicles. 

Tou  fee  what  a  fine  City-Wife  can  do 
Of  the  true-breed ;  infiru6l  her  Husband  too  i 
1  ivifJj  all  civil  Cuckolds  in  the  Nation 
Wnuld  lake  example  by  my  Reformation, 

E  4  E  P  I- 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Gxv'//. 


I  Here  and  there  overheard  a  Coxtomb  cry,      [Looking' 
Ah^  Rot  it ^tis  a  Woman* i  Comedy ^  about. 

One^  vho  becaufe  jJje  lately  chanced  to  pleafe  usy 

With  her  damn^dStuff^  -mill  neier  (eafe  to  teeze  us. 

What  has  poor  Woman  done,  that  Jhe  7nu(l  be 

Debar'* d  from  Senfe  and  [acred  Poetry  / 

Why  in  this  jige  has  Heaven  allowed  you  more^ 

And  Women  lefs  of  Wit  than  heretofore  ? 

We  once  werefafn'd  in  /lory,  and  could  write- 

Equal  to  Men  ;  cou'd  govern^  nay  cou^d  fight, 

Wejiill  have  pajjive  Valour^  and  can  flooWy  *> 

Wou'd  Cuftom  give  us  leave ^  the  a^ive  tooy  ^ 

Since  we  no  Provocations  want  from  you*  j  ■ 

Tor  who  but  we  coud  your  dull  Fopperies  Bear, 

Tour  faucy  Love^  and  your  brisk  Nonfenfe  hear  f 

Indure  your  worfe  than  ^vomanifl)  .Ajfetlationy 

Which  renders  you  the  Nufance  of  the  Nation  \ 

Scorned  even  by  all  the  Adijjes  of  the  Town, 

A  ^ejl  to  Vizard- Adaskf  /^^  Pit-BufFoon  ; 

A  Glafs  by  which  the  admiring  Country  Fool 

May  learn  to  drefs  himfelf  en  Ridicule  : 

Both  flriving  who  flmll  moll  ingenious  grow 

7w-  Leudnefsy  lopfery^  Nonfenfe^  Noife  and  ShQii^ 

And  yet  to  thefe  fine  things  we  mufi  fubmit 

Our  Rgafon,  Arms,  our  Laurels,  and  our  Wit, 

Becaufe  we  do  not  laugh  at  you,  when  leud. 

And  fcorn  and  cudgel  ye  when  ye  are  rude. 

That  we  have  nobler  Souls  than  you^  we  prove^ 

By  how  much  mort  w^'^re  fenfibk  of  Love  ; 

Quickefi 
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Huickefi  in  finding  all  the  fubtleft  ways 

To  7nake  your  Joys^  why  not  to  make  you  Plays  P 

We  heft  can  find  your  Foibles^  know  our  own^  p 

And  ^ilts  and  Cuckolds  now  befi  pUafe  the  Town  ;.    V- 

Tour  way  of  Writings  out  of  faflnon  grown.  > 

Method^  and  Rule.— 'you  only  underfiand '^ 

Pur  Cue  that  way  of  Fooling^  and  be  damned. 

Your  learned  Cant  of  Atlion^  Time  and  Place^ 

Mufi  all  give  way  to  the  unlaboured  Far  a. 

To  all  the  Men  of  Wit  we  will  fubfcribe  : 

But  for  your  half  Wits,  ye  unthinking  Tribe, 

We'll  let  you  fee,  whatever  befides  we  do. 

How  artfully  we  copy  fome  of  you  : 

And  tf  you*re  drawn  to  th"  Life,  pray  tell  me  then, 

^■hy  Worrnn  (l)ould  net  write  as  well  as  Men, 
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By  Mr.  Dryderj, 

gp;^^^Q^F^r^n  fax^e  75  Gallaijts ;  and  this  hopeful  A^e^ 
'%S~rr  \'X   3^'  ^^^  welcome  to  the  dozvnfal  of  the  Sta^e  : 
^UpJ^  The  Fools  ha  ve  labour'' d  long  in  their  l^ocation  5 
CA-J'^s^   ^nd  Vice  (^the  Man:^fa^ure  of  the  Nation) 
O'er- flocks  the  Town  fo  much^  and  thrives  fo  well^ 
Ihat  Fops  and  Knaves  grew  Dr^gi^  and  will  not  fell. 
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In  ijain  our  Wares  on  Theaters  are  (Ijowtj, 

When  each  has  a  Plantation  of  his  own. 

His  Caufe  neer  fails ;  for  what  foe*  er  he  fpends,  1 

There'' s  jlill  God^s  plenty  for  htmfelf  and  Friends,      ^ 

Should  Men  be  rated  by  Poetick  Rules, 

Lord,  what  a  Pool  would  there  be  rats* d  from  Fools  / 

Mean  time  poor  Wit  prohibited  mufi  lie. 

As  if  "'twere  made  fome  French  Commodity, 

Fools  you  will  have,  and  raised  at  vafi  expence  \ 

And  yet  as  foon  as  feen^  they  give  offence. 

Time  was,  when  none  would  cry  that  Oaf  was  me^, 

'But  now  you  Jirive  about  your  Pedigree  : 

Bauble  and  Cap  no  fooner  are  thrown  down. 

But  there's  a  Mufi  of  more  than  half  the  Town. 

Each  one" will  challenge  a  ChiWs  part  at  leaft, 

A  fign  the  Family  is  well  increas  d, 

OfForeig'/i  Cattle  there's  no  longer  need^ 

When  we^re  fupplyd  fo  faft  with  Englifh  Breed, 

Well!  Flourijh,  Countrymen  ;  drink,  fwear  and  roar^ 

Lei  every  free-horn  Subjefl  keep  his  Whore '^ 

And  wandring  in  the  Wildernejs  about. 

At  end  of  forty  Tears  nnt  wear  her  out. 

But  when  you  fee  thefe  Figures,  let  none  dare 

To  own  beyond  a  Limb  or  Jingle  Jhare  : 

For  where  the  Punk  is  common,  he's  a  Sot, 

Who  needs  will  father  what  the  Pari(lj  gof» 


Dra: 
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MEN. 

Indian  King  called  Cavernio,  Mr.  Bowman, 

Bacon,  General  of  the  F.n^lifi^  Mr.  Wtlliams, 

Co.onel  Wellrnan,  Depnty  Governor^         Mr.  Treeman^ 
Col.  downright,  a  loyal  honeft  Colonel,  Mr.  Harris. 
Harard   ^"^^  Friends  known  to  onej  >/      .,         , 

'rTaHers  i  Lieutenant  Generals  to  S4r^;7,  $  ^'' ^^''f  ^'''^' 


Dulbnan^  a  C.iptain, 
Tir?i or otiS  Cornet,-^  ^  a-         f  ,    « 
^'^^'^/f %  (  ^"^'^^'  ""'  thePeace, 

JB.^^.r,  V^     Cowards, 

£r4^,  a  Captain. 

COne  complain *d  oF  by  Capr. 
Grubby    <  M'hi£  for  calling  his  Wife 

C   Whore, 
A  Petitioner  againftSrtf^, 
Parfon  Dunce,  formerly  a  Farrier,  fled" 
from  England,  and  Chaplain   to  ihej 
Governour,  k 

Clerk. 
Boy. 
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Jndian  ^uten,  call'd  5^;»tfr«;';7,  belov'd  >  . ,     „ 

by  Eacon^  c  Mrs.Brace^irdh. 

Mrs.  Kmght* 


Mr.  Bright, 
Mr.  Underhill^ 
Mr.  Trefufe, 
Mr.  Bowen^ 
Mr.  S/if »j. 


Mr.  JB/;^«/, 
Mr.  S<7^vr. 


Madam  SureUve,  belov'd  by  Hazard 
Mrs.  Crtfante,    Daughter    to    Colonel 

W^;^c?if  i?^»/fr    in  love  with  Darinz^ 
Mrs.  F//V/,  "^^ 

Mrs.fr^V;;/ey^Mr3.  Whiff',  rwo  Maids. 
Prieas,  Indians,  Coachman,  Soldiers,  with  other  Attendants 


Mrs.  'Gordon, 

Mrs.  Currer* 
Mrs.  C^r^'. 


S  C  E  N  E^  Virgmia  in  jB^c(?;/'s  Camp. 
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A  C  T   I.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

yf  Room  '^ith  fever al  Tables, 


EnterH^i^^d  in.a  travel  Hag  Hahlt^  and  a  Sea-Boy^  caf^ 
rying  his  Pcrtinantle* 

^^^*  ^^S^^  HAT  Town's  this,  Boy  ? 

Boy,  James-Town^  Mafter, 
Haz*   Take    care   my   Trunk    be 
brought  afhore  10  nfghf,  and  there's 
Fo^  your  Pains. 
Boy.  God  bjefs  you,  Mafter. 
Haz.,  What-dQ  you  call  this  Houfe  ? 
Boyr  Mrs.  Flirt^s^  Mafter,  the  beft  Houfe  for  Cpmmen* 
daiion  in  all  Virginia* 

Haz..  That's  well,  has  fhe  any  handfome  Ladies,  Sirrah? 

Boy.  Oh  !   (lie's   woundy    handfome  her    felf,  Mafter, 

and  the  kindeft  Gentlewoman  .look  here  fhe  comes, 

Mafter— God  blefs  you,  Miftrefs,.!   have  brought 

you  a  young  Gentleman  here. 

Ilirr.  That's  well,,  h.ontikjack.  .  ,.  Sir  you  are  moft 
heartily  welcome. 

Haz,  Madacn,  your  Servant.  [Salufes  her, 

flirt.  Pleafe  you  to  walk  into  a  Chamber,  Sir  ? 
Haz,  By  and  by,  Madam  ;  but  I'll  repofe  here  awhile 
for  the  cpolnefs  of  the  Air. 

Flirt,  This  is  a  publick  Room,  Sir,  but  'tis  at  your 
fervice. 

Haz.  Madam,  you  oblige  me. 

JPlirt,  A  fine  fpoken  Perfon,  a  Gentleman  I'll  warrant 
him  '^  come  Jack^  I'll  give  thee  a  Cogue  of  Brandy  for 
old  acqyainjance.  lExsunt  Landlady  and  Boy, 

Hazard//<//;  out  Pen^  Ink  andPap^r^  and  goes  to  wnte. 

Eour 
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Enter  Friendly. 

Irlend.  Here,  Nell^  a  Tankard  of  cool  Drink,  quickly. 

Nell.  You  fhall  have  ir.  Sir. 

'Friend,  Hah  !  who's  that  Stranger  ?  he  feems  to  be  a 
Gentleman. 

Haz.,  If  I  fliould  give  credit  to  my  Eyes,  that  fhould 
be  Friendly. 

Friend.  Sir,  you  feem  a  Stranger ;  may  I  take  the  li- 
beriy  to  prefent  my  Service  to  you  ? 

Hasi,  If  I  am  not  miftaken,  Sir,  you  are  the  only 
Man  in  the  World  v^hom  I  would  fooneft  pledge ;  you'll 
credit  me,  if  three  Years  abfence  has  not  made  you  forget 
Hazard, 

Friend.  Hazard^  my  Friend  !  come  to  my  Arms  and 
Heart. 

Haz,  This  unexpefted  Happinefs  o'erjoys  me.  Who 
could  have  imagin'd  to  have  found  thee  in  Virginia  i  I 
thought  thou  hadft  been  in  Spain  with  thy  Brother. 

Friend,  I  was  fo  till  ten  Months  fince,  when  my  Uncle 
Colonel  Friendly  dying  here,  left  me  a  confiderabl'e  Plan= 
tation ;  and  faith  I  find  Diverfions  not  altogether  to  be 
defpis'd  •,  the  God  of  Love  reigns  here  with  as  much 
power,  as  in  Courts  or  popular  Cities.  But  prithee  what 
Chance  (fortunate  to  me)  drove  thee  to  this  pan  of  the 
new  World  ? 

Haz.  Why  faith,  ill  Company,  and  that  common  Vice 
of  the  Town,  Gaming,  foon  run  out  my  younger  Bro- 
iher's  Fortune  :  for  imagining,  like  fome  of  the  luckier 
G^mefter?,  to  improve  my  Stock  at  the  Groomi  Porter's^ 
I  ventur'd  on,  and  loft  all.  My  elder  Brother,  an  errant 
Jew,  had  neither  Friendfhip  nor  Honour  enough  to  fup- 
port  me  ;  but  at  laft  being  mollified  by  Perfuafions,  and 
the  hopes  of  being  for  ever  rid  of  me,  fent  me  hither 
with  a  fmall  Cargo  to  feek  my  Fortune.—— 

Friend.  And  begin  the  World  withal. 

Haz.  I  thought  tiiis  a  better  Venture  than  to  turn  fbarp^ 
ing  Bully,  Cully  to  Prentices  and  Country- Squires,  wi:h 
my  Pocket  full  of  falfe  Dice,  your  high  and  low  Fiats 
and  Bars ;  or  turn  Broker  to  young  Heirs ;  take  up  Goods 
to  pay  tenfold  at  the  Death  of  "ihoir  Father?,  and  take 

Fees 
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Tees  on  both  fides ;  or  fit  up  all  night  at  the  Groom-Por- 
ter's, begging  his  Honour  to  go  a  Guinea  the  better  of 
the  lay.  No,  Friendlyy  I  had  rather  ftarve  abroad,  than 
live  pity'd  and  defpis'd  at  home. 

Friend.  Thou  an  in  the  right,  and  art  come  juft  fa 
the  nick  of  time  to  make  thy  Fortune Wilt  thou  fol- 
low my  Advice  J 

Haz.  Thou  art  too  honeft  to  command  any  thing  that 
I  fiiall  refufe. 

Friend,  You  mufl:  know  then,  there  is  about  a  Mile 
from  James-Town  a  young  Gentlewoman  .no  mat- 

ter for  her  Birth,  her  Breeding's  the  beft  this  World  af- 
fords, fhe  is  married  to  one  of  the  richeft  Merchants 
here  ;  be  is  old  and  fick,  and  now  gone  into  England 
for  the  recovery  of  his  Health,  where  he'll  e'en  give  up 
the  Ghoft  :  be  has  writ  her  word  he  finds  no  Amendment, 
and  refolves  to  ftay  another  Year,  The  Letter  I  acciden- 
tally took  up,  and  have  about  me;  'tis  eafily  counterfeitedj 
and  will  be  of  great  ufe  to  us, 

Haz.  Now  do  1  fancy  I  conceive  thee. 
Friend,  Well,  hear  me  firfl:,  you  fhall  get  another 
Letter  writ  like  this  Charafter,  which  fhall  fav,  you  are 
his  Kinfman,  that  is  come  to  trafKck  in  this  Country, 
and  *tis  his  will  you  fhould  be  received  into  his  Houfe 
as  fuch. 

Haz.  Well,  and  what  will  come  of  this  ? 

Friend.  Why,  thou  art  joung  and  handfome,  (he  young 

and  defiling  ^  'twere  eafy   to  make   her  love  thee  ;  and 

if  the"  old  Gentleman  chance  to  die,  you  guefs  the   refir, 

you  are  no  Fool.  ' 

Baz.  Ay,  but  if  he  fhou*d  return. 

Friend.  If — Why  if   fhe  love  you,  that   other  will  be 

but    a   flcnder  Bar    to  thy  Happinefs  ;  for  if  thou  canfl 

not  marry  her,,  thou  mayft  lie  with  her  :    and  Gad,    a 

younger  Brother  may  pick  out  a  pretty  Livelihood  here  thr.t 

way,  as  well  as  in  England.    Or  if  this  fail,  thou  wilt  find 

a  perpetual  Vifiter,  the  Widow  Riinter^  a  Woman  bought 

from  the   Ship   by  old  Colonel  Ranter  ;  fne  ferv'd  him 

half  a  Year,  and  then  he  marry'd  her,  and  dying  in  a  Year 

more,  left,  her  worth  fifiy  thoufand  Pounds  Sterling,  be- 
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fidis  Plate  and  Jewels :  She's  a  great  Gallant,  but  affuming 
the  humour  of  the  Country-Gentry,  her  Extravagancy  is 
very  pleaQnt,  fhe  retains  fomething  oFher  primitive  Qua- 
lity ftill,  but  is  good-natui-'d  and  generous. 
Haz*  I  like  all  this  well. 

Friend.  But  I  have  a  further  End  in  this  matter  ;  you 
mufl  know  there  is  in  the  fame  Houfe  a  young  Heirefs, 
one  Colonel  Vownright^s  Daughter,  whom  I  love,  I 
think  not  in  vain ;  her  Father  indeed  has  an  implacable 
Hatred  to  me,  for  which  reafon  I  can  but  feldom  viiit 
her,  and  in  this  Affair  I  have  need  of  a  Friend  in  that 
Houfe. 

H(rz,  Me.you're  furc  of. 

Tr'tend,  And  thus  you'll  have  an  opportunity  to  manage 
both  our  Amours :  Here  you  will  find  occalion  to  fhew 
your  Courage,  as  well  as  exprefs  your  Love  ;  for  at  this 
lime  the  Indians^  by  our  ill  Management  of  Trade,  whom 
we  have  armed  againft  our  felves,  very  frequency  make 
War  upon  us  wirh'our  own  Weapons ;  tho  often  coming 
by  the  worft,  they  are  forced  to  make  Peace  with  us  a- 
gain,  but  fo,  as  upon  every  turn  they  fall  to  maflacring 
us  wherever  we  lie  expofed  to  them, 

Haz.  I  heard  the  News  of  this  in  England^  which 
haflens  the  new  Governour's  Arrival  here,  who  brings 
you  frefh  Supplies. 

Tr'tend.  Would  he  were  landed,  we  hear  he  is  a  noble 
Gentleman. 

Max..  He  has  all  the  Qualities  of  a  Gallant  Man :  be- 
i'u\^s,  he  is  nobly  born. 

friend.  This  Country  wants  nothing  but  to  be  peopled 
with  a  well-born  Race,  to  make  it  one  of  the  beft  Colo^ 
nies  in  the  World  ;  but  for  want  of  a  Govcmour  we  are 
ruled  by  a  Council,  feme  of  whom  have  been  perhaps 
tranfported  Crimlnaif,  who  having  acquired  great  Eftates, 
are  now  become  your  Honour  and  Right  Wcrfhipful,  and 
pofTefs  all  Places  of  Authority  ;  there  are  amongft  them 
fome  honef\  Gendemen,  who  now  begin  to  take  upon 
'em,  and  manage  Affairs  as  they  ought  to  be. 
kiaz*  Bacon  I  think  was  one  of  the  Council. 
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Friend,  Now  you  have  named  a  Man  indeed  above 
the  common  Rank,  by  Nature  generous,  brave,  refolv'd 
and  daring  •,  who  ftudying  the  Lives  of  the  Romans  and 
great  Men,  that  have  raifed  themfelv.es  to  the  moft  ele- 
vated Fortunes,  fancies  it  eafy  ion  ambitious  Men  to  aim 
at  any  pitch  of  Glory.  I've  heard  him  often  fay,  Why 
cannot  I -conquer  the  Univerfe  as  well  as  Alexander  ?  cb 
like  another  Romulus^  form  a  new  Rome^  and  mak^  my 
feir  ador'd  ? 

Haz.»  Why  might  he  not  ?  Great  Souls  are  born  in 
common  Men  fometimes,  as  well  as-Princes. 

Friend.  This  Thirft  of  Glory  cherifh'd  by  fallen  Melan- 
choly, I  believe,  was  the  firft  motive  that  made  him  in 
love'  with  the  young  Indian  Qiieen,  fancying  no  Hero 
ought  to  be  without  his  Princefs,  And  this  was  the  rea- 
fon  why  he  fo  earneftly  prefs'd  for  a  Commlflion,  to  be 
madeXseneral  againft  x\\t  Indians^  which  long  was  pro- 
mis'd  him ;  but  they  fearing  his  Ambition,  ftili  put  him 
off,  till  the  Grievances  grew  fo  high,  that  the  whole 
Country  flock'd  to  him,  and  beg'd  he  would  redrefs 
them.—^^ — rHe  took  the  opportunity,  and  led  them  forth 
to  fight,  and  vancjui filing  .btought  the  Easmy  to  fair. 
Terms  j  but  now  inftead  of  receiving  him  as  a  Conqueror, 
we  treat- him^s  a  Traitor, 

Haz..  Then  it  feems  all  the  Crime  this  brave^.  Fellow 
has  committed,  is  ferving  his  Country  without  Authority, . 

Friend.  'Tis  fo,  and  however  I  admire  the  Man,  .1  jam 
refolv'd  to  be  of  the  contrary  Party,  that  I  may  make 
an  Intereft  in  our  new  Governor.  Thus  fland  Affairs,. 
fo  that  after  you  have  fee n  Madam  Surdovs^  I'll  prefent 
you  to  the  Council  for  a  Commifiion. 

Han,  But  my  Kinfman's  Charader    .         ■ 

Friend,  He  was  a  Leicefterjhire  younger  Brother,  came 
over  with  a  fmall  Fonune,  which  his  Induftry  has  increas'di 
to  a  thoufand  Pounds  a  year,-;  and  .he  is  now  Colons! 
John  Surelove^  and  one  of  the  Council. 

Haz.*  Enough. 

Friend.  About  it  then,  Madam  llirt  to  dired  you.^ 

ii^x.*  You  are  fuU  of  your  Madams  hrrc« 

Irlind* 
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Friend,  Oh  !  'tis  the  greateft  Affront  imaginable  to 
call  a  Woman  Miftrefs,  the  but  a  retail  Brandy-monger,- 
Adieu. One  thing  more,  to  morrow  is  our  Country- 
Court,  pray  do  not  fail  to  be  there,  for  the  rarity  of  the 
Entertainment  :  but  I  fhall  fee  you  anon  at  SureloVe^s, 
where  I'll  falute  thee  as  my  firft  meeting,  and  as  an  old 
Acquaintance  in  England,        here's  Company,  farewel. 

[Exit  Friendi 
Enter  Dullman,  Timorous  and  Boozer, 
Hazard //i  at  a  Table  and  writes. 

Dull,  Here,  Nell Well,  Lieutenant  Boozer,  what 

are  you  for  ? 

Enter  NcU. 

Booz,  I  am  for  cooling  Nants,  Major. 

Bull,  Here,  Nell^  a  Quart  of  Nants^  and  fome  Pipes- 
and  Tobacco. 

Tim,  And  do  ye  hear,  Nell^  bid  your  Miftrefs  come  in 
to  joke  a  little  with  us  ^  for  adzoors  1  was  damnable  drunk 
laft  Night,  and  I  am  better  at  the  Petticoat  than  the  Boule 
to  day. 

Dull,  Drunk  laft  Night,  and  fick  to  Day !  how  comes 
that  about,  Mr.  Juftice  >  you  ufe  to  bear  your  Brandy  well 
enough, 

Tim.  Ay,  your  flifer  Brandy  I'll  grant  you;  but  I  was 
drunk  at  Col.  Vownright^s  with  your  high  Burgundy 
Claret. 

Dull.  A  Pox  of  that  paultry  Liquor,  your  EngUfu 
Trench  Wine,  I  wondei'  how  the  Gentlemen  do  to  drink 
it. 

Tim.  Ay,  fo  do  I,  *i!s  for  want  of  a  little  Virginia^ 
Breeding  ;  how  much  more  like  a  Gentleman  'tis,  to  drink- 
as  we  do,  brave  edifying  Punch  and  Brandy. —  But  they 
fay,  the  young  Noblemen  now,  and  Sparks  in  England, 
begin  to  reform,  and  take  \t  for  their  Mornings  draught, 
get  drunk  by  Noon,  and  defplfe  the  loufy  Juice  of  the 
Crape. 

Enter  Mrs.  Flirt. 

Dull,  Come,  Landlady,  come,  you  are  ^o  taken  up 
with  Parfon  Dunce,  that  your  old  Friends  can't  drink  a 
Dram  with  you.-——  What,  no  fmutty  Catch  now,  no 

Gibe 
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<jibe  or  Joke  to  make  the  Punch  go  down  merrily,  and 
advance  Trading  ?  Nay,  they  fay,  Gad  forgive  ye,  yoii 
never  mifs  going  to  Church  when  Mr.  "Dunce  preaches. — 
but  here's  to  you.  \jDr'mks^ 

Flirt.  Lords,  your  Honours  are  pleas'd  to  be  merry— 
but  my  fervice  to  your  Honour.  [Drinks, 

Haz»  Honours!  who  the  Devil  have  we  here  ?  fome 
of  the  wife  Council  at  leaft,  I'd  fooner  take  'em  for  Hog- 
gerds.  [Afide. 

Flirt,  Say  what  you  pleafe  of  the  Doftor,  but  I'il 
fwear  he's  a  fine  Gentleman,  he  makes  the  pi-ettieft  Son- 
nets,  naj',  and  fings  'em  himfelf  to  the  rareft  Tunes. 

Tim,  Nay,  the  Man  will  ferve  for  both  Soul  and  Body  ; 
for  they  fay  he  was  a  Farrier  in  England^  but  breaking 
turn'd  Life-guard-man,  and  his  Horfe  dying,  he  counter- 
feited a  Deputation  from  the  Bifhop,  and  came  over  here 
a  fubftantial  Orthodox.  But  come,  where  ftands  the  Cup  ? 
Here,  my  fervice  to  you.  Major, 

lUrt.  Your    Honours  are    pleas'd, but   methinks 

Dodor  Dunce  is  a  very  edif)'ing  Perfon,  and  a  Gentle- 
man, and  I  pretend  to  know  a  Gentleman  ^  for  I  my 
felfama  Gentlewoman;  my  Father  was  a  Baronet,  but 
undone  in  the  late  Rebellion,  and  I  am  fain  to  keep  aa 
Ordinary  now,  Heaven  help  me, 

Tim.  Good  lack,  why  fee  how  Virtue  may  be  bely'd. 

We  heard  your  Father   was  a  Taylor,  but  trufting  foe 

^old  OUver^s  Funeral   broke,  and  fo  came  hither  to  hide 

'his  Head. But  my  fervice  to  you  j  what,  you  are  ne- 

•ver  the  worfe  ? 

Flirt.  Your  Honour  knows  this  is  a  fcandalous  place, 
for  they  fay  your  Honour  was  but  a  broken  Excife-Man, 
who  fpent  the  King's  Money  to  buy  your  Wife  fine  Petti- 
coats ;  and  at  laft  not  worth  a  Groat,  you  came  over  a 
poor  Servant,  tho  now  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace,  and  of  the 
Honourable  Council- 

Tim.  Adz  zoors,  if  I  knew  who  'twas  faid  fo,  l*d  fue 
him  for  Scandalum  Magnatum. 

Dull.  Hang  'em  Scoundrels,  hang*em,  they  live  upoa 

Scandal,  andj  we  are  Scandal- proof. They  fay  too, 

that  1  was  a  Tinker,  and  running  the  Country,  robb'd  a 

Gentle- 
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man's  Houfe  there,  was  put  into  Kewgatey  got  a  R?*. 
piieve-after  Condemnation,  and  was  tranrported  hither  • 
and  that  you,  Boozer^  was  a  common  Pick-pockety 
and  being  often  flogg'd  at  the  Carts-tale,  afterwards 
turn'd  Evidence,  and  when  the  Times  grew  honeft  was 
fain  to.  flie. 

Booz.»  Ay,  ay,  M3)or,  if  Scandal  would,  have,  broke  our 
Hearts,  we  bad  not  arrivM  to  the  Honour  43f  being  Privy.- 
Counfellors. — But  come,  Mrs.  f ///■/,  what  never  a  Song 
to  entertain  us  ? 

TlL*-t.  Yes,  and  a  Singer  too  newly  come  afliore. 

Ttm.  Adz  zoors,  let's  have  it  then. 

Enter  a  Girl  who  fujgf,  they  hear  a  Bob, 

Max.,  Here,  Maid,  a.Tankard  of  your  Drink. 

jF^vr/.  Qu-ckly,  Nell^  wait  upon  the  Gentleman.    , 

Dull.  Pleafe  you,  Sir,  \o  .tafte  of  cur  Liquor. Mjr 

fcrvice  xo  you.;    I  fee  you  are  a  Stranger,  and  alone,; 
pleafe  you  to  come  to  our  Table  ? 

[H^  r\[es  and  comeso 

Flirt,  Come.  Sir,  pray  fit  down  here  ;  thefe  are  very 
honourable  Perfons  I  alTure  you:  This  is  Major  Dullman^ 
Major  of  his  Excellency's^  o.wn  Regiment,  when  he  ac- 
rives ;  thi5  Mr.  Timorous,  Juftice  a  Peace  in  Corum  ;  this 
Captain  Boozer,  all  of  the  honourable  Council. 

Haz..  With  your  leave,  Gentlemen.  [Sits,. 

Tim,  My  fervice  to  you,  Sir,  [Drmki. 

Whn  have  you  brought  over  arvy  CargOj  Sir?    I'll  be 
your  Cuflomer.  . 

Booz,,  Ay,  and  cheat  him  too,  I'll  warrant  him.  [Afidg, 

Haz.,  I  was  not  bred  to  Merchandizing,  Sir,  nor  do  in- 
tend to  follow  the  drudgery  of  Trading, " 

JyulU  Menof  Fortune  feldom  travel  hither,  Sir,  to  fee 
Pafhions. 

Tim,  Why,  Brother,  it  may  be  the  Gentleman  has  a 
mind  to  be  a  Planter ;  will  you  hire  your  felf  to  make.a 
Crop  of  Tobacco  this  Year? 

Haz.,  I  was  not  born  to  work,  Sir, 

Tim,  Not.workj  Sir!  Zoors,  your.  Betters -have  work  t. 
Sir.  I  have  workt  my  felf,  Sir,  both  fet  and  ftript  To- 
bacco, for  all  I  am.  of  the.  honourable  Couacil.     Not 

work 
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work  quoth  a  ! —  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  wear  your  Fortune 
upon  your  Back,  Sir? 

Hak.  Is  it  your  Cuftomhere,  Sir,  to  aiFront  Strangers? 
1  ihall  expea  Satisfaaion.  iRifes. 

Tim,  Why,  does  any  body  here  owe  you  any  thing  ? 
DulL  No,  unlefs  he  means  to   be  paid  for  drinking 

with  us, ha,  ha,  ha, 

Haz,,  No,  Sir,  1  have  Money  to  pay  for  what  I  drink : 
here's  my  Glub,  my  Guinea,  il^l'mgs  hwn-  a  Guinea. 

1  fcorn  to  be  oblig'd  lo  fuch  Scoundrels. 

Booz. '  Humfc—. call  Men  of  Honour  Scoundrels. 

[Rife  in  huff, 
Tim,  Let  him  atene,   let  him  alone,  Brother;  how 
ftiould  he  learn  Manners?  he  never  was  in  Virginia  be- 
fore. 

Dull.  He's  fome  Covent- Garden  Biilly. 
Tim,  Or  fome  broken  Citizen  turn'd  Faaor. 
.  Haz,  Sir,  you  lye,  and  you  arc  a  Rafcal. 

[flings  the  Brandy  in  his  Face. 
Tim.  Adz  zoors  hehas  fpil'd  all  the  Brandy. 

[Tim.   runs  behind   the   Booryl>\x\\.  and 

Booz,  firikt  Hazard. 

Haz.  I  underftand  no  Cudgel-play,  but  wear  a  Sword 

to  right  myfelf.  {Draxvs,  they  run  of. 

Flirt.  Good  Heavens !  what,  quarelling  in  my  Houfe? 

Haz.  Do  the  Perfons  of  Quality  in  this  Country  treat 

•Strangers  thus  ? 

Flirt.  Alas,  Sir,  'tis  a  familiar  way  they  have.  Sir. 
Haz.  Vm  glad  1  know  it. — Pray,  Madam,  can  you  in- 
*  form  one  how  I  may  be  furnilh'd  with  a  Horfe  and  a 
^<5uide  to  Madam  Surelove^s  ^ 

Flirt.  A  moft  accomplifh'd  Lady,  arid  roy  very  good 
V Friendy  you  ihall  be  immediately—--  [Exeunt. 
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Snter  VTellman,  Downright,  Dunce,  Whimfey,  WhifF, 
and  others. 

Well.  Come,  Mr,  Bunce^  tho  you  are  no  Counfellor, 
yet  your  Counfel  may  be  good  in  time  of  Neceffiiy,  as 
now. 

Bun,  If  I  may  be  worthy  Advice,  I  do  not  look  upon 
our  Danger  to  be  fo  great  from  the  Indians,  as  from 
young  Bacony  whom  the  People  have  nick-nam'd  Tright- 

Whim,  Ay,  ay,  that  fame  Bacon,  I  would  he  were 
well  hang'd:  I  am  afraid  that  under  the  pretence  of 
killing  all  the  Indians  he  means  to  murder  us,  lie  with 
our  Wives,  and  hang  up  our  h'ttle  Children,  and  make 
himfelf  Lord  and  King. 

Whiff.  Brother  Whimfey,  not  fo  hot ;  with  leave  of  the 
honourable  Board,  my  Wife  is  of  opinion,  that  Bacon 
came  feafonably  to  our  Aid,  and  what  he  has  done  was 
for  our  Defence,  the  Indians  came  down  upon  us,  and 
ravifh'd  us  all,  Men,  Women,  and  Children. 

Well.  If  thefe  Grievances  were  not  redreft,  we  had  our 
Reafons  for  ic;  it  was  not  that  we  were  infenfible,  Cap- 
tain Whijf\  of  what  we  fuffer'd  from  the  Infolence  of  the , 
Indians*,  but  all  knew  what  we  muft  expeft  from  Bacon^ 
i^  that  by  lawful  Authority  he  had  arrived  to  fo  -great  a 
Command  as  General;  nor  would  we  be  hufft  out  of  our 
Commifllons. 

Down,  'Tis  moft  certain  th^t  Bacon  did  not  demand  a 
CommifHon  out  of  a  defign  of  ferving  us,  but  to  fatisfy 
his  Ambition  and  his  Love ;  it  being  no  fecrec  that  he 
paffionately  admires  the  Indian  Queen,  and  under  the 
pretext  of  a  War,  intends  to  kill  the  King  her  Husband, 
eftablifh  himfelf  in  her  Heart,  and  on  ail  occafions  make 
himfelf  a  more  formidable  Enemy  than  the  Indians 
are. 

Whim,  Nay,  nay,  I  ever  forefaw  he  would  prove  a 
Villain. 

Whiff, 
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whiff.  Nay,  and  he  be  thereabout,  my  Nancy  fliall 
have  no  more  to  do  with  him. 

Well.  But  Gentlemen,  the  People  daily  flock  to  blm^ 
fo  that  his  Army  is  too  confiderable  for  us  to  oppofe  by 
any  thing  but  Policy. 

Down.  We  are  fenfible,  Gentlemen,  that  our  Fortunes, 
our  Honours,  and  our  Lives  are  at  ftake;  and  therefore 
you  are  call'd  together  to  confult  what's  to  be  done  in  this 
Grand  Affair,  till  our  Governour  and  Forces  arrive  from 
England :  the  Truce  he  made  with  the  Indians  will  be 
cut  to  morrow. 

Whiff,  Ay,  and  then  he  intends  to  have  another  bout 
with  the  Indians.  Let's  have  patience,  I  fay,  till  he  has 
thrumb'd  their  Jackets,  and  then  to  work  with  your  Poli- 
ticks as  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

Down.  Colonel  Wellman  has  anfwer'd  that  point,  good 
Captain  Whiff:,  'tis  the  Event  of  this  Battel  we  ought  to 
dread  ;  and  if  won  or  loft,  will  be  equally  fatal  for  us, 
either  from  the  Indians  or  homBacon, 

Dunce.  With  the  Permiflion  of  the  honourable  Board, 
I  think  1  have  hit  upon  an  Expedient  that  may  prevent 
this  Battel  :  your  Honours  Ilia! I  write  a  Letter  to  Bacon j 
where  you  fhall  acknowledge  his  Services,  invite  him  kind- 
ly home,  and  offer  him  a  Commiffion  for  General — • 

Whiff.  Juft  my  Nancy's  Counfel Dr.  Dunce  has 

fpoken  like  a  Cherubin,  he  fhall  have  my  Voice  for  Ge- 
neral ;  what  fay  you,  Brother  Whimfey  ^ 

Down,  I  fay  he  ^is  a  noble  Fellow,  and  fit  for  a  Ge- 
neral. 

Dunce,  But  conceive  me  right,  Gentlemen  ;  as  (bon  as 
he  {hall  have  render'd  himfelf,  feize  him,  and  ftrike  ofF 
his  Head  at  the  Fort. 

Whiff,  Hum  !  his  Head Brother. 

Whim,  Ay,  ay,  Dr.  Dunce  (peaks  like  a  Cherubin. 

Well,  Mr.  Dunce.,  your  Council  in  extremity,  I  confefs, 
is  not  amifs  ;  but  1  fliould  be  loih  to  deal  difltionourably 
^vith  any  Man. 

Down,  His  Crimes  deferve  Death,  his  Life  is  forfeited 
by  Law,  but  (hall  never  be  taken  by  my  confent  by 
Treachery ;  If  by  any  Stratagem  we  could  take  him  alive, 

and 
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and  either  fend  him  for  England  to  receive  there  his  Tu- 
nifhment,  or  keep  him  Prifoner  here  till  the  Governoiir 
arrive,  I 'fiiould  agree  to  it ;- but  Iqireftion  his  coming 
in  Upon  our  Invitation. 

Dun,  Leave  that  to  me. 
"V/him,  Come,  I'll  warrant  him,  the  Rogue's  as  ftout 
^s  HedJor,  he  fears  neither  Heaven  nor  Hell. 

Down*  He*s  too  brave  and  bold  to  refufe  our  Sum- 
mons, and  I  am  for  fending  him  for  Englandy  and 
leaving  him  to  the  King's  Mercy. 

Dun,  In  that  you'll  find  more  difficulty,  Sir  ♦,  to  take 
Mm  eff  here  will  be  more  quick  and  fudden  :'for  the 
people  worfhip  him. 

Well,  ril  never  yield  to  (o  ungenerous  an  Expedient. 
The  feizing  him  1  am  content  in  the  Extremity  wherein 
\ve  are  to  follow.  What  fay  you,  Colonel  Doiv7ir'tght  / 
{hall  we  f^nd  him  a  Letter  now,  whiie  this  two  days 
Truce  lafts,  between  him  and  the  Indians  ^ 

Down.  I  approve  it. 

All,  And  I,  and  I,  andl. 

D/<».  If  your  Honours  pleafe  10  make  me  the  Mef- 
fenger,  I'll  ufe  fome  Arguments  of  my  own  to  prevail 
with  him. 

Well,  You  fty  well,  Mr.  Dunce,  and  we'll  difpatch 
you  prefently.  [€'x.  Well.  Down,  and  all  but 

Whim.  Whiff  and  Dunce. 

Whijf.  Ah,  Doflor,  if  you  could  but  have  perfuaded  Co- 
lonel Welhnan  and  Colonel  Downright  to  have  hanged 
him— - 

Whim.  Why,  Brother  PT/^/j/f J  r you  were  for  making  him 
a  General  but  no-vV. 

Whijf.  The  Counfels  of  wife  -States-men,  Brothsr 
Whi?njey,  muft  change  as  Caufes  do,  d  ye  fee, 

i?4;7.  Your  Honours  are  in  the  right  ;  and  whatever 
thofe  two  leading  Counfellors  iay,  they  would  be  glad  if 
Bacon  were  difpatch'd :  but  the  pundilio  of  Honour  is 
fuch  a  thing. 

Whim.  Honour^  a  Pox  on't ;  what  is  that  Honour  that 
keeps  fuch  a  buftle  in  the  World,  yet' never  did^ood  as  I 
heard  of  ? 

Dun. 
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D«».  Why,  *tis  a  foolifii  word  only,  taken  up  by  great 
Men,  but  rarely  praftis'd. —  But  if  you  wou'd  be  great 
Men  indeed  ■ 

Whiff,  If  he  wou*d,  Dodor,  name,  name  the  way, 

"Dun,  Why,  you  command  each  of  you  a  Company— 
when  Bacon  comes  from  the  Camp,  as  I  am  fure  he  will, 
(and  full  of  this  filly  thing  cal.'d  Honour,  will  come  un- 
guarded too)  lay  fome  of  your  Men  in  Ambufh  along 
thofe  Ditches  by  the  Sevana,  about  a  Mile  from  the  Town  ; 
and  as  he  comes  by,  feize  him,  and  hang  him  up  upon 
the  next  Tree. 

Whiff,  Hum hang  him !   a  rare  Plot. 

Whim,  Hang  him  ! we'll  do't,  we'll  do't,  Sir,  and 

I  doubt  not  but  to  be  made  General  for  the  Aftion 

I'll  take  it  all  upon  my  felf.  [Afide, 

Bun,  If  you  refolve  upon  this,  you  muft  about  in- 

flantly Thus  I    fhall  at  once  ferve  my  Country,  and 

revenge  my  felf  on  the  Rafcal  for  affronting  my  Dignity 
once  at  the  Council-Table,  by  calling  me  Farrier.  [Ex.  Dr, 

Whiff,  Do  you  know,  Brother,  what  we  are  to  do  ? 

Whim,  To  do  !  yes,  to  hang  a  General,  Brother,  that's 
all. 

Whiffy  All  !  but  is  it  lawful  to  hang  any  General  ? 

Whim,  Lawful,  yes,  that  'tis  lawful  to  hang  any  Ge- 
neral that  fights  againft  Law. 

Whiff.  But  in  what  he  has  done,  he  has  ferv'd  the 
King  and  our  Country,  and  preferv'd  our  Lives  and  For- 
tunes, 

Whim,  That's  all  one.  Brother;  if  there  be  but  a  Quirk 
in  the  Law  offended  in  this  Cafe,  the  he  fought  like  A' 
lexandety  and  preferv'd  the  whole  World  from  Perdition, 
yet  if  he  did  it  againft  Law,  'tis  lawful  to  hang  him ; 
why  what,  Brother,  is  it  fit  that  every  impudent  Fellow 
that  pretends  to  a  little  Honour,  Loyalty  and  Courage, 
fhould  ferve  his  King  and  Country  againft  the  Law  ?  no, 
no.  Brother,  thefe  things  are  not  to  be  fuffer'd  in  a  civil 

Government  by  Law  eftablifh'd, wherefore  let's  about 

it.  lExeunu 
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Enter  Ranter  and  her  Coachman, 
'   'Ran,  Here,  Jefer'jy  ye  drunken  Dog,  fet  your  Coach 
and  Horfes  up,  Til  not  go  till  the  cool  of  the  Evening,  I 
,  love  to  ride  in  Frefco, 

Enter  a  Bey, 
Coach,  Yes,   after  hard  drinking— [4/^^^']      It    fliall 
be  done.  Madam. 
Ran,  How  now,.  Boy,  is  U^dim.Siirdove  at  home  ? 
'Boy,  Yes,  Madam, 
i.  Ran,  Go  tell  her  I  am  here.  Sirrah. 
Boy,  Who  are  you  pray  forfooth  ? 
Ran,  Why,  you  Son  of  a  Baboon  ddn'i  you  know  me  ? 
.  'Boy,  No,  Madam,  I  came  over  hut  in  the  laft  Ship. 

Ran,  What,  from  Newgate  or  Bridezvel  ^  from  fhove* 
ing  the  Tumbler,  Sirrah,  lifting  or  filing  the  Cly  ? 

^Boy,  I  don*c  underftand  this  Country  Language,  for- 
footh, yer. 

Rant  You  Rogue,  *tfs  what  we  tranfport  from  England 

£rft go,  ye  Dog,  go  tell  your  Lady  the  Widow  Ran- 

ter  is  come  to  dine  with  her ^Extt  Boy.]     1  hope  I 

fhall  not  find  that  Kog\xQ  Daring  here  fniveling  after  Mrs. 
Chrifante  :  If  I  do,  by  the  Lord  I'll  lay  him  thick.    Pox 
on  him  why  (hou'd  I  love  the  Dog,  unlefs  it  be  a  Judg- 
;  znent  upon  me. 

Enter  Surelove  and  Chrifante, 
-—My  dear  Jewel,  how  do'ft  do  ? as  for  you  Gen- 
tlewoman, you  are  my  Rival,  and  I  am  in  Rancour  a- 
oainft  you  till  you  have  renounc'd  my  Daring, 
^  Chrif.  All  the  Intereft  I  have  in '  him.  Madam,  I  re- 
fign  to  you. 

Ran,  Ay,  but  your  Houfe  lying  fo  near  the  Camp, 

gives  me  mortal  Fears -but  prithee  how  thrives  thy  A- 

mour  with  honed  Friendly  ? 

Chrif,  As  well  as  an  Amour  can  that  is  abfolutely  forbid 
by  a  Father  on  one  fide,  and  purfued  by  a  good  Refolu- 
j.lion  on  the  other. 
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R4W.  Hay  Gad,  I'll  warrant  for  Friendly^  Refolution 
what  tho  his  Fortune  be  not  anfwerable  to  yours,  we  are 
bound  10  help  one  another, —  Here,  Boy,  fome  Pipes 
and  a  Bowl  oF  Punch ;  you  know  my  Humour,  Madam, 
I  muft  fmoak  and  drink  in  a  Morning,  or  I  am  maukifti 
all  day,    . 

Sure.  But  will  you  drink  Punch  in  a  Mornin^^  ? 

Ran,  Punch  !  ^tis  my  Morning's  Draught,  my  Table, 
drink,  my  Treat,  my  Regal io,  my  every  thing ;  ah  my 
dear  Surelove,  if  thou  wou'd  but  refrefh  and  chear  thy 
Heart  with  Punch  in  a  Morning,  thou  wou'dft  not  look 
thus  cloudy  all  the  day. " 

Enter  Pipes  and  a  great  Bowl,  (Joe  falls  to  fmoaking. 

Sure.  I  have  reafon,  Madam,  to  be  melancholy,  I 
have  received  a  Letter  from  my  Husband,  who  gives  me 
an  account  that  he  is  worfe  in  England  than  when  he  was 
here,  fo  that  I  fear  I  fhall  fee  him  no  more,  the  DoAors 
can  do  no  good  on  him, 

R^a.  A  very  good  hearing.  I  wonder  what  the  Devil 
thou  haft  done  with  him  fo  Jong  ?  an  old  fufty  weather- 
beaten  Skeleton,  as  dried  as  Stock-filh,  and  much  of  the 
Hue.— Come,  come,  here's  to  the  next,  may  he  be 
young,  Heaven,  1  befeech  thee.  [Drinks 

5«rf.  You  have  reafon  to  praife  an  old  Man,  who 
dy  d  and  left  you  worth  fifty  thoufand  Founds. 

^    Ran.  Ay,  Gad^ and  vvhai*s  better,  Sweat  heart,  dy'i 

in  good  time  too,  and  left  me  young  enough  to  fpend 

this  fifty  thoufand  Pounds  in  better  Company -reft 

his  Soul  for  that  too. 

C^r;/.  I  doubt  'twill  be  all  laid  out  in  Bacon*i  mad 
Lieutenant  General  Baring, 

Ran,  Faith,  1  think  I  could  lend  it  the  Roeuc  on  eood 
Security.  °  ° 

Chrif,  What's  that,  to  be  bound  Body  for  Body? 

R4».  Rather  than  he  (hould  love  no  body»s  Body  be- 
fides  my  own  ;  but  my  fortune  h  too  good  to  truft  the 
Rogue,  my  Money  makes  me  an  Infidel. 

Chrif,  You  think  they  all  love  you  for  that. 
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Ran*  For  that,  33',  what  elfe  ?  if  ft  were  not  for  that, 
1  might  fit  ftill  and  figh,,  and  cry  out,  a  Miracle  !  a  Mi- 
racle '.  at  fight  of  a  Man  within  my  Doors. 
Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  Madam,    here's   a    young  Gentleman  without 
wou'd  fpeak  with  you. 

Sure,  With  me  ?  fure  thou'rt  miftaken  5  is  it  not 
friendly  ^ 

Maid,  No,  Madam,  'tis  a  Stranger. 

Ran,  *Tis  not  Baring^  that  Rogue,  is  it  ? 

Maid,  No,  Madam. 

Ran,  Is  he  handfome?  does  he  look  like  a  Gentleman? 

Maid,  He's  handfome,  and  feems  a  Gentleman. 

Ran.  Bring  him  in  then,  I  hate  a  Converfation  with- 
out a  Fellow, — hah, — a  good  handfome  Lad  indeed. 
Enter  Hazard  -with  a  Letter, 

Sure,  With  me.  Sir,  would  you  fpeak  ? 

Haz,,  If  you  are  Madam  Surelove, 

Sure,  So  I  am  call'd. 

Baz.  Madam,  I  am  nev;ly  arriv'd  from  England,  and 

from  your  Husband  my  Kinfman  bring  you  this. 

IGives  a  Letter, 

Ran,  Pleafe  you  to  fit,  Sir. 

Haz.  She's  extremely  handfome.      [Ajide—fis  down. 

Ran,  Come,  Sir,  will  you  fmoke  a  Pipe  ? 

Hax,,  I  never  do.  Madam. 

Ran.  Oh  fie  upon't,  you  muft  learn  then,  we  all  fmoke 

liere,  'tis  a  part  of  good  Breeding Well,  well,  what 

Cargo,  what  Goods  have  ye  ?  any  Points,  Lace,  rich 
Stuffs,  Jewels  •,  if  you  have,  I'll  be  your  ChafFerer,  I 
live  bard  by,  any  body  will  direft  you  to  the  Widow 
Ranter*s, 

Haz.,  I  have  already  heard  of  you,  Madam. 

Ran,  What,  you  are  like  all  the  young  Fellows,  the 
fift  thing  they  do  when  they  come  to  a  ftrange  Place,  is 
to  enquire  what  Fortunes  there  are. 

Haz.,  Madam,  I  had  no  fuch  Ambition. 

Ran.  Gad,   then  you're  a  Fool,  Sir ;  but  come,  my 

fervice  to  you ;  we  rich  Widows  are  the  bcft  Commodity 

^     '  this 
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this  Country  affords,  I'll  lell  you  that.        \Xh'ii  while  (ht- 

reads  the  Letttr, 

Sure*  Sir,  my  Husband  has  recommended  you  here  I'n 
a  moft  particular  manner,  by  which  I  do  not  only  find 
the  efteem  he  has  for  you,  but  the  deiire  he  has  oF 
gaining  you  mine,  which  on  a  double  fcore  I  render  you, 
fiift  for  his  fake,  next  for  thofe  Merits  that  appear  in  yous 
felf. 

Eaz*  Madam,  the  endeavours  of  my  Life  fliall  be  to 
exprefs  my  Gratitude  for  this  great  Bounty. 
Enter  Maid, 

Maid,  Madam,  Mr.  Friendly's  here. 

Sure.  Bring  him  in.  » 

Haz.  Friendly  / 1  had  a  dear  Friend  of  that  name^ 

who  I  hear  is  in  thefe  Parts. Pray  Heaven  it  be  he* 

Ran,  How  now,  Charles. 

Enter  Friendly. 

Friend,  Mad^m,  your  Servant  Hah  !  fhould  not  I 

know  you  for  my  dear  Friend  Hazard.    [^Embracing  hiru, 

Haz.  Or  you*re  to  blame,  my  Friendly. 

Friend.   Prithee  what  calm  brought  thee  afnore  ? 

Haz*  Fortune  de  la  guerre^  but  prithee  ask  me  no  Qiief^ 
lions  in  fo  good  Company,  where  a  Minute  loft  from  this 
Converfation  is  a  Misfortune  not  to  be  retrieved. 

Friend,  Doft  like  her,  Roeue  iSoftly  afide, 

Haz.  Like  her !  have  I    fighr,  or  fenfe  ? ^1})',  I 

adore  her. 

Friend.  Mrs.Chrifantej  I  heard  your  Father  wou'd  not 
be  here  to  day,  which  made  me  fnatch  this  opportunity  o 
feeing  you. 

Ran.  Come,  come,  a  Pox  of  this  whining  Love,  it 
fpoils  good  Company. 

Friend.  You  know,  my  dear  Friend,  thefe  Opportuni- 
ties come  but  feldom,  and  therefore  I  muft  make  ufe  of 
them. 

Ran^  Come,  come,  Til  give  you  a  better  Opportunity 
at  my  Houfe  to  morrow,  we  are  to  eat  a  Buffalo  there, 
and  ril  fecure  the  old  Gentleman  from  coming. 

Friend,  Then  I   Ihali  fee  Chrifante  once  more  before 
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Chrif,  Go— Heavens — whfther,  my  Friendly  ? 

Friend*  I  have  received  a  Commiflion  to  go  agalnft 
the  Indians^  Bacon  being  fent  for  home. 

Ran.  But  will  he  come  when  fent  for  > 

Friend,  If  he  refufe  we  are  to  endeavour  to  force  him. 

Chrif,  I  do  not  think  he  will  be  forced,  not  even  by 
Friendly . 

friend.  And  faith  it  goes  aoainft  my  Confcience  to  lift 
my  Sword  againft  him,  for  he  is  truly  brave,  and  wha: 
he  has  done,  a  Service  to  the  Country,  had  it  but  been 
by  Authority. 

Chrif.  What  pity  'tis  there  fhould  be  fuch  falfe  Maxims 
in  the  World,  that  noble  Aftions,  however  great,  muft 
be  criminal  for  want  of  a  Law  to  authorife  'em. 

Friend,  Indeed  'tis  pity  that  when  Laws  are  faulty  they 
ihould  not  be  mended  or  abolifh'd. 

Ran,  Hark  ye,  Charles^  by  Heaven  if  you  kill  my 
Daring  1*11  piftol  you. 

Friend.  No,  Widow,  I'll  fpare  him  for  your  fake. 

Haz,  Oh  (he's  all  divine,  and  all  the  Breath  fhe  utters 
ferves  but  to  blow  my  Flame. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid,  Madam,  Dinner*s  on  the  Table— — 

Sftre,  Pieafe  you,  Sir,  to  walk  in— come,  Mr.  Friendly. 

[she  takes  Hazard. 

Ra»,  Prithee  good  Wench  bring  in  the  Punch- Bowl. 

lExeuntt 
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A  Pavilion. 

Vifcovers  the  Indian  King  and  Glueen  fitting  in  States 
xvith  Guards  of  Indians,  Men  and  Women  attending  : 
To  them  Bacon  richly  drefs'd^  attended  by  Daringg 
FeaHefs  and  other  Officers  •,  he  bows  to  the  King  and 
§}j4een^  who  rife  to  receive  him. 

King.  T  Am  forry,  Sir,  we  meet  upon  thefe  Terras,  we 
JL  who  fo  often  have  embrac'd  as  Fiiends. 

^ac.  How  charming  is  the  Qu?en  !  I A  fide.-]  War, 
Sir,  is  not  my  Rufinefs  nor  my  Pleafure  :  Nor  was  1  bred 
in  Arms,  my  Country*^  Good  has  forced  me  to  aflume  a 
Soldier's  Life  ;  and  *iis  with  much  regiet  that  I  employ 
the  firft  Effet^s  cf  it  againft  ray  Friends :  yet  whilft  I 
p^v—  whilft  this  CelTation  lafts,  i  beg  we  may  exchange 
thofe  Friendfhips,  Sir,  we  have  fo  ohen  paid  in  happier 
Peace. 

King,  For  your  parr,  Sir,  yoifve  been  fo  noble,  that  I 
repent  the  fatal  DfFerence  that  makes  us  meet  in  Arms, 
Yet  tho  I'm  young,  Tm  fenfible  of  Injuries  ;  and  ofc 
have  heard  my  Grandfire  fay,  That  we  were  Monarchs 
once  of  all  this  fpacious  World,  till  you,  an  unknowo 
People,  landing  here,  diftrefs'd  and  ruin'd  by  deftruaive 
Storms,  abufing  all  our  charitable  Hofpitality,  ufurp'd  ouc 
Right,  and  made  your  Friends  your  Slaves. 

Bac,  I  will  not  juftify  the  Ingratitude  of  my  Fore-fi- 
thers,  but  finding  here  my  Inheritance,  I  am  refolv'd  fttl! 
to  maintain  it  fo,  and  by  my  Sword  which  firft  cut  out 
piy  Portion,  defend  each  Inch  of  Land,  with  my  laft 
drop  of  Blood, 

Qtieen,  Even  his  Threats  have  thofe  Charms  that  pleafc 
the  Heart.  [^Ajide. 

Kmg,  Come,  Sir,  let  this  ungrateful  Theme  alone, 
which  ii  better  difpuced  in  the  Field. 
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Qj4een.,  Is  it  I'mpolTible  there  might  be  wrought  an  un- 
derftanding  betwixt  my  Lord  and  you  ?  'Twas  to  that  end 
I  firft  defii'ed  this  Truce,  my  felf  propofing  to  be  Media- 
tor, to  which  my  Lord  Cavirnio  fhall  agree,  could  you 
but  condefcend—^ I  know  you  are  noble;  And  I  have 
heard  you  fay  our  tender  Sex  could  never  plead  in  vain. 

Bac.  Alas!  I  dare  not  truft  your  pleading,  Madam: 
a  few  foft  Words  from  fuch  a  charming  Mouth  would  lay 
me  a  Conqueror  at  your  Fcer,  as  a  Sacrifice  for  all  the  Ills 
he  has  done  you. 

<^ctn.  How  ftrangely  am  I  pleasM  to  hear  him  talk. 

[A  fide, 
Xing,   Semernia  fee,  the  Dancers  do  appear  ; 
Sirj  will  you  take  your  Seat  ?  [To  Bacon. 

iHe  leads  the  &ueen  to  a  Seat,  they  fit  and  talk, 
Bac.  CuiTe  on  his  Sports  that  interrupted  me,  my  very 
Soul  was  hovering  at  my  Lip,  ready  to  have  difcover'd  ail 
its  Secrets.  But  oh  !  I  dread  to  tell  her  of  my  pain,  and 
when  I  wou'd  an  awful  trembling  feizes  me,  and  fhe  can 
only  from  my  dying  Eyes  read  all  the  Sentiments  of  my 
captive  Heart.  [sits  down,  the  reft  watt. 

Enter  Indians  that  dance  Anticks  :    After  the  Dance 
the  Kmg  feems  in    difcourfe  with  Bacon,  the  €}jteen. 
rifes  and  cowes  forth, 
Pj-ieen,  The   more  I  gaze  upon  this  Engliflj  Stranger, 
the  more  Confufion  ftruggles   in  my  Soul :  Oft  I  have 
heard  of  Love,  and  oft    this  Gallant  Man  (when  Peace 
had  made   him  pay  his  idle   Vifits)   has  told  a  thoufand 
Tales  of  dying  Maids  ;    and   ever   when   he   fpoke,  my 
panting  Heart,  with  a  prophetick  Fear  in  Sighs  reply'd,  I 
ihall  fall  a  Viaim  to  his  Eyes.  °        r;    j 

Enter  an  Indian. 
Indian,  Sir,  here's  a  Meflenger  from  the  Engliflj  Coun- 
cil defires  admittance  to  the  General.  [To  the  King* 
Bac,  With  your  Permidion  he  may  advance, 

[To  the  King, 
Re-enter  Indian  with  Dunce.     A  Letter. 
^    Dnn,  All  Health  and  Happinefs  attend    your  Honour, 
this  from  the  honourable  Council.      [^Gives  him  a  Letter, 

King^ 
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X'lni,  I'll  leave  you  till  you  have  difpatch'd  the  MelTcn- 
ger,  and  then  exped  your  Prefence  in  the  Royal  Tent. 

\Exeunt  K.tng^  ^een,  and  Indians. 
Bac*  Lieutenant,  read  the  Letter.  [To  Daring, 

Daring  reads. 

SIRy  the  rjeceffity  cf  what  you  have  a^ed  makes  h 
pardonable^  and  -jue  could  zfiflj  zi'e  had  done  the 
Country  and  our  f elves  fo  much  Jul}ice  as  to  have  given 
you  that  Commtjfion  you  defireJ, — We  now  find  it  reafona- 
hie  to  raife  more  Forces^  to  opt>ofe  thefe  Infclences^  which 
poffibly  yours  may  be  too  weak  to  accomplijl)^  to  which 
end  the  Council  is  ordered  to  meet  this  Evening,  and  dt- 
firing  you  will  come  and  take  your  place  there,  and  be 
pleas'd  to  accept  from  us  a  Commijfion  to  command 
in  Chief  in  this  War..  ^Therefore  fend  thofe  Soldiers 

under  your  Command  to  their  refpeHive  Houfes^and hafi& 
Sir  to  your  ajfedijonate  friends  ■ 

Fear.  Sir,  I  fear  the  Hearts  and  Pen  did  not  agree 
when  this  was  writ, 

Dar.  A  plague  upon  their  (hallow  Politicks !  Do  they 
think  to  play  the  old  Game  twice  with  us  ? 

Bu.  Away,  you  wrong  the  Council,  who  of  them'- 
felves  are  honourable  Gentlemen ;  but  the  bafe  coward 
Fear  of  fome  of  them,  puts  the  reft  on  tricks  that  fuit  not 
with  their  Nature. 

Dun.  Sir,  'tis  for  noble  ends  you  are  fent  for,  and  foi' 
your  fafety  I'll  engage  my  Life. 

Dar.  By  Heaven  and  fo  you  fnalb^ and  pay  it  too 

with  all  the  reft  of  your  wife-headed  Council. 

Bac.  Your  Zeal  is  too  officious  now;  I  fee  no  Trea- 
chery, and  can  fear  no  Danger*. 

Dun.  Treachery  !  now  Heavens  forbid,  are  we  not 
Chriftians,  Sir,  all  Friends  and  Countrymen  ?  believe  me. 
Sir,  'lis  Honour  calls  you  to  increafe  your  Fame,  and  he 
who  would  difluade  you  is  your  Enemy. 

Dar.  Go  cant,  Sir,  to  the  Rabble— for  us,  we  know 

TOU. 
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Bac,  You  wrong  me  when  you  but  fufpeft  for  me ; 
let  him  that  afts  difhonourably  fear.  My  Innocence  and 
my  good  Sword's  my  Guard. 

Dar,  If  you  reiblve  to  go,  we  will  attend  you. 

Bac,  What  go  like  an  Invader !  No,  Daring,  the  In- 
vitation's friendly,  and  as  a  Friend  attended  only  by  my 
menial  Servants,  I'll  wait  upon  the  Council,  that  they 
may  fee  that  when  I  could  command  it,  I  came  an  hum- 
ble Suppliant  for  their  Favour. You  may  retwrn,  and 

tell  'em  I'll  attend. 

Dun.  I  kifs  your  Honour's  Hands.  IGoes  cut» 

Dar.  'Sdeath,  will  you  truft  the  faithlefs  Council,  Sir, 
who  have  fo  long  held  you  in  hand  with  Promifes,  that 
Curfe  oi  States-men,  that  unlucky  Vice  that  renders  even 
Kobility  defpis'd  ? 

Bac.  Perhaps  the  Council  thought  me  too  afpiring,  and 
would  not  aJd  Wings  to  my  ambitious  Flight. 

Dar.  A  pox  of  their  confidering  Caps,  and   now  they 
find  that  you  can  foar  alone,  they    fend*  for  you  to  nip 
your  fpreading  Wings. 
Now  by  my  Soul,  you  Oiall  not  go  alone. 

Bac.  Forbear,  left  I  fufped  you  for  a  Mutineer;  I  am 
rcfolv'd  to  eo. 

Fear.  What,  and  fend  your  Army  home  ?  a  pretty 
fetch, 

Dar.  By  Heaven,  we'll  not  disband,  not  till  we  fee 
liow  fairly  you  are  dealt  with  ;  If  you  have  a  Commi/Iion 
to  be  General,  here  we  are  ready  to  receive  new  Orders : 
If  not,  we'll  ring  them  fuch  a  thundring  Peal  (hall  beat 
the  Town  about  their  treacherous  Ears. 

Bac.  I  do  command  you  not  to  ftir  a  Man,    till  you're 

inform'd  how  I  am  treated  by  'em. leave  me  all. 

[Exeunt  Officers, 
While  Bacon   reads  the  Letter  again,  to  him  the 
Indian  Hueen  with  Women  waiting, 

Slueen,  Now  while  my  Lord's  afleep  in  his  Pavilion, 
I'll  try  my  Power  with  the  General  for  an  Accommoda- 
tion of  a  Peace  :  The  very  dreams  of  War  fright  my  fofc 
Siucabeis  tiiat  us'dto  be  emploj^'d  in  kinder  Bufinefs. 
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hu.  Ha  '—the  Queen— what  Happinefs  is  this  prefents 
it  felf  which  all  my  Induary  could  never  gain? 

Ounn,  Sir »     '  iAp^roachmg  hjm. 

Bac.  Preft  with  the  great  extremes  of  Joy  and  Fear,  i 
trembling  ftand.  unable  to  approach  hen         ^ 

Queen  1  hope  you  will  not  think  it  Fear  in  me,  tho 
timVrous as  aDove  by  nature  fram'd ;  Not  that  my  Lord, 
whofe  Youth's  unskill'd  in  ^^,  can  either  doubt  h.s 
Courage,  or  his  Forces,  that  makes  me  feeK  a  Reconci- 
liation  on  any  honourable  Terms  of  Fe^e.^^^^^ 

Bac.  Ah  Madam!  if  you  knew  how  a^TureTy  you 
command  my  Fate,  1  fear  but  little  Honour  would  be  left 
me,  ftnce  whatloe'er  you  ask  me  1  fliould  grant. 

6)uee».  Indeed  I  would  not  ask  your  Honour,  Sir,  that 
ren'd^rs  you  too  brave  in  my  Efteem.  Nor  can  1  thmk 
that  you  would   part  with  that.    No  not  to  lave  your 

s'ac.  I  would  do  more  to  ferve  your  leaft  commands 
than  part  with  trivial  Life.  r   ,      -n  d 

f2^u'e22.  Blefs  me.  Sir,  how  came  1  by  fuch  aPower  f 

Bac.  The  Gods  and  Nature  gave  it  you  in  your  Crea- 
tion, form'd  with  all  the  Charms  that  ever  gcac'd  your 
Sex. 

(lueen,  Is't  pofTible  ?  am  I  Co  beautiful  ? 

Bac.   As  Heaven,  or  Angels  there. 

Oueen.  Suppofmg  this,  how  can  my  Beauty  make  you 

fo  obliging  ?  r-     ^  i 

B^c.  Beauty  has  ftili  a  Power  over  great  Souls  and 
from  the  moment  I  beheld  your  Eyes,  my  ftubborn  Heart 
melted  to  compliance,  and  from  a  nature  rough  and  tur- 
bulent, grew  foft  and  gentle  as  the  God  of  Love. 

Oueeyi.  The  God  of  Love  !  what  is  the  God  of  Love  f 
Bac,  'Tis  a  refiftlefs  Fire,  that's  kindled  thus— at  ev^f 
[Takes  her  by  the  Hand  and  gazes  ^^^f"; 
gaze  we  take  from  fuch  fine  Eyes,   from  fuch  bafhhil 

Looks,  and  fuch  foft  Touches it  makes  us  figb,— — 

and  pant  as  1  do  now,  and  ftops  the  breath  whe^er  we 
'"  fpeak  of  Pain.  ^> 

U:mn,  Alas,  for  me  if  this  fhowld  be  Love  \      [Ajide, 
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and  all  the  Blood  runs  (hivering  thro  the  Vans,  the  Heart's 
r'r„H  h"^',^  '/""^  L,„guift,me„t,  .he  Eyes  ar  y! 
ng.  and   he  Cheeks  are  pale,  .he  Tongue  is  Jtring,  and 

the  Body  fainiing.  " 

Tf  fj^r;  '^'"",1.''"  '""^°"''  ''"•^ '"  I  f«'  is  Love.  [M,le. 

■  dm.,1     "',''^'"2'  ^'■^'  ''^  ^°°^'  and  Touches,  lit  u 

istoo„e"I!:!!!r°'"    "  '"   "'''J''  '■'"^"l'i"vie«r 

£*..  Ah!  n,e  retires dffplejs'd  I  fear  with  m^pfel 

f-mptuous  Love,___oh  pardon,  faireft  Creat^e/ 

«,....  I'll  talk  no  more,  our  Words  exchani^'"ot 
Sou.s,  a,,d  every  Look  fades  all  my  blooming  Honour, 
lite  Sun- beams  on  unguarded  Rofes-Take  all  our  Kino- 
dom.-make  our  Peop'e  Slaves,  and  le,  me  fall  beneati, 
jour  conquenng  Sword  :  but  never  let  me  hear  you  ,a  k 
aga.n,  or  gaze  upon  your  Eyes J  J  ", 

£«.  She  loves!   by   Heaven  fte   loves!  and    has  not 
At,  enough  to  hide  her  Flame,  ,ho  fte  have  cruel  Honou 
to  lupprefs  tt.     However  I'll  purfue  her  to  the  Banquet! 

SCENE   11.    The  mdow  Ranter'.  Hall. 

Enter  Surelove  fan^d  iy  ,^o  Negrm,  fclUwed  hy 

c         ^T .  ,  Hazard. 

6«r.    This  Madam  Raster  is  fo  prodigious  a  Treater— 

you  taking  leave  fo  foon,  CoulTn  >  ' 

*icvci  jct  nave  put  their  Fetters  on. 

<omr  ^^"'"'°«!   °J>  then  you  have  pleafure  to 
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Eaz,  Raiher  a  Pain  when  there's  no  Hope  attends  it. 

Sure,  Oh  fuch  Difeafes  quickly  cure  themfelves, 

Haz,  1  do  not  wifti  to  find  it  fo;  for  even  in  Pain  I 
find  a  Pleafure  too. 

Sure*  You  are  infeded  then,  and  come  abroad  for 
Cure. 

//az»  Rather  to  receive  my  Wounds,  Madam. 

Sure.  Already  Sir, — whoe'er  fhe  be,  fhe  made  good 
hafte  to  conquer,  we  have  few  here  boaft  that  Dexte- 
rity. 

Haz.  What  think  you  of  C^ri/4«/f,  Maiam  ? 

Sure,  I  muft  confefs  your  Love  and  your  Defpair  are 
there  placM  right,  of  which  I  am  not  fond  of  being  made 
a  Confident,  fince  i  am  aiTur'd  fhe  can  love  none  but 
Friendly.  [^Coldly, 

H^z.,  Let  her  iove  on,  as  long  as  Life  (hall  laft,  let 
Friendly  take   her,  and  the  Univerfe,  fo  I  had  my  next 

wifh^ [Sighs, 

Madam,  it  is  your  fe'f  that  I  adore 1  fnould  not  be 

fo  vain  to  tell  you  this,  but  that  1  know  you  have  found 
the  Secret  out  already  from  my  Sighs. 

Sure.  Forbear  Sir,  and  knovv  me  for  your  Kinfman's 
Wife,  and  no  more. 

Hjz.,  Be  fcotnful  as  youpleafe,  rail  at  my  Paffion,  and 
refufe  ta  hear  it ;  yet  1*11  love  on,  and  hope  in  fpite  of 
you ;  my  Flame  Pnall  be  {o  conftant  and  fubmiHwe,  it 
fhnll  compel  your  Heart  to  fome  return. 

Sure.-  You're  very  confident  of  your  Power  I  perceive ; 
but  if  you  chance  to  find  your  felf  miftaken,  fay  your 
Opinion  and  your  AfFedation  were  mifapply'd,  and  not 
that  I  was  cruel.  [Ex.  Surelove. 

Haz.  Whate'er  denials  dwell  upon  your  Tongue, 
your  Eyes  aflure  me  that  your  Heart  is  tender.     [Goes  out. 

Enter  the  Bagpiper,  playing  before  a  great  Boivl  of  Punch, 
carry" d  betiiien  two  Negroes,  a  Hi%hlander  danring^ 
afier  it  ■  the  Widoiv  Ranter  led  by  Timorous ;  Chri- 
fante  by  Du'iman;  Air<.  Fiir:  ^;2^  Friendly,  <i/i  dancing 
after  it ;  they  place  it  on  the  Table, 

Dull,  This  is  like  ihe  noble  Widow  all  oyer  i'faith* 
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Tim,  Ay,  ay,  the  Widow's  Health  in  a  full  Ladle,  Ma- 
jor.  [Drinl^, 

-  .  .  But  a  Pox  on*t  what  made  that  young  Fellow  here, 
that  afFi'onted  us  yefterday.  Major  ? 

[While  the'j  drink  about. 

Dull.  Some  damned  Sharper  that  would  lay  his  Knife 
aboard  your  Widow,  Cornet. 

Tim,  Zoors,  if  I  thought  fo^  I'd  arreft  him  for  Salt 
and  Battery,  lay  him  in  Prifon  for  a  Twinging  Fine,  and 
take  no  Bail, 

Dull.  Nay,  had  it  not  been  before  my  Miflrefs  here, 
Mrs.  Chrifante^l  had  Twinged  him  for  Yeflerday's  Aftront; 

ah  my  fweet  Miftrefs  Chnfante if"  you  did  but 

know  what  a  power  you  iiave  over  me. 

Chrif,  Oh  you're  a  great  Courtier,  Major. 

Dull,  Would  I  were  any  thing  for  your  fake,  Ma- 
dam« 

Ran,  Thou  art  any  thing,  but  what  thou  fhouldft  be  ; 
prithee  Major  leave  off  being  an  old  Buffoon,  that  is,  a 
Lover  turn'd  ridiculous  by  Age,  con  fid  er  thy  felf  a  mere 

fouling  Tun   of  Navtz, a  wa'king   Chimney,  ever 

fmoaking  with  nafty  Mundungus, — and  then   thou  haft  a 
Countenance  like  an  old  worm-eaten  Cheefe. 

Dull,  Well,  Widow,  you  will  joke,  ha,  ha,  ba— 

Tim.  Gid' Zoors  fhe's  pure  company,  ha,  ha 

Dull.  No  matter  for  my  Countenance, — Col.  D-Jivn^ 
right  likes  my  Eftjte,  and  is  refo'ved  to  have  ii  a  match. 

Ffisnd.  Dear  Widow,  take  off  your  damned  M.ijor,  for 
jf  he  Tpeak  another  word  to  Chrifa?2rej  I  fball  be  put  paft 
all  my  patience,  and  fall  foul  upon  him. 

Ran,  S'iife  not  for  the  world Major  I  bar  Love- 
making  within  my  Territories,  'tis  inconfiftent  with  the 
Punch-^Bowl,  i^'  yoii'j  drink  do,  if  not  be  gone. 

Tim,  Nay,  Gad's  Zooks,  if  you  enter  me  at  the  Punch- 
Bowl  you  enter  me  in  Politicks— —well,  'tis  the  beft 
Drink  in  Chriftendom  for  a  Statefman. 

[They  drink  ahouf^  the  Bagpipe  playingi 

Ran,  Come,  now  you  fnall  Tee  what  my  High-land  Va- 
Kt  can  do,  [A  Scotch  Dance. 

Dull 
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I>ulL  So-— 1  fee  let  the  World  go  which  way  it  will, 
Widow,  you  are  refolv*d  for  mirth, — 'but  come — to  the 
converfation  of  the  Times. 

Ran.  The  Times !  why  what  a  Devil  ails  the  Times  ? 
I  fee  nothing  in  the  Times  but  a  company  of  Coxcombs 
that  fear  without  a  Caufe. 

Tim,  But  if  thefe  Fears  were  laid,  and  Bacon  were 
hanged,  1  look  upon  Virginia  to  be  the  happieft  parr  of 

the  World,  gads  zoors, why  there's  England  'tis 

nothing  to'r, 1  was  in   England  about  fix  Years  ago, 

and  was  ftiewed  the  Court  of  Aldermen,  fome  were  nod- 
ding, feme  faring  nothing,  and  others  very  little  to  pur- 
pole^  but  how  could  it  be  othcrwife,  for  they  had  neither 
Bowl  of  Punch,  Bottles  of  Wine  or  Tobacco  before  *em, 
to  put  Lir'e  and  Soul  into  'em  as  we  have  here :  then  for 
the  young  Gentlemen — their  fartheft  Travels  is  to  'France 
or  Italy,  they  never  come  hither. 

Dull,  The  more's  the  pity  by  my  troth.  [Drinks, 

Tim,   Where  they  learn  to  fwear  Mor-blew,  Mor-dee— 

Frjen,  And  tell  you  how  much  bigger  the  Louire  is 
thanlVhiithali-,  buy  a  fuita-la-mode,  get  a  fwinging  Clap 
of  fome  French  Marquife,  fpend  all  their  Money,  and  reiui  n 
juft  as  they  wen:. 

Dull.  For  the  old  Fellow?,  their  bufinefs  is  Ufury,  Ex- 
tortion, and  undermining  young  Heirs. 

Thn.  Then  for  young  Merchants,  their  Exchange  is  the 
Tavern,  their  W.ire-houfe  the  Play- houfe,  and  their  Bills 
of  Exchange  Billet-Douxs,  where  to  fup  with  their  Wenches 
at  the  other  end  of  the  Tcv.'n, — now  judge  you  what  a 
condition  poor  England  is  in :  for  my  part  i  look  upon  ic 
as  a  loft  Nation  gads  zoors. 

Dull.  I  have  confiidered  it,  and  have  found  a  way  to 
fave  all  yet. 

TiTK,  As  how  I  pray  ? 

Dfill.  As  thus;  we  have  Men  here  of  great  Experience 
and  Ability now  I  would  have  as  many  fent  into  Eng- 
land, as  would  fupply  all  Places  and  Offices,  both  Civil 
and  Military,  d'ye  fee  j  their  young  Gentry  fhould  all 
travel  hither  for  breeding,  and  lo  learn  the  myfteries  of 
State,         " 

Fr'md, 
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Frien,  As  for  the  old  covetous  Fellows,  I  would  have 
the  Tradefmen  get  in  their  Debts,  break  and  turn  Troo- 
pers. 

Tim,  And  they'd   be  foon  weary   of  Extortion  gad 

zoors. 

Dull,  Then  for  the  young  Merchants,  there  fhould  be 
a  Law  made,  none  fhould  go  beyond  Ludgate, 

Frien,  You  have  found  out  the  only  way  to  preferve 
that  great  Kingdom. 

Jim,  Well,  gad  zoors  *iis  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  good 
Statefman. 

Prien.  Ay  Cornet,  which  had  never  been  had  you  (hid 
in  Old  England, 

Bull,  Why  Sir,  we  were  fomebody  in  E»^/jw^. 

Frien,  So  1  heard.  Major. 

Dull,  You  heard  Sir  !  what    have    you  heard  ?  he's  a 

Kidnapper   that  fays  he  heard  any  thing  of  me and 

fo  my  fervice  to  you. I'll  fue   you,  Sir,  for  fpoiling 

my  Marriage  here  by  your  Scandals  with  Mis,  Chnfarae : 
but  that  fhan't  do,  Sir,  I'll  marry  her  for  all  that,  and 
he's  a  Rafcal  that  denies  ir. 

Frien,     S'death  you  lye  Sir— I  do. 

Tim.  Gad  zoors  Sir,  lye  to  a  Privy-Counfellor,  a  Major 
of  Horfe  !  Brother  this  is  an  Affront  to  our  Dignities  : 
draw  and  I'll  fide  with  you. 

[Thsy  both  draw  on  Friendly,   the  Ladies  run  off', 

Frien.  If  1  difjain  to  draw,  'tis  not  that  I  fear  your  bafe 
and  cowardly  Force,  but  for  the  refped  I  bear  you  as  Ma- 
giftrates,  and  fo  I  leave  you.  [Goes  cut, 

Tim.  An  arrant  Coward  gad  zoor?. 

Bull.  A  mere  Paultroon,  and  I  fcorn  to  drink  in  his 
Company.  [^Exeunt,  putting  up  their  Sivords, 

SCENE    III.     A  Sevana,  or  large  Heaths 

£»/^r  Whimfey,  WhifF,  4«^  Boozer,  with  fome  Soldiers 
arm^d. 
Whim,  Stand  —  fliind— and  hear  the  word  of  Com- 

j^and do  ye  fee  yon  Cops,  and  that  Ditdi  that  runs 

along  Major  jD«//»?^;-/s  Pianution  ? 

Boc'%,, 
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Boofu  We  do. 

Whhn,  Place  your  Men  there,  and  lie  flat  on  your  Bel- 
lies, and  when  Bacon  comes,  (if  alone)  feize  him  d'ye  fee. 

Whiff.  Obferve  ihe  Command  now  (if  alone)  for  we 
are  not  for  blood-ihed. 

Boox,,  111  warrant  you  for  our  parts. 

lExeunt  all  but  Whim  and  WhifF; 

Whim,  Now  we  have  ambufht  our  Men,  let's  light  cur 
Pipes,  and  fit  down  and  take  an  encouraging  Dram  of  the 
Bottle.  iPiills  a  Bottle  of  Brandy  out 

efhis  Pocket — they  fit. 

Whtf,  Thou  art  a  Knave,  and  haft  emptied  half  the 
Bottle  in  thy  Leathern  Pockets ;  but  come  here's  young 
IrightaU'sHQ^kh. 

Whim,  What,  drink  a  Man's  Health  whom  ye  are  go- 
ing Jo  hang? 

T0)iff.  *Tis  all  one  for  that,  we'll  drink  his  Health 
fix^y  and  hang  him  afterwards,  and  thou  (halt  pledge  me 
d'yfcHfee,  and  tho  'twere  under  the  Gallows. 

Vir%im.  Thou'rt  a  Traitor  for  faying  fo,and  I  defy  thee. 

Mhif,  Nay  fince  we  are  tfome  out  like  loving  Brothers^ 

W  h^g  the  General,  let's  not  fall  out  among  our  felves  5 

and  r:>  here's  to  you,  tho  I  have  no  great  Maw  to  this  Bu- 

linefs. 

■     Whim.  Prithee  Brother  Whiffy  do  not  be  fo  villainous 
a  Coward,  for  I  hate  a  Coward. 

Whiff,  Nay  'tis  not  that but  my  Whiff,  my  Nancj 

dreamt  to  night  fhe  faw  me  hanged. 

Whim.  'Twas  a  cowardly  Dream,'think  no  more  on't ; 
but  as  Dreams  are  expounded  by  contraries,  thou  (halt 
hans;  the  Genera'. 

Wkif,  Ay — but  he  was  my  Triend,  and  I  owe  him  at 
this  time  a  hundred  Pounds  of  Tobacco.  ^ 

Whi?n,  Nav,  then  1  am  fure  thou'dft  hang  him  if  fee 
were  thv  Brother. 

Whiff,  But   hark 1   think  I   hear  the  Neighmg  of 

Horfes,  where  fliall  we  hide  our  felves  ?  for  if  we  ftay 
here,  we  fnall  be  mawled  damnably. 

[Exeunt  both  behind  a  Buflj^  pee^tng, 

EfUcr 
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Enttr  Bacon,  Fearle fs,  and  3  <?r  4  FootmeriM 
Bac,  Let  the  Groom  lead  the  Horfes  o'er  the  Sevana  \ 
we'll  walk  it  on  Foot,  'tis  not  a  quarter  of  a  Mile  to  the 
Town  ;  and  here  the  Afr  fs  cool. 

Fear.  The  Breezes  about  this  time  of  the  Day  begin  to 
take  wing,  and  fan  refrefhment  to  the  Trees  and  Flowers. 
Bac,  And  at  thefe  Hours  how  fragrant  are  the  Groves  ! 
Tear.  The  Country's  well,  were  but  the  People  fo. 

Bac,  But  come  lets  on ilhey  pafs  to  the  Entrance, 

Whim.  There  Boys  \ihe  Soldiers  come  forth 

and  fall  on  Bacon. 

Bac.  Hah!  Ambufh 

IDraws^    Fearlefs   and  Footmen  draw^  the 
Soldhrs  after  a  while  fightings  take  Bacon 
and  Fearlefs,  having  laid  5  i?r  4  dead. 
Whiff.  So,  i:o,  he's  taken;  now  we  majryenture  ouf. 
Whim.  But  are  you  fure  he's  taken  >. 
Whiff.  Sure!  can*t  you  believe  your  Eyes,  come  forth; 

I  hate  a  Coward Oh  Sir.  have  we  caupht  your  Miah- 

tinefs.  °      '  " 

Bac.  Are  you  the  Authors  of  this  valiant  Aft  ?  None 
but  fuch  villainous  Cowards  durft  have  attempted  it. 

Whim,  Stop  his  railing  Tongue. 

Whijf,  No,  no,  let  him  rail,  let  him  rail  now  hij 
Hands  are  ty'd,  ha,  ha.  Why  good  General  Frightall, 
What  was  no  body  able  d'ye  think  to  tame  the  roaring 
Lyon.  ^  «* 

Bac,  You'll  be  hang'd  for  this. 

Whim,  Come,  come,  away  with  him  to  the  next  Tree. 

Bac,  What  mean  you.  Villains  ? 

Wjnff,  Only  to  hang  your  Honour  a  little,  that's  all. 
We'll  teach  you.  Sir,  to  ferve  your  Country  againft  Law. 
As  they  go  off,  enter  During  with  Soldiers. 

par.  Hah — my  General  betray 'd  !— this  I  fufpefted. 
Hts  Men  come  in  ^' they  fall  on,  relepf  Bacon  4;?^  Fearlefs, 

and  get^  Swords.     Whim'i  Party  put  Whim  and  Whiff 

tefore  ^em  ftriking  'em  as   they  endeavour  to   run  on 

this  fide  or  that^  and  forcing  *em  to  bear  up,  thty  are 

t alien  after  fome  fighting, 
JPear,  Did  not  the  General  tell  you  Rogues,  you'd  be 
allhang'd.^  ^     '^    ^vhijf. 
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Whijf.  Oh  Nam^^  Nancy,  how  propheiick  are  ihy 
Dreams ! 

Bac,  Come  lets  on  — 

Dar,  S'death  what  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Bac,  As  I  defigned to  prefent  my  felf  to  the 

Council. 

Dan  By  Heavens  we'll  follow  then  to  fave  you  from 
their  Treachery,  'twas  this  that  has  befallen  you  that  I 
feared,  which  made  roe  at  a  diftance  follow  you. 

Bac.  Follow  me  ftill,  but  ftill  at  fuch  a  diftance  as  your 

Aids  may  be  adifting  on  all  occafions Fearlefs  go  back 

and    bring  your  Regiment   down  •,  and  Daring,  let  your 

Sergeant  with  his  Paity  guard  thel'e  Villains  to  the  Council. 

[Ex,  Bac.  Dar.  and  Fearlefs. 

Whijf,  A  Pox  on  your  Worfliip's  Plot. 

W/}im,  A  Pox  of  your  forwardnefs  to  come  out  of  the 
Hedge.  [£«;.  Officers^  with  Whim,  and  Whiff, 

SCENE    IV.     The  Comcil'Tahle. 

Enter  Col,  Wellman,  Col,  Downright,  Dullman,Timorous, 
and  about  [even  or  eight  more  [eat  t hem/elves. 
Well.  You  heard  Ur,I>uxce*s  opinion,  Gentlemen,  con- 
cerning Bacon's  coming  upon  our  Invitation.     He  believes 
he  will  come,  but  I  rather  think,  tho  he  be  himfelf  un- 
daunted,  yet  the  perfuafions   of  his     two    Lieutenam- 
Generals,D4/i»^  and  Fearlefs^  may  prevent  him— Colonel, 
have  you  orderM  our  Men  to  be  in  Arms  ? 
Enter  a  Soldier, 
Down,  I  have,  and  ihey*l  attend  further  order  on  the 
Se\jana, 

Sol,  May  it  pleafe  your  Honours,  Bacon  Is  on  his  way, 
he  comes  unattended  by  any  but  his  Footmen,  and  Col. 
Fearlefs, 

Doitn.  Who  is  this  Fellow  ? 
JVeiU  A  Spy  I  fent  to  watch  Bacon's  Motions. 
Sol.  But  there  is  a  Company  of  Soldiers  in  AmbuQi  oft 
;  this  fide  ot  the  Sevar7a  to  feize  him  as  he  paiTes  by. 

Well,  That's  bv  no  order  of  the  Council. 

Omncf, 
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Ommu  No,  no,  no  order. 

WdU  Nay,  *iwere  a  good  defign  if  true. 

Tim,  Gad  zoors  wou'd  I  had  thought  on't  for  my 
Troop. 

Doivn,  I  am  for  no  unfair  dealing  in  any  extremity. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger  in  hafie. 

Mef.  An't  pleafe  your  Honours,  the  f',ddefl:  News— * 
an  Ambufh  being  laid  for  Bacon,  they  rufh'd  out  upon 
him  on  \hQ  Sevana,  and  after  fome  fighting  took  him 
and  Fearlefs . 

Ttm,  Is  this  your  fad  Newsr— zoors  wou'd  I  had  a 
hand  in't. 

Brag,  When   on  a  fudden,  Daring  and  his  Party  f^ll 

in  upon  us,  turn'd  the  tide kilJ'd  our  Men,  and  took . 

Captain  Whimfey,  and  Captain  Whiff  Prisoners  5  the  reft  : 
run  away,  but  Bacon  fought  Hke  a  fury. 

Ttm,  A  bloody  Fellow  ! 

Down,  Whim  and  Whijf  ,^  they  deferve  Death  foi"^ 
afting  without  order. 

Ttm,  Vm  of  the  Coloners  Opinion,  they  deferve  to 
hang  for'r. 

BulL  Why,  Brother,  I  thought  you  had  wiQi^d  that 
the  Plot  had  been  yours  but  now. 

Tim,  Ay,  but  the  Cafe  \s  altered  fince  that,  good  Bro- 
ther. 

Well,  Now  he's  exafperated  pad  all  hopes  of  a  Recon- 
ciliation. 

BulL  You  muft  make  ufe  of  the  Statefman's  Refuge, 
wife  Didimulation. 

Brag,  for  all  this,  Sir,  he  will  not  believe  but  that  you 
mean  honourably,  and  no  Perfuafions  could   hinder  him 
from  coming,  fo  he  has  difmifs'd  all  his  Soldiers,  and  \^  ' 
entring  the  Town  on  foot. 

Well,  What  pity  'tis  a  brave  Man  fhould  be  guilty  of  an 
ill  Aftion. 

Brag,  But  the  noife  of  his  danger  has  fo  won  the 
Hearts  of  the  Mobile,  that  they  increafe  his  Train  as  he 
goes,  and  follow  him  in  the  Town  like  a  Vi£^or. 

Well,  Go  wait  his  coming.  \Hxtt  Brag. 

He  grows  coo  popular  and  mull  be  humbled. 

JifTi* 
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Ttm,  I  was  ever  of  your  mind.  Colonel. 

Wtll^  Ay,  fight  or  wrong but  what's  your  Counfel 

now  ? 

Tim.  E*en  as  it  ufed  to  be,  I  leave  it  to  wifer  Heads, 
Enter  Brag. 

"Brag,  Bacon^  Sir,  is  cntring. 

Tim.  Gad  zoors,  wou'd  I  were  fafe  in  bed, 

JDhU.  Colonel,  keep  in  your  Heat,  and  treat  calmly 
with  him. 

Well.  I  rather  wi(h  you  woald  all  follow  me,  IM  meet 
him  at  the  head  of  all  his  noify  Rabble,  and  feize  him 
from  the  Rout. 

Down.  What,  Men  of  Authority  difpute  with  Rake- 
hells  !  'tis  below  us.  Sir. 

Tim,  To  ftake  our  Lives  and  Foriunes  againft  their  no- 
thing. 

Enter  Bacon,  after  him  the  Ralhle  with  Staves  and 
Clubs,  bringing  in  >X'him.  and  ^h\ff  bound. 

Well,  Whatmeans  this  Infolence?— What,  Ut,  Bacon ^ 
do  you  come  in  Arms  ? 

Bac,  I'd  need,  Sir,  come  in  Arms,  when  Men  that 
fhould  be  honourable  can  have  fo  poor  Defigns  to  take 
away  my  Life. 

Well,  Thruft  out  his  following  Rabble . 

iji  Rah.  We'll  not  ftir  till  we  have  our  General  fafe 
back  again. 

Bac.  Let  not  your  Loves  be  too  officious but  re- 
tire  

iji  Rah,  At  your  Command  we  vanifli. 

[The  Rabble  retire. 

Bac,  I  hope  you'll  pardon  me,  if  in  my  own  defence 
I  feized  on  thefe  two  Murderers, 

Down.  You  did  well,  Sir,    'twas   by  no  order  they 

aaed ftand  forth  and  hear  your  Sentence in  time 

of  War  we  need  no  formal  Tryals  to  hang  Knaves  that 
aft  without  order. 

Whiff.  Oh   Mercy,   Mercy,  Colonel 'twas  Parfon 

Burners  Plot. 

I>ewn.  IfTue  out  a  Warrant  to  feize  Bunce  immediate- 
ly—you Ihali  be  carry 'd  to  the  Fort  to  pray. 

Whim, 
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whim.  Oh  good  your  Honour,  I  never  prayed  in  all  my 
Life. 

Down,  From  thence  drawn  upon  a  Sledge  to  the  place 

of  Execution— where  you  fhall  hang  till  you  are  dead . 

and  then  be  cut  down  and- 

Whim,  Oh  hold hold we  fhall  never  be  able 

to  endure  half  this. 

Well,  I  think  the  Offence  needs  not  Co  great  Punidiment ; 
their  Crime,  Sir,  is  bat  equal  to  your  own,  afting  with- 
out Commiflion. 

Bac,  *Tis  very  well  explained  Sir, had  I  been  mur- 
dered by  Commiflion  then,  the  Deed  had  been  approved, 
and  now  perhaps  I  am  beholding  to  the  Rabble  for  my 
Life. 

Well,  A  fine  Pretence  to  hide  a  popular  Fault,  but  for 
this  once  we  pardon  them  and  you. 

Bac.  Pardon!  for  what  ?  by  Heaven  1  fcorn  your  Par- 
don, Tve  not  offended  Honour  nor  Religion. 

Well,  You  have  offended  both  in  taking  Arms. 

Bac,  Should  I  ftand  by  and  fee  my  Country  ruin'd, 
my  King  diHionoui'd,  and  his  Subjects  murder'd,  hear 
the  fad  Crys  of  Widows  and  of  Orphans  ?  you  heard  it 
loudj  but  gave  no  pitying  ear  to't,  and  till  the  War  and 
Maflacre  was  brought  to  my  own  door,  my  Flocks  and 
Herds  furprized,  I  bore  it  all  with  Patience.  Is  it  unlaw- 
ful to  defend  my  felf  againft  a  Thief  that  breaks  into  my 
Doors  ? 

Well.  And  call  you  this  defending  of  your  felf  ? 

Bac,  I  call  it  doing  of  my  felF  that  right,  which  upon 
juft  demand  the  Council  did  refufe  me  ;  if  my  Ambition, 
as  you're  pleafed  to  cali  it,  made  me  demand  too  much, 
I  left  my  (elf  to  you. 

Well,  Perhaps  we  thought  It  did. 

Bac,  Sir  you  affront  my  Birth -I  am  a  Gentleman, 

and  yet  my  Thoughts  were  humble 1  would  have 

fought  under  the  meaneft  of  your  Parafites. 

Tint,  There's  a  Bob  for  us.  Brother.  [To  Dull, 

Bac,  But  flili  you  put  me  off  with  Tromifes and 

when  compell'd  to  llir  in  my  Defence  I  cail'd  none  to  m 

a-! ' 
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alcJ,  and  thofe  that  came,  *twas  their  own  Wrongs  that 
uig'd  them. 

Down»  'Tis  fear*d  Sir,  under  this  Pretence,  you  aim  at 
Government. 

Bac,  I  fcorn  to  anfwer  to  (b  bafe  an  Accufation  5  the 
height  of  my  Ambition  is  to  be  an  honeft  Subjeft. 

WelL  An  honeft  Rebel,  Sir 

Bac»  You  know  you  wrong  me,  and  'tis  bafely  urg*d-i-i 

but  this  is  triflrng here  are  my  Commidions. 

\Throrus  down  Papers^  Down,  reads, 

Down,  To  be  General  of  the  Force  againft  the  i»- 
dians^  and  blank  Commidlons  for  his  Friends. 

WelL  Tear  them  in  pieces are  we  to  be  impofed 

upon  ?     Do  ye  come  in  hoftile  manner  to  compel  us? 

Down,  Be  not  too  rough.  Sir,  let  us  argue  with  him. 

Well,  I  am  refblv'd  I  will  not. 

Tim,  Then  we  are  all  dead  Men,  Godzoors  I  he  will 
not  give  us  time  to  fay  our  Prayers. 

Well,  We  every  day  exped  frefh  force  from  England^ 
till  then,  we  of  our  felves  fhall  be  fufficient  to  make  de- 
fence againft  a  fturdy  Traitor. 

Bac,  Traitor !  S'death  Traitor I  defy  ye,  but  that 

my  Honour's  yet  above  my  Anger,  I'll  make  you  anfwer 
me  that  Traitor  dearly.  iRtfes^ 

Well,  Hah am  I  threatned Guards  fecure  the 

Rebel.  [Guards  feize  him, 

Bac.  Is  this  your  honourable  Invitation  ?    Go 

triumph  in  your  fhort-liv'd  Viftory,  the  next  turn  (hall  be 
mine.  lExeunt  Guards  with  Bac. 

A  Noife  of  Tighting"— 'Enter  Bacon,  Wellman';  Guards 
beat  back  by  the  Rabble^  Bacon  fnatches  a  Sword  frorn 
one,  and  keeps  back  thi  Rabble^  Tim.  gets  under  the 
Table. 

Down,  What  means  this  Infolence  ? 
Rab.   We'll  have  our  General,  and  knock  that  Fellow's 
Brains  out,  and  hang  up  Colonel  Wellman, 
AlU  Ay,  ay,  hang  up  Wtllman, 

IThe  Rabble  feixie  Well,  and  Dull,  and  tht  reft. 
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•DulU  Hold,  hold  Gemlemen,  I  was  always  for  the 
General. 

Kab.  Let's  barbicu  this  fat  Rogue. 

Bac,  Be  gone,  and  know  your  diftance  to  the  Council. 

\The  Rabble  let  'em  go. 

Well*  I'd  rather  perifh  by  the  meaneft  Hand,  than  owe 
my  fafety  poorly  thus  to  Bacon,  {In  Rage» 

Bac.  If  you  perfift  ftill  in  that  mind  I'll  leave  you, 
and  conquering  make  you  happy  againft  your  will. 

[£x.  Bacon  and  Rabble,  hollowing  a  Bacon,  a  Bacon, 

Well,  Oh  villanous  Cowards !  who  will  truft  his  Honour 

with  Scycophans  fo  bafe  ?     Let  us  to  Arms — by  Heaven 

I  will  not  give  my  Body  reft,  till  I've  chaftifed  the  bold- 

nefs  of  this  Rebel.       lExeunt  Well.  Down,  and  the  rejl^ 

all  but  Dull.  Tim.  peeps  from  under  the  Table, 

Tim,  What  is  the  roiftering  Hedor  gone.  Brother  ? 

DulL  Ay,  ay,  and  the  Devil  go  with  him. 

[Looking  fadly,  Tim.  (omes  out, 

Tim,  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  Bull  of  Bafljan  /  Why, 
what  if  he  fhould  come  down  upon  us  and  kill  us  all  for 
Traitors. 

Dull.  I  rather  think  the  Council  will  hang  us  all  for 
Cowards — ah — oh— a  Drum — a  Drum — oh.  [He  goes  out» 

Tim.  This  is  the  MiTery  of  being  Great, 

We're  facrific'd  to  every  turn  of  State.  [Exeunt, 


ACT    III.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

A  Country  Court j  a  great  Table,  with  Pa-- 
fersy  a  Clerk  rvritirfg. 

Enter  a  great  many  People  of  all  forts^  then  Friendly, 
after  him  Dullman, 

Friend,  T  T  O  W  now,  Major  ;    what  they  fay  Bacon 
X  ±  fcar'd  you  all  out  of  the  Council  yefterday  : 
What  fay  the  People? 

DtilU 
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HulU  Say?  they  curfe  us  all,  and  drink  young  Vright- 
all's  Health,  and  fwear  they'll  fight  thro  Fire  and  Briai- 
ftone  for  him. 

Friend,  And  to  morrow  will  hollow  him  to  the  Gal- 
lows, if  it  were  his  chance  to  come  there. 

Dull.  'Tis  very  likely :  Why  I  am  forced  to  be  guarded 
to  the  Court  now,  the  Rabble  fwore  they  would  De-Wit 
me,  but  I  (hall  hamper  fome  of  'em,  Wou'd  the  Go- 
vernour  were  here  to  bear  the  brunt  on't,  for  they  call 
us  the  evil  Counfellors. 

Enter  Hazard,  goes  to  Friendly. 
Here's  the  young  Rogue  that  drew  upon  us  too,  we  have 
Rods  in  Pifs  for  him  i'faith. 

Enter  Timorous  with  Bailiff),  whifpers  to  Duliman, 

after  which  to  the  Bailiffs. 
Tim.  Godzoors  that's  he,  do  your  OfEce, 
Bail.  We  arreft  you,  Sir,  in  the  King's  Name,  at  the 
fuit  of  the  honourable  Juftice  Timorous. 

Haz.  Juftice  Timorous  /  who  the  Devil's  he  ? 
Tim.  I  am  the  Man,  Sir,  d'ye  fee,  for  want  of  a  bet- 
ter  ;  you  fhall  repent,  Guds  zoors,  your  putting  of  tricks 
upon  Perfons  of  my  Rank  and  Quality. 

I  After  he  has  fpoke,  he  runs  back  as  afraid  of  him. 

Haz..  Your  Rank  and  Qiiality  ! 

Tim.  Ay,  Sir,  my  Rank  and  Quality  ;  firft  I  am  one 

of  the  honourable  Council,  next,  a  Juftice  of  Peace  m 

Quorum,  Cornet  of  a  Troop  of  Horfe,  (i'ye   fee,  and 

Church-warden. 

Friend.  From  whence  proceeds  this,  Mr.  Juftice  ?  you 
faid  nothing  of  this  at  Madam  Ranter's  yefterday  ;  you 
faw  him  there,  then  you  were  good  Friends. 

TitK.  Ay,  however  1  have  carried  my  Body  fwlmmfng- 
ly  before  my  Miftrefs,  d'ye  fee,  1  had  Rancour  in  my 
Heart,  Gads  zoors. 

Friend.  Why,  this  Gentleman's  a  Stranger,  and  buf 
lately  come  afhore. 

Haz.  At  my  firft  landing  I  was  in  company  with  this 
Fellow  and  two  or  three  of  his  cruel  Brethren,  where  I 
was  affronted  by  them,  fome  Words  pafs'd^  and  I  drew— 

Vol.  IV.  G  Tim. 
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Tim,  Ay,  ay,  Sir,  you  fliall   pay  for*t, why—— 

vvhar.  Sir,  cannot  a  civil  Magiftraie  afflont  a  Man,  but 
he  muft  be  drawn  upon  prefently  ? 

Friend,  Well,  Sir,  the  Gentleman  fliall  anfwer  your 
Suit,  and  I  hope  you'll  take  my  Bail  for  him. 

Tim.  'Tis  enough— I  know  you  to  be  a  civil  Perfon. 

Timorous  and  Dullman  take  their  Places  on  a  long  Bench 
placed  behind  the  Table,  to  them  Whimfey  and  Whiff, 
they  feat  themfelves,  then  Boozer  and  two  or  three 
more;  -who  feat  themfelves :  Then  enter  two^  bearing  a 
Bowl  of  Punch  and  a  great  Ladle  or  two  in  it  \  the 
reft  of  the  Stage  being  fiWd  with  People, 

V/hiff.  Brothers,  it  hath  been  often  mov'd  at  the  Bench, 
that  a 'new  Punch-Bowl  IhouM  be  provided,  and  one  of 
a  larger  Circumference  ^  when  the  Bench  fits  late  about 
weighty  Affairs,  oftentimes  the  Bowl  is  emptied  before 
we  end. 

Whnn,  A  good  Motion  ;  Clerk,  fet  it  down. 

Clerk,  Mr.  Juftice  Booz,er,  the  Council  has  order'd  you 
a  Writ  of  Eafe,  and  difmifs  your  Worfbip  from  the 
Bench. 

Booz.,  Me  from  the  Bench,  for  what  ? 

Whim.  The  Complaint  is.  Brother  Boozer,  for  drink- 
ing too  much  Punch  in  the  time  of  hearing  Tryals. 

Whiff.  And  that  you  can  neither  write  nor  read,  nor 
fay  the  Lord's  Prayer. 

Tim,  That  your  Warrants  are  like  a  Brewer  s  Tally,  a 
Notch  on  a  Stick  \  if  a  fpecial  Warrant,  then  a  couple. 
Gods  zoors,  when  his  Excellency  comes  he  will  have  na 
fuch  Juftice?. 

Booz.  Why,  Brother,  tho  I  can't  read  my  felf,  I  have 
had  Dalton's  Country-Juftice  read  over  to  me  two  oij 
three  times,  and  underftand  the  Law.  This  is  your  Ma- 
lice.  Brother  Whiff,  becaufe  my  Wife  does  not  come  tc 

your  Warehoufe   to  buy   her  Commodities, but  iic 

matter,  to  (how  1  have  no  Malice  in  my  Heart,  I  drinl 
vour  Health.— I  care  not  this,  I  can  turn  Lawyer,  an< 
plead  at  the  Board.  IDrinis,  all  pledge  him,  and  hurn 
^  Dull 
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-Ddl.  Mr.  Clerk,  come  to  the  Tryals  on  the  Docket. 

W'A-J.  I  thank  you.  Brother  D«//««« feS 

Petition.  "u  my 

-r^t'  ■?"'''  ^"'T  "''  Captain  T.&.««TOj,  \,^^^l- 
That  whereas  G,;i.r/  Gr«W   calls  his  Worftip's  w /.' 
^«»  W^^  Whore,  and  faith  he  will  prove  it ;  your  pi 
m,oner  defires  the  Worlhipful  Bench  I  take  it'.n'.o  Con: 
,  fideration,  and  your  Petitioner  Ihall   ever  pray,  cp-c 

!>«//.  Call  Grubb. 

Cler.  Gilbert  Grubb,  come  into  the  Court. 

Grub.  Here. 

CrZl!"'   *''"'    "■'"  ""  5'°"  '■^y  f°f  yow  ftlf,   Mr. 

r  '^™,^'  Tl'y'  '"''  '"^^  y""  Worftiip,  my  Wife  inviteH 
feme  Neighbours  Wives  to  drink  a  Caa.  of  Svder     nl 
your  Worlhip'.  Wife,  Madam  Ifi,/,  belg.hfre  fudd.ed 

^d^  Whore  Madam  Wh.mfiy,  meaning  your  Wo'fh.y^ 

Wi/^    Hah!  My  Wife  called  Whore,  (he^°aS'"2';; 
rUarreft  her  Husband  here_in  an  AflionoV Debts' 

rir;':;ra';fh:r!°"'  ''''^  "°  '="'"  "■-  "==   «'-"  be. 

knrfet°^urift;^sr;ti'„'L!:t"'k  r 

When  fte>sfober.  l.e's  Jcivi.  P^rf? an'^^l^atafk 'yo'u^r 

he.'^^ft^-you''  ""  ""  ""'''  '"'  '  ^'"  '■^"■^fi^''-     A"J  «> 
U-/.'.  Go  on  to  the  Trial.  ^^'''"'"- 

^  2  cien 
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CUr.  An't  like  your  Worthips,  he  confeffes  the  Words 

'"  Gr«".^Why,  an't  like  yont  Worthips,  (he  has  had  two 

^t$  sLrsinA  that  was  when  (he  was  aMaid 
norrice   I  marry'd  her  5  my  marrymg  her  made  het 

^Ztil.  Let  there  be  an  order  of  Court  to  fue  him  (or 

Scandalum  rnagxatum. 

Tim.  Mr.  Ckrk,  let  my  Caufe  come  next. 

Ckr.  The  Defendant's  ready,  Sir.  [Hazard  r.,«« 

'^'"*  to  the  Board, 

Tim.  Brothers  of  the  Bench  take  notice,  that  this  Hedor 
liere  comina  into  Mrs,  PZ/rfs  Ordinary,  where  1  was  with 
^y  Bvother"D.//;^.«   and  Li^^^^^^^^/^^^^'-^^tlll^" 
^L  good  Counfel  to  fall  to  work  :  Now  my  Gentleman 
he"   was  affronted  at  this  forfooth    and  makes  no  more 
to  do  but  calls  us  Scoundrels,  and  drew  his  Sword  on  us 
and  had  not  I  defended  my  felf  by  running  away,  he  had 
niurdered  me,  and  adaffinated  my  two  Brothers. 
Whiff.  Wl  at  Witnefs  have  you,  Brother  r" 
S    Here's  H^s.  Flirt  and  her  Maid  N.//,-befide  , 
.e^y  be  Witnefs  for  one  another,  1  hope,  ouf^ords 

^7/';  Mrs"p/^-^  -a  Nell  are  fworn.    [They  ^dfir^h.^ 
Whm.  Bv  the  Oaths  that  you  have  taken,  fpeak  no-| 

^'';i'!ti';ie:H  your  >^ora.ips,  your  Honours  came 
to   my  Houfe,  where  you  found  this  young  Gentleman 
and  vour  Honours   invited  him  to  drmk  with  your  Ho- 
Tours?  Where  after  feme  opprobrious  Wors  given  h.m 
Tuftice  Dull^a.,  and  Juaice  Boozier  ftruck  him   over  the 
Head  .  and  after  that  indeed  the  Gentleman  drew. 
Ttm,  Mark  that,  Brother,  he  drew. 
naz..  If    I  did,  it  was  fe  defendendo. 
T^:  Do  you  hear  that.  Brothers,  hedidn  m  defiance 
Baz.  Sir,\'ou  ought  not  to  fit  Judge  aild  Accufer  toe 
Whf.  The  Gentleman's  i'th'   right,  brother,  you  can 
not  do't  accordin^T  to  Law. 

Ti7?^.  Gads  zoors,  what  new  tncks,  new  querks  ?^^^ 
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Uaz,  Gentlemen  take  notice,  he  fwears  in  Court. 

Tim.  Gads  zoors,  what's  that  to  you,   Sir  ? 

Haz.  This  is  the  fecond  time  of  his  fwesring. 

IVhim,  >5^hat5  do  you  think  we  are  deaf,  Sir?  Come^ 
come,   proceed. 

Ti',n.  I  defire  he  may  be  bound  to  his  Good  Behaviour, 
fin'd,  and  dehver   up  his  Sword,  what  fay  you,  Brother  ? 

\Jogs  Dull,  ivho  nods. 

Whim,  He's  afleep,  drink  to  him  and  waken  him, 
you  have  mifs'd  the  Caufe  by  fleeping,  Brother.  IDrtnks, 

VulL  Juftice  may  nod,  but  never  fleeps^  Brother - 

you  were  at         Deliver  bis  Sword  —  a  good  Motion,  let 
it  be  done.  [_Drink<, 

Haz,  No,  Gentlemen,  I  wear  a  Sword  to  right  my 
felf. 

Tim,  That's  fine,  i'faith,  Gads  zoors  I've  worn  a 
Sword  this  dozen  Years,  and  never  cou'd  write  my  felf. 

Whiff.  Ay,  'twou'd  be  a  fine  World  if  Men  fnould  wear 
Swords  to  right  themfeivss^  he  that's  bound  to  the  Peace 
fh:^]l  wear  no  Swore. 

Wkim,  I  fay,  he  that's  bound  to  the  Peace  ought  to 
wear  no  Peruke,  they  may  change  'em  ioi  black  or  white, 
and  then  who  can  know  them. 

Haz,  I  hope,  Gentlemen,  I  may  be  altowed  to  fpeak 
for  my  fcif. 

Whiff,  Ay,  what  can  you  fay  for  your  felf,  did  you  not 
draw  your  Sword,  Sirrah  ? 

Baz,  I  did, 

Tim,  'Tis  fufEcient,  he  confefles  the  Fa£b,  and  we'll 
hear  no  more. 

Haz.  You  will  not  hear  the  Provocation  given. 

Dull,  'Tis  enough.  Sir,  you  drew 

Whim.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  enough,  he  drew lit  him  be 

fin'd. 

triend.  The  Gentleman  (hould  be  heard,  he'sKinfinan 
too  to  Colonel  ^ohn  Surelove, 

Tim,  Hum Colonel  Surelove's  Kinfman. 

Whiff.  Is  he  fo  ?  nay  then  all  the  rcafon  in  the  World 
he  (hould  be  beard,  Brothers. 

G  3  Whim* 
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whim.  Come,  come.  Cornet,  you  (hall  be  Friends 
with  the  Gentleman  ;  this  was  fome  drunken  bout,  I'll 
warrant  you. 

Ttm,  Ha,  ha,  ha.  fo  it  was.  Gads  zoors. 

Whijf,  Come,  drink  to  the  Gentleman,  and  put  it  up, 

Tim,  Sir,  my  fervice  to  you,  I  am  heartily  forry  foe 

what's  pafs'd,  but  it  was  in  my  drink.  [Drinks, 

whim.  You  hear  his  Acknowledgment,  Sir,  and  when 

he's  fober  he  never  quarrels.     Come,  Sir,  fit  down,  my 

Service  to  you. 

Haz,  1  beg  your  excufe.  Gentlemen—  1  have  earneft 
bufinefs. 

Bull,  Let  us  adjourn  the  Court,  and  prepare  to  meet 
the  Regiments  on  the  Sevana*  iAll  go  hut  Friend. 

and  Hazard. 
Haz,  Is  this  the  beft  Court  of  Judicature  your  Country 
affords  ? 

Friend,  To  give  it  its  due  it  is  not.  But  how  does  thy 
Amour  thrive  ? 

Hah,  As  well  as  I  can  widi  in  fo  Qiort  a  time. 
Friend,  I  fee   fne  regards  thee  with  kind  Eyes,  Sighs 
and  Blufhes. 

Haz.  Yes,  and  tells  me    I  am  fo  like  a  Brother  fhe 

had to  excufe  her  kind  concernj— — then  blufhes  fa 

prettily,  that  Gad  1  cou'd  not  forbear  making  a  difcovery 
of  my  Heart. 

Friend,  Have  a  care  of  that,  come  upon  her  by  flow 

degrees,  for  1  know  flie  h  virtuous  ^ but  come,  let's 

to  the  Sezana^  where  Til  prefent  you  to  the  two  Colonels, 
Weliman  and  Downright^  the  Men  that  manage  all  till 
the  arrival  of  the  Governour,  ^Exeunt, 

SCENE  11.     7'he  Sevana  or  Heath, 

Enter  Weliman,  Downright,  Boozer,  and  Officers, 
Well.  Have  you  difpatch'd  the  Scouts,  to  watch  the  Mo- 
tions of  the  Enemies  ?     I  know  that  Bacon  is  violent  and 
haughty,  and  will  refent  our  vain  Attempts  upon  him  ; 
therefore  we  mud  be  fpeedy  in  prevention. 
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Bown,  >5^'faat  Forces  have  you  raifed  Cnce  our  laft 
order  ? 

Booz.,  Here's  a  Lift  of  'em,  they  came  but  flowly  in, 
till  we  promifed  every  one  a  Bottle  of  Brandy. 
Enter  Officer  <i«<i  Dunce. 

Offi,  We  have  brought  Mr.  Tiunce  here,  as  your  Honour 
commanded  us ;  after  ftrid  fearch  we  found  him  this 
Morning  in  bed  with  Madam  Ilirt» 

Down.  No  matter,  he'll  exclaim  no  lefs  againft  the 
Vices  of  the  Flefh  the  next  Sunday. 

Dunce,  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  not  credit  the  Malice  of 
my  Enemies. 

Well.  No  more,  you  are  free,  and  what  you  counfell'd 
about  the  Ambufh,  was  both  prudent  and  feafonable,  and 
perhaps  I  now  wifh  it  had  taken  efFed. 
Enter  Friend  and  Hazard. 

Triend.  I  have  brought  an  Engliflj  Gentleman  to  ViCs 
your  Hands,  Sir,  and  offer  you  his  Service,  he  is  young 
and  brave,  and  Kinfman  to  Colonel  Sureloi^e. 

Weil,  Sir  you  are  welcome  ;  and  to  let  you  fee  you  are 
fo,  we  will  give  you  your  Kinfman's  Command,  Captain 
of  a  Troop  of  Horfe- Guards,  and  v,hich  Vm  fure  will 
be  continued  to  you  when  the  Governour  arrives. 

Hdz.,  I  (hall  endeavour  to  deferve  the  Honour,  Sir. 

Enter  Dull.  Tim.  Whim,  and  Whiff,  all  m  Bufj\  Scarf 

and  Feather, 

Down.  So,  Gentlemen,  I  fee  you're  in  a  readinefs. 

Tim,  Readinefs  !  What  means  he,  I  hope  we  arc  not 
to  be  drawn  out  to  go  againft  the  Enemy,  Major. 

Dull.  If  we  are,  they  fhall  look  a  new  Major  for  me. 

Well,  We  were  dabating,  Gentlemen,  what  ccurfe  weie 
beft  to  purfue  againft  this  powerful  Rebel. 

Friend,  Why,  Sir,  we  have  Forces  enough,  let's  charge 
him  inftantly,  Delays  are  dangerous. 

Tim,  Why,  what  a  damn'd  fiery  Fellow  is  this  ? 

Down,  But  if  we  drive  him  to  extremities,  we  fear 
his  fiding  with  the  Indians, 

Dull,  Colonel  Downright  has  hit  it ',  why  fhould  wc 

endanger  our  Men  againft  a  dcfperate  Termagant  ?    If  he 

love  Wounds  and  Scars  fo  well,  let  him  exercife  on  our 

G  4  tne- 
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Enemies but  if  he  will  needs  fall  upon  us,  'tis  then 

time  enough  for  us  to  venture  our  Lives  and  Fortunes.^ 

Tim.  How,  we  go  to  Bacon  !  under  favour,  1  think 
'tis  his  duty  to  come   to  us,  an  you  go  to  that.  Gads 


.zoors. 


Triend,  If  he  do,  'twill  coH:  you  dear,  I  doubt.  Cornet. 
^ I  find  by  our  Lift,  Sir,  we  are  four  thoufand  Men. 

Tim,  Gad  zoors,  not  enough  for  a  Breakfaft  for  that 
mfatiate  Bacon^  and  his  two  Lieutenant  Generals  Tearlefs 
snd  Daring*  [Whiff  jz/j  on  the  Ground  with  a 

Bottls  of  Brandy. 

Whim.  A  Morfe],  a  Morfe). 

IVelL  I  am  tor  an  attack,  what  fay  you.  Gentlemen,  to 
sn  attack  ^-— Whnt,  filent  all  ?  What  fay  you,  Major  ?_ 

Dull  1  fay.  Sir,  1  hope  my  Courage  was  never  in  dif- 
pute.  But,  S;r,  I  am  going  to  marry  Colonel  Vovjnrigh^*s 
Daughter  here— and  diouid""!  be  flain  in  this  Battle  'twould 
break  her  Heart  j—  befides,  Sir,  I  fhould  lofe  her  For- 
tune. l^P'f^'  ^'i- 

IVdU  Vm  fure  here's  a  Captain  will  never  flinch. 

ITq  \jrhira. 

Whim,  Who  I,  an'i  like  your  Honour  ? 

Well  Av,  you. 

Whim.  Who  I  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  :  Why,  did  your  Honour 
think  that  I  would  fight  ? 

Well  Fight !  yes;  why  elfe  do  you  take  Commiliions  ? 

Whim.  Commiflions  !  Oh  Lord,  O  Lord,  take  Com- 
ni!0ions  to  fight !  ha,  ha,  ha ;  that's  a  jeft,  if  all  that 
take  CommifTions  fhould  fight— 

Well  Why  do  you  bear  Arms  then  ? 

Whim,  Why,  for  the  Pay  ;  to  be  called  Captain,  no- 
ble Captain,  to  fhow,  to  cock  and  look  big,  and  blufF  as 
1  do  :  to  be  bow'd  to  thus  as  we  pafs,  to  domineer  and 
beat  our  Soldiers  :  Fight  quoth  a,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Iriend.  But  what  makes  you  look  fo  fimply.  Cornet  ? 

Tim.  Why  a  thing  that  I  have  quite  forgot,  all  my  Ac- 
counts for  England  are  to  be  made  up,  and  Vm  undone 

rf  they  be  negleded elfe  I  wou*d  not  flinch  for  the 

ftomeft  he  that  wears  a  Sword— '  {Looking  big. 

Dozvn» 
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Down»  What  fay  you,  Captain  V/h'tff  ^ 

[WhifF  almofl  drunk. 

Whiff,  I  am  trying.  Colonel,  what  Mettle  I'm  made 

on  ;  1  think  I  am  valiant,  I  fuppofe  I  have  Courage,  but 

I  confefs  'tis  little  of  the  D breed,  but  a  little  Infpi- 

ration  from  the  Bottle,  and  the  leave  of  my  Namy^  may 
do  wonders. 

Enter  a  Seaman  in  hajle. 
Sea,  An\  pleafe  your  Honours,  FrightaWs  Officers 
have  feizM  all  the  Ships  in  the  River,  and  rid  now  round 
the  Shore,  and  had  by  this  time  fecur'd  the  fandy  Beach, 
and  landed  Men  to  fire  the  Town,  but  that  they  are  high 
in  drink  aboard  the  Ship  call'd  the  Good-Subjeft  ;  the 
Mafter  of  her  fent  me  to  let  your  Honours  know,  that  a 
few  Men  fent  to  his  afUftance  will  furprize  them  and  re- 
take the  Ships. 

Well.  Now,  Gentlemen,  here  Is  a  brave  occafion  for 

Emulation why  writ  not  the  Mafter  ? 

JDtili.  Ay,  bad  he  writ,  I  had  foon  been  amongft  them 
i'faiih  ;  but  this  is  fome  Plot  to  betray  us. 

Sea,  Keep  me  here,  and  kill  me  if  it  be  not  true. 
Down,  He  fays  well— there's  a  Brigantine  and  a  Shal- 
lop ready,  I'll  embark  immediately. 

Friend,  No,  Sir,  your  Prefence  is  here  more  necefTary, 
let  me  have  the  Honour  of  this  Expedition, 
Baz.  I'll  go  your  Volunteer,  Charles. 
Well,  Who  elfe  offers  to  go  > 

Whim,  A  mere  Trick  to  kidnap  us,  by  Bacojj^'-^K  the 
Captain  had  writ. 

Tim,  Ay,  ay,  if  he  had  writ— - 
U^dl.  I  fee  you're  all  bafe  Cowards,  and  here  cafhier 
ye  from  all  Commands  and  Offices. 

Whim,  Look  ye.  Colonel,  you  may  do  what  yoa 
pleafe,  but  you  lofe  one  of  the  beft  drefs'd  Officers  in 
your  whole  Camp,  Sir. 

Tim,  And  in  me,  fuch  a  Head-piece, 
Whiff,  I'll  fay  nothing,  but  let  the  State  want  me. 
VhU.  For  my  part  1  am  weary  of  weighty  Affairs. 
iln  this  whils  Well.  Down.  Ffiend  andYi^z,  talk. 

G  $  W,IU 
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WelL  Command  what  Men  you  pleafe,  but  Expedition 
makes  you  half  a  Conqueror.  [Ex,  Friend,  and  Haz. 

Enter  another  Seaman  with  a  Letter,  gives  {it  to  Down- 
right, he  and  Wellman  read  it. 
Dow»  Look  ye  now,  Gentlemen,  the  Matter  has  writ. 
Dull.  Has  he— he  might  have  writ  fooner,  while  I  was 
x\  Command, — if  he  had— 
Whim,   Ay,  Major— if  he  had— but  let  them  mifs  us. 
Well.  Colonel,  hafte  with  your  Men,  and  reinforce  the 
Beach,  while  I  follow  with  the  Horfe ;— Mr.  Dnnce,  pray 
let  that  Proclamation  be  read  concerning  Bacon,  to  the 
Soldiers.  l^x.  Dow.  and  Well. 

Dun.  It  fhall  be  done.  Sir.  Gentlemen  how  fimply 
you  look  now. 

The  Scene  opens  and  difcovers  a  Body  of  Soldiers, 
Tim,  Why,  Mr.  Parfon,    I  have  a   fcruple  of  Con- 
fcience  upon  me,  I  am  confidering  whether  it  be  lawful 
to  kill,  tho  it  be  in  War ;  I  have  a  great  averfion  to't, 
and  hope  it  proceeds  from  Religion. 

Whif.  I  remember  the  Fit  took  you  juft  fo  when  the 
X>;<^t^  befieged  us,  for  you  cou'd  not  then  be  perfuaded 
to  ftrike  a  ftroke. 

Tim,  Ay,  that  was  becaufe  they  were  Proteftants  as 
we  are;  but  Gads  zoors,  had  they  been  Dutch  Papifts  I 
hid  maul'd  them ;  but  Confcience, 

Whim.  I  have  been  a  Juftice  of  Peace  this  fix  Years, 
and  never  had  a  Confcience  in  my  Life. 

Tim,  Nor  1  neither,  but  in  this  damn'd  thing  of  fight- 
ing. 

Dun,  Gentlemen,  I  am  commanded  to  read  the  De- 
claration of  the  honourable  Council  to  you. 

[To  the  Soldiers, 

ML  Hum,  hum,  hum, 

Booz,  Silence— filence •  [Dunce  reads^ 

Dun,  By  an  order  of  Council,  dated  May  the  lOth 
1670.  To  all  Gentlemen  Soldiers,  Merchants,  Planters, 
and  whom  elfe  it  may  concern.  Whereas  Bacon,  con- 
trary to  Law  and  Equity,  has  to  fatisfy  his  own  Ambi- 
tion, taken  up  Arms  with  a  pretence  to  fight  the  Indians^ 
few  indeed  to  moleftand  cnflave  the  whole  Colony,  and 
■ ■"  10 
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to  take  away  their  Liberties  and  Properties ;  this  \%  to  de- 
clare, that  whoever  fiiall  bring  this  Traitor  dead  or  alive 
to  the  Council,  (ball  have  three  hundred  pounds  Reward, 
And  fo  God  fave  the  King. 

All,  A  Council,  a  Council !  Hah—  iHoUcw, 

Enter  a  Soldier  haftily. 

Sold,  Stand  to  your  Arms,  Gentlemen,  (land  to  your 
Arms,  Bacon  is  marching  this  way. 

Dun,  Hah — what  Numbers  has  he? 

Sold.  About  a  hundred  Horfe,  in  his  march  he  has  fur- 
priz*d  Colonel  Downright,  and  taken  him  Prifoner. 

All,  Let's  fall  on  Bacon         let*s  fall  on  Bacen,  hay, 

[Hollow, 

Boon.  We'll  hear  him  fpeak  firft and  fee  what  he 

can  fay  for  himfelf. 

All,  Ay,  ay,  we'll  hear  Bacon  fpeak. 

[Dunce  pleads  with  thew. 

Tim,  Well,  Major,  I  have  found  a  Stratagem  fhall 
make  us  Four  the  greateft  Men  in  the  Colony,  we'll  fur- 
render  our  felves  to  Bacon,  and  fay  we  disbanded  on 
purpofe. 

Dull,  Good 

Whiff,  Why,  I  had  no  other  defign  in  the  World  in 
refufing  to  fight. 

Whim,  Nor  I,  d'ye  think  I  wou'd  have  excus'd  it  with 
the  fearof  difordering  my  Cravat-String  e!fe. 

Dun,  Why,  Gentlemen,  hedefigns  to  fire  ^^/w^i  Town, 
murder  you  all,  and  then  lie  with  your  Wives;  and  will 
you  flip  this  opportunity  offeizing  him? 

Booz..  Here's  a  termagant  Rogue,  Neighbours—- we'll 
bang  the  Dog. 

All,  Ay,  ay,  hang  Bacon,  hang  Bacom 

Enter  Bacon  and  Fearlefs,  fome  Soldiers  leading  in  Down* 

right  bound  5  Bacon  f\ands  a  while  and  flares  on  tk^ 

'Regiments,  who  are  [dent  all, 

Bac.  Well,  Gentlemen,  in  order  to  your  fine  Declara- 
tion, you  fee  I  come  to  render  my  felf . 

DHn»  How  came  he  to  kAOw  of  our  Dechration  ? 

-^      Wh'fi 
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whiff.  Rogues,  Rogues  among  our  felves,  that  ia- 
form. 

Bac,  What,  are  ye  filent  all, not  a  Man  lift  his 

Hand  in  Obedience  to  the  Council,  to  murder  this  Tray 
tor  that  his  expofed  his  Life  fo  often  for  you  ?  Hah, 

what  not  for  three  hundred  Pounds? You  fee  I've 

left  my  Troops  behind,  and  come  all  wearied  wiih  the 
Toils  of  War,  worn  out  by  Summers  heats,  and  Winters 
cold,  march'd  tedious  Days  and  Nights  thro  Bogs  and 
pens  as  dangerous  as  your  Clamours,  and  as  faithlefs,— 
what  tho  'twas  to  preferve  you  all  in  Safety,  no  matter, 
you  fhou'd  obey  the  grateful  Council,  and  kill  this  honeft 
Man  that  has  defended  you. 

AIL  Hum,,  hum,  hum. 

Whiff,  The  General  fpeaks  like  a  Gorgon. 

Tiw,  Like  a  Cherubin,  Man. 

Bac,  All  filent  yet— where's  that  mighty  Courage,  that 
cried  fo  loud  but  now,  A  Council,  a  Council  ?  where  is 
^our  Refolution  ?  cannot  three  hundred  Pounds  excite 
vour  Valour  to  feize  that  Taitor  Bacon  who  has  bled  for 
^ou  ? 

AIL  A  Bacon,  a  Bacon,  a  Bacon.  IHollow, 

Dow,  Oh  villainous  Cowards ! — Oh  the  faithlefs  Mul- 
iituae ! 

Bac,  What  fay  you,  Parfon? — you  have  a  forward 
Zeal. 

Dun,  I  wifh  my  Coat,  Sir,  did  not  hinder  me  from 
afting  as  becomes  my  Zeal  and  Duty, 

Whim,  A  plaguy  rugged  Dog, — that  Parfon. 

Bac,  Fearlefsy  feize  me  that  canting  Knave  from  out 
she  Herd,  and  next  thofe  honourable  Officers. 

IPoints  to  Dull.  Whim.  WhifF.  and  Tim, 
Fearlefs  feiz.es  them,  and  gives  them  to 
the  Soldiers,  and  takes  the  Proclama- 
iion  from  Dunce,  and  fbews  Bacon  \ 
they  read  it, 

DulL  Seize  us,  Sir,  you  fhall  not  need^  we  laid  down 
©jir  Commiffions  on  purpofe  to  come  over  to  your  Ho- 
nour. 

Whiff.  We  ever  loy'd  and  honoured  your  Honour* 

Timo 


The  Widow  Ranter,  ^c.    ijy 

Tim*  So  intirely.  Sir — that  I  wifb  I  were  fafe  in  jfames 
Town  for  your  fake,  and  your  Honour  were  han^'d. 

Bac»  This  fine  Piece  is  of  your  penning,  Parfon, tho 

it  be  countenancM  by  the  Council's  Names,  — Oh  Inora- 
titude  !  Burn,  burn  the  treacherous  Town,  fire  it  irnme* 
diately. 

Whim,  We'll  obey  you.  Sir, 

Whif,  Ay,  ay,  we'll  make  a  Bonfire  on't,  and  drink 
your  Honour's  health  round  about  ir.       [They  offer  to  go, 

Bac.  Yet  hold,  my  Revenge  fhall  be  more  merciful,  I 
ordered  that  all  the  Women  of  Rank  fhall  be  feiz'd  and 
brought  to  my  Camp,  I'll  make  their  Husbands  pay  their 
Ranfon^s  dearly  ;  they'd  rather  have  their  Hearts  bleed 
than  their  Purfes. 

Fear.  Dear  General,  let  me  have  the  felzing  of  Colo- 
nel Downright^  Dauohter ;  I  would  fain  be  plundering 
for  a  Trifle  cali'd  a  Maiden-bead. 

Bac,  On  pain  of  Death  treat  them  with  all  refpeft; 
aflure  them  of  the  Safety  of  their  Honour.  Now,  all  that 
will  follow  me,  fhall  find  a  welcome,  and  thofe  that  will 
not,  may  depart  in  Peace. 

All,  Ha,  a  General,  a  General,  a  General. 

{Some  Soldiers  go  off:  Some  go  to  the  fide  ^/ Bacon. 

Enter  Daring  and  Soldiers^  with  Chrifante,  Surelove, 
Mrs.  Whim,  and  Mrs.  WhifF,  and  feveral  other 
Women, 

Bac.  Succefsful  Daring^  welcome,  what  Prizes  have  ye  } 

Dar.  The  fairefl  m  the  World,  Sir  j  I'm  not  for  com- 
mon Plunder. 

Dow,  Hah,  my  Daughter  and  my  Kinfwoman  ! 

Bac.  *Tis  not  with  Women,  Sir,  nor  honeft  Men  like 
you,  that  I  mtend  to  combat ;  not  their  own  Parents 
(hall  be  more  indulgent,  nor  better  Safe-guard  to  their 
Honours,  Sir :  But  'tis  to  fave  the  expence  of  Blood  I 
iieze  on  their  mofl  valued  Prizes, 

Vow.  Bur,  Sir,  1  know  your  wild  Lieutenant  General 
has  long  lov'd  my  Chrifante^  and  perhaps,  will  take  this 
time  to  force  ber  to  confent* 
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Dar,  I  own  I  have  a  Paflion  for  Chrifante^  yet  by  my 
Generars  Life,  or  her  fair  felf,  what  now  I  aft  \s  on  the 
Icore  of  War,  I  fcorn  to  force  the  Maid  I  do  adore. 

Bac,  Eelieve  me.  Ladies,  you  Ihall  have  honourable 
Treatment  here, 

Chrif.  We  do  not  doubt  ir.  Sir,  either  from  you  or 
Daring  \  if  he  love  me,  that  will  fecure  my  Honour ;  or 
if  he  do  not,  he*s  too  brave  to  injure  me. 

J)ar.  I  thank  you  for  your  juft  opinion  of  me.  Ma- 
dam. 

Chrif.  But,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  Father  I  muft  plead ;  to 
fee  his  reverend  Hands  in  feivile  Chains ;  and  then  per- 
haps, if  ftubborn  to  your  Will,  his  Head  muft  fall  a  Vic- 
tim to  your  Anger. 

Vow.  No,  my  good  pious  Girl,  I  cannot  fear  ignoble 
ufage  from  the  General :  and  if  thy  Beauty  can  pieferve 
thy  Fame,  I  fhall  nor  mourn  in  my  Captivity. 

Bac,  V\\  ne'er  deceive  youi'  kind  Opinion  of  me— — • 
Ladies,  I  hope  you're  all  of  that  Opinion  too. 

Sure.  If  feizing  us  can  advance  your  Honour,  or  be 
of  any  ufe  confiderable  to  you,  I  fhall  be  proud  of  fucb  a 
Slavery. 

Mis.Whim,  I  hope.  Sir,  we  (han't  be  ravifh*d  in  your 
Camp. 

Dar*  Fie,  Mrs.  Whimfey^  do  Soldiers  ufe  to  ravifli  ? 

Mrs.  Whi^.  Ravifti !  marry,  I  fear  'em  not,  I'd  have 
'cm  know,  I  fcorn  to  be  ravifh'd  by  any  Man, 

Fear.  Ay,  o'  my  Confcience,  Mrs.  Whfff,  you  are  too 
good-natur'd. 

Var,  Madam,  I  hope  you'll  give  me  leave  to  name 
Love  to  you,  and  try  by  all  fubmiilive  ways  to^win  your 
Heart. 

Chrif,  Do  your  worft.  Sir ;  I  give  you  leave,  if  you 
affail  me  only  wkh  your  Tongue. 

Bar.  That's  generous  and  brave,  and  I'll  requite  it, 
.    Enter  Soldier  in  hajle, 

SoU  The  Truce  being  ended.  Sir,  the  Indians  grow  fo 
infolent  as  to  attack  us  even  in  our  Camp,  and  have 
killed  feveral  of  our  Men. 
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'Bac,  'Tis  time  to  check  their  Boldnefs ;  Darings  hafte, 
draw  up  our  Men  in  order  to  give  'em  Battel,  I  rather  had 
cxpefted  their  Submiflion. 

The  Country  now  may  fee  what  they^re  to  fear. 
Since  we  that  are  in  Arms  are  notfecure, 

[Exeunt,  leading  the  Ladies. 


A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

'A  Temple,  with  an  Indian  God  placed  upon  ity 
Priefis  and  Priefiejfes  attendwg:  Enter  In- 
dian King  on  one  fide  attended  by  Indian  Men  ; 
the  Queen  on  the  other  with  Women*  All  bozo 
to  the  Idol,  and  divide  on  each  fide  of  the 
Stage,  Then  the  Muftck  playing  louder y  the 
JPriefi  and  Priejlejfes  dance  about  the  Idol  with 
ridiculous  Pojlures,  and  crying  (as  for  In- 
cantations) thrice  repeated^  Agah  Yerkin, 
Agah  Boah,  Sulen  Tawarapah,  Sulen  Ta- 
waraph. 

After  this  foft  Mufick plays  again-,  then  they  ftng  fome- 

,    thing  fine  :  after  which  the  Priefis  lead  the  King  to  the 

jiltar,  and    the  Prieflejfes  the  ^een  ;  they   take  of 

little  Crowns  from  their  Heads,  and  offer  them  at  the 

Altar. 

^ing,  TNvoke  the  God  of  our  Q^uiofto  to  declare  what 

1  the  Event  ftiall  be  of  this  our  laft  War  againft 

the  Engliflj  General.  {Soft  Mufick  teafes. 

The  Mufick  changes  to  confufed  Tunes,  to  which  the  Priefis 

'    And  Prie/iefs  dance,  anttckly  finging  between,  the  fame 

Incantation  as  before  \  and  then  dance  agam^  and  fb 

'-     ~  -      -  -  invoke 
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invoke  again  alternately :  Which  Dance  endedy  a  Void 
behind  the  Altar  crles^  while  fofi  Mufickplays^ 
The  Englijl)  General  fliall  be 
A  Captive  to  his  Enemy  ; 
And  you  from  all  your  Toils  be  freed, 
When  by  your  Hand  the  Foe  (hall  bleed  ; 
And  e'er  the  Sun's  fwift  Courfe  be  run, 
This  mighty  Conqueft  fhall  be  won. 
King,  I  thank  the  Gods  for  taking  care  of  us ;  prepare 
new  Sacrifice  againft  the  Evening  when  I  return  a  Con- 
queror, I  will  my  felf  perform  the  Office  of  a  Priefl. 
(Slueen.  Oh,  Sir,  I  fear  you'll  fail  a  Viftim  firft. 
King.  What  means  Semernta  .«*  why  are  ihy  Looks  Co 
pale? 

Gjueen,  Alas,  the  Oracles  have  double  meanings,  thefr 
Senfe  is  doubtful,  and  their  Words  Enigmas :  I  fear,  Sir, 
1  cou'd  make  a  truer  Interpretation. 

King,  How,  Semerma  !  by  all  thy  Love  1  charge  thee, 
as  you  refped  my  Life,  to  let  me  know  your  Thoughts. 

§hieen,  Laft  Night  I  dream'd  a  Lyon  feli  with  hunger, 
fpite  of  your  Guards,  ilew  you,  and  bore  you  hence. 

King,  This  is  thy  Sex's  fear,  and  no  Interpretation  of 
the  Oracle. 
€lueen.  I  cou'd  convince  you  farther. 
King,  Haft  thou  a  Secret  thou  canft  keep  from  me  ? 
thy  Soul  a  Thought  that  I  muft  be  a  Stranger  too  ?  This 
is  not  like  the  Juftice  of  Semernia :  Come  unriddle  me 
the  Oracle. 

§lueen.  The  Englifl)  General  (hall  be  a  Captive  to  his 
Enemy  ;  he  ts  fo,  Sir,  already,  to  my  Beauty,  he  fays  he 
languifhes  for  Love  of  me. 

King,  Hah !  the  General  my  Rival         bat  go  on— . 
G[ueen,  And  you  from  all  your  War  be  freed :  Oh,   let 
me  not  explain  that  fatal  Line,  for  fear  it  mean,  you 
Ihall  be  freed  by  Death. 

King,  What,  when  by  my  Hand  the  Foe  Ihall  bleed  ? 

— - — away it  cannot  be 

Qjteen*  No  doubt,  my  Lord,  you'll  bravely  fell  your 
Life,  and  deal  fome  Wounds  where  you'll  receive  Co 
many. 
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King.  'Tis  Love,  Semernia^  makes  thee  dream  while 
waking  ; 
I'll  truft  the  Gods,  and  am  refolv'd  for  Batiel. 

Enter  an  Indian. 

Ind.  Hafte,  hafte,  great  Sir,  to  Arms;  B^cow  with  all 
his  Forces  is  prepar'd,  and  both  the  Armies  ready  to 
engage.  , 

King.  Hafte  to  my  General,  bid  him  charge  em  m- 
ftantly  ;  Til  bring  up  the  Supplies  of  ftout  Teroomtans^ 
thofe  fo  well  skill'd  In  the  envenom'd  Arrow,  lEx,  Indian. 
—Semernia—Wox^s  but  poorly  do  exprefs  the  Griefs  ot 
parting  Lovers— 'tis  with  dying  Eyes,  and  a  Heart  tremb- 
ling-^ thus [Puts  her  Hand  on  his  Heart, 

the^  take  a  heavy  leave;  —  one  parting  Kifs,  and  one 
Love  prefTmg  figh,  and  then  farewel :  —but  not  a  lon^ 
farewel ;  I  (Sail  return  vidorious  to  thy  Arms— commend 
me  to  the  Gods,  and  ftill  remember  me.  [£ac/r. 

Queen.  Alas !  What  pity  'tis  1  faw  the  General,  before 
my  Fate  had  given  me  to  the  King— But  now— like  thoib 
that  change  their  Gods,  my  faithlefs  Mind  betwixt  my  two 
Opinions  wavers ;  while  to  the  Gods  my  Monarch  I  com- 
mend j  my  wandring  Thoughts  in  pity  of  the  General 
makes  that  Zeal  cold,  declined— ineffedual.—  If  for  the 
General  1  implore  the  Deities,  methinks  my  Piayers  fhould 
not  afcend  the  Skies,  fince  Honour  tells  me  'tis  an  im- 
pious Zeal. 

Which  way  foever  my  Vevotiom  move, 
I  am  too  wretched  to  h  heard  above, 

[Exeunt9 


SCENE 


j62    The  Widow  Ranter,  ^c. 

SCENE  II.  Shoiiis  a  Field  of  Tents,  feen 
at  fome  diflance  thro  the  Threes  of  a  Woody 
Drums  J  'Trumpets  and  the  noife  of  Battel,  zuith 
hollowing.  The  Indians  are  feen  with  Battel* 
Axes  to  retreat  fighting  from  the  Englifh,  and 
all  go  ^ff;  when  they  re-  enter  immediately -^  heat- 
ing  hackthe  Englilli,  the  Indian  King  at  the 
head  of  his  Men,  with  Bows  and  Arrows  i 
Daring  at  the  head  of  the  Englifll :  They 
fight  off;  the  noife  continues  lefs  loud  as  more 
at  dijiance. 

Enter  Bacon  with  hh  Sword  drawn^  meets  Tearlefs  with 
his  Sword  drawn. 
Tear,  Hafte,  hafte,  Sir,  to  the  Entrance  of  the  Wood, 
Varwg^s  engaged  paft  hope  of  a  Retreat,  venturing  too 
far,  purfuing  of  the  Foe  ;  the  King  m  Ambufh,  with  his 
poifon'd  Archers,  fell  on.  and  now  we  are  danjeroufly 
diftreft.  "^  ' 

Bac,  Daring  is  brave,  but  he's  withal  too  rafh,  come 
on  and  follow  me  to  his  Affiftance  [Goes  out» 

A  hollowing  within^  the  Fight  renews;  enter  the  In- 
dians beaten  back  by  Bacon,  Daring  and  Fearlefs ; 
they  fight  off',  the  noife  oj  Fighting  continues  a  while^ 
this  Jliil  behind  the  Wood, 

Enter  Indiansj?)/;^^  ever  the  Stage,  purfu*d  by  the  King, 
King.  Turn,  turn  ye  fugitive  Slaves,  and  face  the  Ene- 
my ;  Oh  Villains,  Cowards,  deaf  to  all  Command  :  by 
Heaven  I  had  my  Rival  in  my  view,  and  aim'd  at  nothing 
but  my  conquering  him— -now  like  a  Coward  I  muft  fly 
with  Cowards,  or  like  a  defperate  Madman  fall,  thus 
fingly,  midfl  the  numbers.  IFollows  the  Indians. 

Enter  Bacon  inraged  with  his  Sword  drawn,  Fearlefs  and 
Dmng  following  him, 
Bac,  —  Where  is  the  King,   oh  ye  perfidious  Slaves  ? 
howj  have  you  hid  him  from  my  juft  Revenge  ? .— fearch 

all 
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dl  the  Brakes,  and  Furzes  and  the  Trees,  and  let  him  not 
cfcape  on  pain  of  Death. 

Bar,  We  cannot  do  Wonders,  Sir. 
Bac»  But  you  can  run  away.  ■ 

Dar,  Yes,  when  we  fee  occafion  — yet  fhouM 
any  but  my  General  tell  me  fo— —  by  Heaven  he 
Ihould  find  I  were  no  ftarter. 

Bac,  Forgive  me,  I'm  mad — the  King's  efcaped,  hid 
like  a  trembling  Slave  in  fome  clofe  Ditch,  where  he  will 
fooner  ftarve  than  fight  it  out. 

KC'enter  Indians  running  over  the  Stage^  purjued  by  the 
Kingy  whojhoots  them  as  they  fly  ;  fome  follow  him, 
Xing.  All's  loft — the  Day  is  loft — and  I'm  betray'd ;— . 
Oh  Slaves,  that  even  Wounds  can't  animate.       £/»  Kage, 
Bac.  The  King  I* 

King,  The  General  here !  by  all  the  Powers  betray'd 
by  my  own  Men  ! 

Bac,  Abandon'd  as  thou  art,  I  fcorn  to  take  thee  bafe* 
ly;  you  fhall  have  Soldiers  chance,  Sir,  for  your  Life, 
fince  Chance  fo  luckily  has  brought  us  hither ',  without 
more  Aids  we  will  difpute  the  Day  :  This  Spot  of  Earth 
bears  both  our  Armies  Fates ;  I'll  give  you  back  the  Vido- 
ry  1  have  won,  and  thus  begin  a-newon  ec]ual  Terms. 

King,  That's  nobly  faid  '.  —  the  Powers  have  heard  my 
Wifh.  You,  Sir,  firfl  taught  me  how  to  ufe  a  Sword, 
which  heretofore  has  fervcd  me  with  Succefs ;  But  now— 
^tis  ior  Semernia  that  it  draws,  a  Prize  more  valued  thaa 
my  Kingdom,  Sir 
■Bac.  Hah,  Sefnernia  / 

King,  Your  Blalhes  do  betray  your  Pafllon  for  her. 
Dar,  'Sdeaih,   have  we  fought  for  this,  to  expofe  the 
Vidory  to  the  conquer'd  Foe  ? 

Tear,  What  fight  a  fingle  Man our  Prize  already. 

King,  Not  fo,  young  Man,  while  I  command  a  Dart. 

Bac,  Fight  him  !  by  Heaven  no  reafon  fhall  difliiade 

me,  and  he  that  interrupts  me  is  a  Coward  j  whatever  be 

my  Fate,  I  do  command  ye  to  let  the  King  pafs  freely  t® 

his  Tents. 

Dar.  The  Devil's  in  the  General. 

Isar* 
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Tear.  S'death  his  Romantic  Humour  will  undo  us. 

[T/?f 3;  fight  and  paufe. 

King,  You  fight  as  if  you  meant  to  outdo  me  this  way, 
as  you  have  done  in  Generofity.  ^ 

Bac,  You're  net  behindhand  with  me.  Sir,  in  courtefy  ; 
Come,  here's  to  (tt  us  even —  \Jight  Again^ 

King*  You  bleed  apace. 

Bac,  You've  only  breath'd  a  Vein,  and  given  me  new 

Health  and  Vigour  by  it.  \They  fight  again,  Wound^^ 

on  both  fides,  the  King  fiaggers  \  Bacon  tak&s- 

him  in  his  Arms  \  the  King  drops  his  Sword* 

How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

King,'  Like  one that's   hovering  between  Heaven 

and  Earth ;  Tm mounting  .fomewhere up- 
wards  but  giddy  with  my  flight, — 1  know  not  where. 

Bac.  Command  my  Surgeons, — — inftantly make 

hafte  ;  Honour  returns,  and  Love  all  bleeding's  fled. 

lEx,  Fearlefs, 

King,  Oh  Semerma^  how  much  more  Truth  had  thy 
Divinity  than  the  Predictions  of  the  flattering  Oracles  » 
Commend  me  to  her — 1  know  you'll  — vifit — your  fair 
Captive,  Sir,  and  tell  her oh — ^— but  Death  pre- 
vents the  reft.  [Dies* 
Enter  Fearlefs. 

Bac.  He*s  gone ^and  now,  like  Csfar^    I  could 

weep  over  the  Hero  I  my  felf  deftroyed. 

Tear,  I'm  glad  for  your  repofe  1  fee  him  there— -'twas  a 
mad  hot-brain'd  Youth,   and  fo  he  died. 

Bac,  Come  bear  him  on  your  Shoulders  to  my  Tent, 
from  whence  with  all  the  folemn  State  we  can,  we  will 
convey  him  to  his  own  Pavilion. 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Sol.  Some  of  our  Troops  purfuing  of  the  Enemy  even 
to  their  Temples,  which  they  made  the  Sanftuary,  finding 
the  Queen  at  her  Devotion  there  with  all  her  Indian  Ladies, 
I'd  much  ado  to  flop  their  violent  Rage  from  fetting  fire 
10  the  holy  Pile. 

Bac,  Hang  'em  immediately  that  durft  attempt  if,  while 
I  my  felf  will  fly  to  refcue  her. 

[Gees  outy  they  bear  off  the  Ktn^s  Body  *,  Ex,  alU 

Enter 
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Enter  Whimfey,  pulling  in  Whiff,  with  a  Halter  about 
his  Necl(, 
Whim,  Nay  I'm  refolved  to  keep  thee  here  till  his 
Honour  the  General  comes. — What,  to  call  him  Traitor, 
and  run  away  after  he  had  fo  generoufly  given  us  our  free- 
dom,   and  lifted  us  Cadees  for  the  next  Command   that 

fell  in  his  Army— I'm  refolved  to  hang  thee 

Whijf.  Wilt  thou  betray  and  peach  thy  I'riend  ?    thy 
Priend  that  kept  thee  Com  p. my  all  the  while  thou  wert  a 

Prifoner. drinking  at  my  pwn  charge. 

Whim,  No  matter  for  that,    I  fcovn  Ingratitude,    and 

therefore  will  hang  thee but  as  for  thy  drinking  with 

me— I  fcorn  to  be  behind-hand  with  thee  in  Civility,  and 
therefore  here's  to  thee. 

[Takes  a  Bottle  of  Brandy  out  of  his  Pockety  Brtnhj, 
Whiff,   1  can't  drink, 

IVhim.  A  certain  fign  thou  wo't  be  hanged. 
Whiff.  You  us'd  to  be  o'  my  fide  when  ^^uftice,  let  the 
Caufe  be  how  it  wou'd.  [Weeps 

Whim.  Ay— when  1  was  a  Juftice  I  never  mmded 
Honefty,  but  now  Til  be  true  to  my  General,  and  hang 
thee  to  be  a  great  Man. — 

Whiff.  If  I  might  but  have  a  fair  Trial  for  my  Life— 

Wh:m.  A  fair  Trial  I— come  I'll  be  thy  Judge and 

If  thou  can'ft  clear  thy  felf  by  Law,  I'll  acquit  thee  :  Sir- 
rah,  Sirrah,  what  canft  thou  fay  for  thy  felf  for  calling  his 
Honour  Rebel  ?  iSlts  on  a  Drum-head, 

Whiff.  'Twas  when  I  was  drunk,  an't  like  your  Honour. 
Whim.  That's   no  Plea  ;    for  if  you  kill  a  Man  when 
you  are  fober,  you  muft  be  hanged  when  you  are  drunk. 
Haft  thou  any  thing  elfe  to  fay  for  thy  felf,  why  Sentence 
mav  not  pafs  upon  thee  ? 

ivhiff.  I  defire  the  Benefit  of  the  Clergy. 
Whim.  The  Clergy  !  1  never  knew  any  body  that  ever 
did  benefit  by  'em ;  why  thou  canft  not  read  a  word. 
Whtff.  Tranfpovtation  then  ■ 

Whim.   It  fhall  be  to  England  then but  hold — -- 

V\-ho's  this  >  [^Dulhnan  creeping  from  a  Bufn, 

Dull.   So  the  Danger's  over,  I  may  venture  out^ 

Pox  on't  1  wou'd  not  be  in  this  fear  again,    to  be  Lord 

Cnisf 
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Chief  Juftice  of  our  Court.     Why  how  now.  Comet  > 

what,  in  dreadful  Equipage  ?   Your  Battle- Ax  bloody' 

with  Bow  and  Arrows. 

Enter  Timorous  with  Battle- Ax^  Bow  and  Arrows    and 
leathers  on  his  Head, 

Tiw»  I'm  in  the  pofture  of  the  times.  Major I  cou'd 

not  be  idle  where  fo  much  Adion  was ;  Tm  going  to 
prefent  my  felf  to  the  General,  with  thefe  Trophies  of 
my  Viftory  here 

Dull,  Viftory what  Viaory— did  not  I  fee  thee 

creeping  out  of  yonder  Bufh,  where  thou  wert  hid  all  the 

Pight Humble  on  a  dead  Indian,  and  take  away  his 

Arms  ?  ^ 

Ttm.  Why,  didft  thou  fee  me  > 

Dull,  See  thee,  ay and  what  a  fright  thou  were  in, 

till  thou  wert  fure  he  was  dead. 

Tim,  Well,  well,  that's  all  one Gad  zoors  if  every 

Man  that  paffes  for  valiant  in  a  Battel,  were  to.: give  an  ac- 
count how  he  gained  his  Reputation,  the  World  wou'd 
be  but  thinly  ftock'd  with  Heroes ;  I'll  fay  he  was  a  areac 
War.Captain,  and  that  I  kill'd  him  hand  to  hand,  and 
who  can  difprove  me  ? 

Dull.  Difprove  thee why  that  pale  Face  of  thine, 

that  has  fo  much  of  the  Coward  in't. 

Tim.  Shaw,  that's  with  lofs  of  Blood Hah  I  am 

?Jn'!^n  1  ^  doubt— who's  yonder [Sees  Whim,  and 

Whift.  J  how,  Brother  Whiff  in  a  Hempen  Crevat-ftring. 

Whim.  He  call'd  the  General  Traitor,  and  was  running 

say,  and  I'm  refolv'd  to  peach. 

Dull,  Hum— and  one  Witnefs  will  ftand  good  in  Law 
in  cafe  of  Treafon * 

Tim.  Gads  zoors,  in.  cafe  of  Treafon,  he'll  be  hang'd 
if  it  be  proved  againft  him,  were  there  ne'er  a  Witn^efs 
at  all  ;  but  he  muft  be  tried  by  a  Council  of  War,  Man- 
Come,  come,  let's  difarm  him—       iThey  take  away  his 
Arms,  and  pull  a  Bottle  of  Brandy  out  of  his  Pocket, 

Whiff,  What,    I   hope  you  will   not   take  away  my 
Brandy,  Gentlemen,  my  laft  comfort. 

Tim.  Gads  zoors,  iCs   come  in   good    time we*ll 

drink  it  off,  here  hUpv-^  [Drinks,  \^hiff  takes  himafide. 

Whiff. 
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IVhiff,  Hark  ye  Cornet — you  are  my  good  Friend,  get 
this  matter  made  up  before  it  comes  to  the  General. 

Tim,  But  this  is  Treafon,  Neighbour. 

Whiff,  If  I  hang— I'll  declare  on  the  Ladder  how  you 
kiird  your  >J7ar-Captain. 

Tim,  Come  Brother  JVhimfey — we  have  been  all  Friends 
and  loving  Magiftrates  together,  let's  drink  about,  and 
think  no  more  of  this  Bufinefs. 

Dull,  Ay,  ay,  if  every  fober  Man  in  the  Nation  diould 
be  called  to  account  of  the  Treafon  he  fpeaks  in's  Drink, 
the  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  all. — Put  it  up — and  let  us, 
like  loving  Brothers,  take  an  honeft  Refolution  to  run 
away  together  j  for  this  fame  Irightall  minds  nothing  but 
Pishtincf. 

Whim,  I'm  content,  provided  we  go  all  to  the  Council, 
and  tell  them  (to  make  our  Peace)  we  went  in  obedience 
to  the  Proclamation,  to  kill  Bacon^  but  the  Traitor  was  (6 
ftrongly  guarded  we  could  not  efFed  it:  but  mum— — 

who's  here  ? 

Enter  Ranter  and  Jenny,  as  Man  and  Footman, 

Kant,  Hah  our  four  reverend  Juftices 1  hope  the 

Blockheads  will  not  know  me — Gentlemen,  can  you  di- 
reft  me  to  Lieutenant  General  Daring's  Tents  ? 

Whi§,  Hum,  who  the  Devil's  this? that's  he  you 

fee  coming  this  way.     'Sdeath,  yonder's  Daring let's 

flip  away  before  he  advances.  [Exeunt  all  but  Ran.  and]cn. 

Jen.  I  am  fcar'd  with  thofe  dead  Bodies  we  have  pafs'd 
over  ;  for  God's  fake,  Madam,  let  me  know  your  defign 
m  coming. 

Rant.  Why,  now  I  tell  thee — my  damn'd  mad  Fellow 
J^aring^  who  has  my  Heart  and  Soul,  loves  Chrifante^ 
has  ftolen  her,  and  carried  her  away  to  his  Tents  ;  fhe 
hates  him,  while  I  am  dying  for  him. 

Jen,  Dying,  Madam  !  I  never  faw  you  melancholy. 

Kant.  Pox  on't  no;  whyftiould  1  figh  and  whine,  and 
make  my  felf  an  Afs,  and  him  conceited  ?  no,  inftead  of 
fnivelling  I  am  refolved— — «. 
Jen.  What,  Madam  ? 
R^nt.  Gad  to  beat  the  Rafcal,  and  bring  off  C/?r//4»r^. 

Jen. 
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^en.  Beat  him,  Madam  !  what,  a  Woman  beat  a  Lieu- 
tenant-General ? 

Rant,  Hang  'em,  they  get  a  name  in  >55^ar  from  Com- 
mand, not  Courage ;  but  how  know  1  but  I  may  fight  ? 
Gad  1  have  known  a  Fellow  kick'd  from  one  end  of  the 
Town  to  t'other,  believing  himfelf  a  Coward  ;  at  laft  forced 
to  fight,  found  he  could  ;  got  a  Reputation,  and  bullied 
all  he  met  with;  and  got  a  Name,. and  a  great  Commif- 
ilon. 

Jen,  But  if  he  fhould  kill  you.  Madam. 

Ran.  I'll  take  care  to  make  it  as  comical  a  Duel  as  the 
beft  of  'em ;  as  much  in  love  as  I  am,  I  do  not  intend 
to  die  its  Martyr. 

Enter  Daring  a?7d  Fearlefs. 

Fear.  Have  you  feen  C hrifante  CincQ  the  Fight  ? 

Bar.  Yes,  but  fhe  is  flill  the  fame,  as  nice  and  coy  as 
Fortune,  when  fhe's  courted  by  the  wretched  ;  yet  fhe 
denies  me  fo  obligingly,  fhe  keeps  my  Love  flill  in  its 
humble  Calm. 

Ran.  Can  you  direft  me.  Sir,  to  one  Baring* s  Tent  ? 

\Sulletily. 

Bar.  One  Varwg  !. he  has  another  Epithet  to  his 

Name. 

Ran,  What's  that,  Rafcal,  or  Coward  ? 

Bar.  Hah,  which  of  thy  Stars,  young  Man,  has  fent 
thee  hither,  to  find  that  certain  Fate  they  have  decreed  ? 

Ran.  I  know  not  what  my  Stars  have  decreed,  but  I 
fliall  be  glad  if  they  have  ordain'd  me  to  fight  with  Dd- 
ring : — by  thy  concern  thou  fliou'dft  be  he. 

Bar,  I  am,  prithee  who  art  thou? 

Ran.  Thy  Rival,  tho  newly  arrived  from  England^ 
and  came  to  marry  fair  Chrifante,  whom  thou  haft  ra- 
villi*d,  for  whom  1  hear  another  Lady  dies. 

Bar.  Dies  for  me  ? 

Ban.  Therefore  refign  her  fairly— or  fight  me  fairly— 

Var.  Come  on  Sir but  hold before  I  kill  thee, 

prithee  inform  me  who  this  dying  Lady  is  ? 

Ran.  Sir  I  owe  ye  no  Courtefy,  and  therefore  will  do 

you  none  by  telling  you come  Sir,  for  Chrifante 

draw.  {Ths'^  opr  to  fight^  f  earlefs  fteps  in. 

Fear, 
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Tear,  Hold what  mad  Frolfck's  this  ? Sir,  you 

fight  for  one  you  never  faw  [to  Ranter.]  and  you  for  one 
that  loves  you  not.  [r<?  Dar. 

Dar.  Perhaps  (he'll  love  him  as  little. 

Rax.  Gad  put  it  to  the  Trial,  if  you  dare — if  thou  be*ft 
generous,  bring  me  to  her,  and  whom  (he  does  negled 
(hall  give  the  other  place. 

Dar.  That's  fair,  put  up  thy  Sword— 1*11  bring  thee  to 
her  inftantly.  lExemt, 

SCENE,   A  Tent. 

Enter  Chrifante  and  Surelove. 

Chrif.  I'm  not  fo  much  afflided  for  my  Confinement ' 
as  I  am  that  I  cannot  hear  of  Friendly. 

Sure.  Art  not  perfecuted  with  Daring  <? 

Chrif.  Not  at  all ;  tho  he  tells  me  daily  of  his  Paflion 
I  rally  him,  and  give  him  neither  Hope  nor  Defpair  — 
he's  here.  ^  ' 

Enter  Daring,  Fear.  Rant,  and  Jenny. 

Dar,  Madam,  the  Complaifance  I  fhow  in  bringint» 
you  my  Rival,  will  let  you  fee  how  glad  I  am  to  oblige 
you  every  way. 

Ran,  I  hope  the  Danger  I  have  expofcd  my  felf  to  for 
the  Honour  of  kifling  your  Hand,  Madam,  will  render  me 

fomething  acceptable!       >here  are  my  Credentials- 

IGives  her  a  Letter, 

Chrifante  reads. 
Dear  Creattire^   I  have   taken   this  Habit  to  free  you 
from  an  impertinent  Lover,  and  to  fecure  the  damned 
Rogue  Daring  to  my  felf :  receive  me  as  fent  by  Colonel 

Surelove  from  England  to  marry  you favour  wc— « 

no  moret  ■  ■ 

Yours^  Ranter. 

•—Hah  Ranter  /  [Jffde.]  — Sir,  you  have  too  good  a 
Charafter  from  my  Coufin  Colonel  Surelove^  not  to  re- 
ceive my  Welcome.  [Gives  Surelove  the  Letter, 

Vol.  IV.  H  Ran. 
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Ran,  Stand  by  General —     [Pufhes  atvay  Daring,  looks 
big,  and  takes  Chrifante  ky  the  Hand,  and  kijfes  if. 

Bar.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  there's  room  enough — at  fiift  fight 
Co  kind  ?  Oh  Youth,  Youth  and  Impudence,  what  Temp- 
tations are  you  to  villanous  Woman  ? 

Chrif,  I  confefs,  Sir,  we  Women  do  not  love  thefe 
rough  fighting  Fellows,  they're  always  fearing  us  with  one 
Broil  or  other, 

Dan  Much  good  may  it  do  you  with  your  tame  Cox- 
comb. 

Ran,  Well,  Sir,  then  you  yield  the  Prize  ? 

Dar,  Ay  Gad,  were  (he  an  Angel,  that  can  prefer  fuch 
a  callow  Fop  as  thou  before  a  Man— take  her  and  do- 
mincer.  ^  [They  all  laugh, 

— 'Sdeath  am  I  grown  ridiculous  ? 

Fear.  Why  haft  thou  not  found  the  Jeft  ?  by  Heaven  'tis 
Ranter,  \i$  (he  that  loves  you  ;  carry  on  the  humour.  iAfide, 
Faith,  Sir,  if  I  were  you,  1  wou*d  divorce  my  felf  to 
Madam  R<i»/«r. 

Chrif,  Ay,  (he's  a  fit  Wife  for  you,  (he'll  fit  your  Hu- 
mour. 

Dar.  R4»/^r— Gad  1*11  fooner  marry  a  She- Bear,  un- 
lefs  for  a  Penance  for  fome  horrid  Sin ;  we  (hould  be  eter- 
nally challenging  one  another  to  the  Field,  and  ten  to  one 
ftie  beats  me  there  ;  or  if  I  (hould  cfcape  there,  fhe 
wou'd  kill  me  with  drinking. 

Ran,  Here's  a  Rogue— does  your  Country  abound  with 
fuch  Ladies  ? 

Dar.  The  Lord  forbid,  half  a  dozen  wou  d  ruin  the 
Land,  debauch  all  the  Men,  and  fcandalize  all  the  Wo- 
men. 

Rear,  No  matter,  (he's  rich. 

Dar.  Ay,  that  will  make  her  infolenf. 

Fear.  Nay,  (he's  generous  too. 

Dar.  Yes,  when  (he's  drunk,  and  then  (he'll  lavi(h  all. 

Ran,  A  pox  on  him  how  he  vexes  me. 

Bar.  Then  fuch  a  Tongue — (he'll  rail  and  fmoke  till 
fhe  choke  again  ;  then  fix  Gallons  of  Punch  hardly  re- 
covers her,  and  never  but  then  is  (he  good-natur'd. 

Kan,  I  muft  lay  him  on.  ■   ■     ■ 

Dar 
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J>ar,  There's  not  a  Blockhead  in  the  Country  that  has 
not 

Kan,  What 

D*jr.   Been  drunk  with  her, 

2U».  I   thought  you  had  meant  fomething  elfe,  Sir. 

lln  huff. 

Bar,  Nay—  as  for  that—  I  fuppofe  there  Is  no  great 
difficulty. 

Ran,  *Sdcatbj  Sir,  you  lye — and  you  are  a  Son  of  a 
^^^^'  IDraws  and  fences  with  him^  and 

he  runs  back  round  the  Stage, 

Dar.  Hold hold  Virago— dear  Widow  hold,  and 

give  me  thy  hand. 

Ran,  Widow  ! 

Dar,  'Sdeath  I  knew  thee  by  inftirfl-.  Widow,  tho  I 
feemed  not  to  do  fo,  in  revenge  for  the  Trick  put  on  me 
in  telling  me  a  Lady  dy'd  for  me. 

Ran,  Why   fuch   a   one  there  is,    perhaps    (lie  may 

dwindle  forty  or  fifty  Years- or  fo— but  will  never  be 

her  own  Woman  again,  that's  certain. 

Sure,  This  we  are  all  ready  to  teftifv,  we  know  her. 

Chrif,  Upon  my  Life,  \h  true. 

Dar,  Widow,  1  have  a  fiireud  Sufpicion,  that  you  your 
felf  may  be  this  dying  Lady. 

Ran.  Why  (o^  Coxcomb  ? 

Dar,  Becaufe  you  took  fuch  Pains  to  put  your  felf  into 
my  hands. 

Ran,  Gad  if  your  Heart  were  but  half  <o  true  as  your 
Guefs,  we  (hould  conclude  a  Peace  before  B^c^w  and  the 
Council  will— beiides,  this  thing  whines  for  Friendly,  and 
there's  no  hopes.  [jo  Chrifame. 

Bar,  Give  me  thy  Hand,  Widow,  I  am  thine— and  fo 
entirely,  I  will  never— be  drunk  out  of  thy  Company  3— 

Dunce  is  in  my  Tent, prithee  let's  in  and  bind  the 

Bargain. 

Ran,  Nay,  faith,  let's  fee  the  Wars  at  an  end  firft. 

Dar,  Nay,  prithee  take  me  in  the  humour,  wbOe  thy 
Breeches  are  on— for  I  never  lik'd  thee  half  fo  well  in 
Petticoats. 

Ran,  Lead  on  General,  you  give  jse  good  incourage- 

nient  to  wear  them,  lExeunu 

H  2  ACT 
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ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

The  Sevana  in  fight  of  the  Camp  ;  the 
Moon  rifes. 

Enter  Friendly,  Hazard  and  Boozer,  and  a  Party  of  Hen. 

\  Friend,  XKJ^  ai*e  now  in  fight  of  the  Tents. 

W  Booz»  Is  not  this  a  rafli  Attempt,  Gentle- 
men, wiih  fo  fmall  Force  to  fet  upon  Bacon's  whole 
Army  > 

Haz'  Oh,  they  are  drunk  with  Viftory   and  Winej 
there  will  be  nought  but  revelling  to  night. 

Iriend,  V^ould  we  could  learn  in   what  Quarter  the 
Ladies  are  lodg'd,  for  we  have  no  other  bufmefs  but  to 

releafe  them But  hark-- who  comes  here  ? 

Bo&x.*  Some  Scouts,  I  fear,  from  the  Enemy, 
Enter  Dull.  Tim.  Whim,  and  WhifF,  creeping  as  in 

the  dark, 
Triend,  Let's  fhelter  ourfelves  behind  yonder  Trees- 
left  we  be  furpriz'd. 

Tim.  Wou'd  1  were  well  at  home Gad  zoors, 

e'er  you  catch  me  a  Cadeeing  again,  I'll  be  content  to  be 

fet  in  the  fore-front  of  the  Battle  for  Hawks-Meat. 

Whitn,  Thou'rt  afraid  of  every  Bufh. 

Tim*  Ay,  and  good  reafon  too:  Gad  zoors,  there  ma) 

be  Rogues  hid prithee,  Major,  do  thou  advance. 

Vali.  No,  no,  go  on no  matter  of  Ceremony  ii 

thefe  cafes  of  running  away.  [The'j  advanct 

Triend.  They  approach  directly  to  us,  we  cannot  efcap 

them their  numbers  are  not  great let  us  advanc< 

IThey  come  up  to  then 
Tim.  Oh!  I  am  annihilated. 
IVh'iff.  Some  of  Irightall's  Scouts,  we  are  loft  Men. 

\They  pufh  €ach  otjier  foremoj 
friend.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Whir. 
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whim,  Ohj  they'll  give  us  no  Quarter ;  'twas  long  of 
you,  Cornet,  that  we  ran  away  from  our  Colours. 

T/Vw.  Me — *rwas  the  Major's  Ambition  here — to  make 
himfelf  a  great  Man  with  the  Council  again. 

Dull,  Pox  o'  this  Ambition,  it  has  been  the  ruin  of 
many  a  gallant  Fellow. 

Whiff,  If  I  get  home  again,  the  height  of  mine  fhaU 
be  to  top  Tobacco;  would  Tad  fome  Brandy. 

Tim,  Gad  zoors,  would  we  had,  'tis  the  beft  Armour 
againft  Fear — hum — I  hear  no  body  now prithee  ad- 
vance a  little. 

Whim.  What,  before  a  Horfe-Officer  ? 

Friend.  Stand,  on  your  Lives 

T^m.  Ob,  'tis  impoflible— I'm  dead  already. 

Friend.  What  are  ye  ? — fpeak — or  I'll  fhoot. 

Whim,  Friends  to  thee,  ..who  the  Devil  are  we 

Friends  to  ? 

Tim.  E'en  who  pleafe  you,  Gad  zoors. 

Friend.  Hah — Gad  zoors— who's  there,  Timor oui  P 

Tim,  Hum — I  know  no  fuch  Scoundrel — [Gets  behi?id, 

Dull.  Hah  .that's  Friendly s  Voice. 

Friend.  Right rhine's  that  of  Dullman — 

who's  wiih  you  ? 

Bull.  Only  Timorous^  Whifnfey  and  Whiff,  all  valiantly 
running  away  from  the  Arch-Rebel  that  took  us  Prifoners. 

Haz.  Can  you  inform  us  where  the  Ladies  are  lodg'd? 

X>«//,  In  the  hither  Quarter,  in  Baring's  Tent ;  you'i! 
know  them  by  Lanthorns  on   every  corner.  .there 

was  never  better  time  tofurprize  them for  this  day 

Barmg^s  married,  and  there's  nothing  but  Dancing  and 
Drinking. 

Haz.  Married  !  to  whom  ? 

Dull,  That  I  ne'er  enquir'd. 

Friend.  'Tis  to  Chrifante,  Friend — and  the  Re- 
ward of  my  Attempt  is  loft.  Oh,  1  am  mad,  I'll  fight 
away  my  Life,  and  my  Defpair  (hall  yet  do  greater  Won- 
ders, than  even  my  Love  could  animate  me  to.  Lei's 
part  our  Men,  and  befec  his  Tents  on  both  fides. 

[Friendly  goes  out  with  a  Party. 

Haz,»  Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  on 

H  3  miff. 
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IVhiff,  On,  Sir,— we  on,  Sir  ? 

Haz,.  Ay,  you  on.  Sir to  redeem  the  Ladies. 

Whiff.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  going  home  for  Money  to  redeem 
my  Nancy, 

Whim.  So  am  I,  Sir. 

Tim,  I  thank  my  Stars  I  am  a  Baichelor,^  Why,  whit 
a  Plague  is  a  Wife  ? 

Ham,  Will  you  march  forward  ? 

Bull,  We  have  atchlevM  Honour  enough  already,  in 
having  made  our  Campaign  here  [^Looking  big, 

Haz,  'Sdeath,  but  you  fhall  go— put  them  in  the 
front,  and  prick  them  on— if  they  offer  to  turn  back, 
run  them  thro. 

Tim,  Oh,  horrid        ■  ■     IThe  Soldien  prick  them  on 

with  their  Swords, 

Whiff.  Oh  Nancy,  thy  Dream  will  yet  come  to  pafs. 

Haz,  Will  you  advance,  Sir  ?  iPricks  WhifF. 

Whiff,  Why  fo  we  do.  Sir  }  the  Devil's  in  thefe  fight- 
ing Fellows.  [^Exit* 
Art  Alarm  At  a  diflanee* 

Within.  To  Arms,  to  Arms,  the  Enemy's  upon  us. 

A  Noife  of  Fighting,  after  which  enters  Friendly  with 
hii  Party^  retreating  and  fighting  from  Daring  and 
feme  Soldiers,  Ranier  fighting  like  a  Fury  by  his  ftde, 
he  putting  her  back  in  vain  ;  they  fight  out.  Re- enter 
Daring  and  Friendly  all  bloody.  Several  Soldiers  enter 
with  Flambeaux, 

Bar,  Now,  Sir what  Injury  have  I  ever  done  you, 

that  you  Ihould  ufe  this  Treachery  againft  me  ? 

Friend,  To  take   advantage   any    way   in  War,  was 

never  counted  Treachery and  had  I  murder'd  thee,  I 

had  not  paid  thee  half  the  Debt  I  owe  thee. 

Bar.  You  bleed  too  much  to  hold  too  long  a  Parley- 
come  to  my  Tent,  I'll  take  a  charitable  care  of  thee. 

Friend,  1  fcorn  thy  Courtefy,  who  againft  all  the  Laws 
of  Honour  and  of  Juftice,  haft  ravifh'd  innocent  Ladies. 

Bar.  Sir,  your  upbraiding  of  my  Honour  fhall  never 
make  me  forfeit  it,  or  efteem  you  lefs— Is  there  a  Lady 
here  you  have  a  Paffion  for  ? 

Friend, 
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yrtend.  Yes,  on  a  nobler  fcore  than  you  dareft  own. 

Dar,  To  let  you  fee   how  you're  miftaken,  Sir,  who-' 
e'er  that  Lady  be  whom  you  affeft,  1  will  refign,  and 
give  you  both  your  Freedoms. 

Friend,  Why,  for  this  Courtefy,  which  fhows  thee 
brave,  in  the  next  fight  I'll  fave  thy  Life  to  quit  the  Obli- 
gation. 

Bar,  1   thank  you,  Sir ; come  to  my  Tent, 

and  when  we've  drefs'd  your  Wounds,  and  yielded  up  the 
Ladies,  I'll  give  you  my  Pafs-port  for  your  Safe-Conduft 
back,  and  tell  your  Friends  i'lh'  Town,  we'll  vifit  them 
i'lh'  Morning. 

Friend.  They'll  meet  you  on  your  way,  Sir 

Bar,  Cotne  my  young  Soldier,  now  ihou'ft  won  my 
Soul. 

jin  Alarm  heats  :  Enter  at  another  Pajfage  Boozer  ivith 
all  the  Ladies  ;  they  fafs  ozer  the  Stage,  zvhtle  Hazard 
and  Dot\'nrioht  beat  back  a  Party  of  Soldiers,  Dull. 
Tim.  Whim,  and  WhifT,  prick' d  on  by  their  Party  to 
fight^  lay  about  them  like  Madmen,  Bacon,  Fearlefs 
and  Daring  come  in,  rescue  their  Men,  and  fight  out 
the  other  Party^  fome  falling  dead.  Bacon,  fearlefs 
and  Daring  return  tired^  with  thtir  Sivords  drazvn. 
Enter  Soldier  running, 

S9I.  Return,  Sir,  where  your  Sword  will  be  more  ufe- 
ful — a  Party  of  Indians,  taking  advantage  of  the  Night, 
have  fet  fire  on  your  Tents,  and  borne  away  the  Queen. 

Bac,  Hah,  the  Queen !  By  Heaven  this  Viftory  fliall 
coft  them  dear  j  come,  let  us  fly  to  lefcue  her.  IGoes  out^ 

SCENE  changes  to  Wellman'i  'Tent, 

Enter  Wellman,  Bragg,  Grubb,  and  Officers. 
Well,  I  cannot  fleep,  my  Impatience  is  fo  great  to  en- 
gage this  haughty  Enemy,  before  they  have  repofed  theii 

weary  Limbs Is  not  yon  ruddy  Light  the  Morning's 

dawn  ? 

Brag,  'Tis,  and  pleafe  your  Honour, 
Well,  Is  there  no  News  of  Friendly  yet,  and  Hazard  / 
H  4  ^rag. 
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JBra^,  Not  yet Ws  thought  they  left  the  Camp  to 

night,  with  fome  defign  againft  the  Enemy. 

fVelU  What  Men  have  they  ? 

Bragg.  Only  Boozer's  Party,  Sir. 

Well,  I  know  they  are  brave,  and  mean  to  furprfze 
me  with  fome  handfome  Adion, 

Enter  Friendly. 

Friend.  I  ask  a  thoufand  Pardons,  Sir,  for  quitting 
the  Camp  without  your  leave. 

Well.  Your  Condud  and  your  Courage  cannot  err ;  I 
fee  thou'ft  been  in  Aiftion  by  thy  Blood. 

Friend.  Sir,  I'm  afliamed  to  own  thefe  flender  Wounds, 
iince  without  more  my  luck  was  to  be  taken,  while  Ha- 
zard did  alone  effeft  the  Bufinefs,  the  refcuing  of  the  La- 
dies. 

Well,  How  got  ye  Liberty  ? 

Friend,  By  Darings  Generofity,  who  fends  ye  word 
he'i!  vifit  you  this  Morning. 

Well.  \Ve  are  prepared  to  meet  him. 
Enter  Tiovm.  Hazard,  Ladies^  Whim.   WhifF,  Dullman, 
Tim.  looking  big.    Well,  embraces  Down. 

Well.  My  worthy  Friend,  how  am  I  joyed  to  fee  you  ? 

Down.  We  ovve  our  Liberties  to  thefe  brave  Youths, 
who  can  do  Wonders  when  they  fight  for  Ladies. 

Tim.  With  our  adiftance,  Ladies. 

Whim.  For  my  part  I'll  not  take  k  as  I  have  done  ; 
Gad  I  find,  when  I  am  damnable  angry,  I  can  beat  both 
Friend  and  Foe. 

Whiff.  When  I  fight  for  my  l^ancy  here — adtfifh  I'm 
a  Dragon. 

Mrs.  Whiff.  Lord,  you  need  not  have  been  fo  hafty. 

Friend.  Do  not  upbraid  me  with  your  Eyes,  Chrifante  5 
but  let  thefe  Wounds  alfure  you  I  endeavour*d  to  ferve 
you,  tho  Hazard  had  the  Honour  on't. 

Well,  But,  Ladies,  we'll  not  expofe  you  in  the  Camp, 
a  Party  of  our  Men  (hall  fee  you  fafely  conduced  to 
Madam  Surelovcs  ;  'tis  but  a  little  Mile  from  our  Camp. 

Friend.  Let  me  have  that  honour,  Sir. 

Chrif 
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ChrtJ.  No,  1  conjure  you  let  your  Wounds  be  drefs'd  ; 
obey  me  if  you  love  me,  and  Haz^ard  fliall  conduft  us 
home. 

WelU  He  had  the  Toil,  'tis  fit  he  have  the  Recom- 
pence. 

VVhljf,  He  the  Toil,  Sir !  what,  did  we  ftand  for  Cy- 
phers r 

Whim*  The  very  appearance  I  maJe  in  the  front  of 
the  Battel,  aw'd  the  Enemy. 

Tim,  Ay,  ay,  let  the  Enemy  fay  how  I  maui'd  'em — 
but  Gads  zoors,  I  fcorn  to  brag. 

Weil,  Since  you've  regain'd  your  Honour  fo  glorioufly, 
I  reftore  you  to  your  Commands,  you  loft  by  your  feera- 
ing  Cowardice. 

BulL   Valour  is  not  always  in  humour,  Sir. 

Well,  Come,  Gentlemen,'  fince  they've  refolv'd  to  en- 
gage us,  let's  fee  our  Men  in  order  to  receive  'em. 

lExe-rr.t  all  but  the  four  \}Hflices* 

Tim.  Our  Commiflions  again— you  muft  be  bragging,', 
and  fee  what  comes  on*t  ;  I  was  modeft  ye  fee,  and  laid 
nothing  of  my  Prowefs. 

Whiff,  What  a  Devil  does  the  Co'onel  think  we  are 
made  of  Iron,  continually  to  be  beat  on  the  Anvil  ? 

Whim,  Look,  Gentlemen,  here's  two  Evils if  we 

go  we  are  d^ii  Men  ^  if  we  ftay  vre  are  hang'd and 

that  will  diforder  my  Crevat-ftnng: therefore  the  ieaft 

Evil  is  to  go and  fet  a  good  Face  on  the  matter,  as 

1  do—  [^oes  out  fir,  gill g^ 

S   C  EN   E,    A   thick  lV.Qd. 

Enter  Q^ecn  drefs'd  like  afj  Indian  Jidan,  with  a  Bow  /> 
her  Hand,  and  (^^iuer  at  her  Back  ^  Anaria  hsr  Con^ 
fident  djgHn^d  fo  too  ,  and  aioHt  a  dozen  Indians  led 
Ly  Cavavo, 

Gtjeen.  I  tremble  yet,  doft  think  we're  fafe,  Cavaro  ^ 
Cav.  Madam,  thefe  Woods  are  intricate  and  vaft,  and 
'fwill  be  difficult  to  find  us  our— or  if  they  do,  this  Habit 
will  fecure  you  from  the  fear  of  being  taken, 

H  5  §«f#^. 
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Qj4een.  Doft  think  if  Bacon  find  us,  he  will  not  know 
me  ?     Alas,  my  Fears  and  Blulhes  will  betray  me. 

Ana.  *Tis  certain,  Madam,  if  we  ftay  we  perifti  \  for 
all  the  >5f^ood's  furrounded  by  the  Conqueror, 

Queen,  Alas,  *tis  better  we  fhould  perifti  here,  than 
ftay  to  expeft  the  Violence  of  his  Paflion,  to  which  my 
Heart's  too  fenfibly  inclin'd. 

Ana.  Why  do  you  not  obey  its  Dilates  then  ?  why 
do  you  fly  the  Conqueror  ? 

ilueen.  Not  fly not  fly  the  Murderer  of  my  Lord  ? 

Ana,  What  World,  what  Refolution  can  preferve  you  ? 
and  what  he  cannot  gain  by  foft  Admiflion,  Force  will  at 
}aft  overcome. 

i^een,  I  wifli  there  were  in  Nature  one  excufe,  either 
by  Force  or  Reafon  to  compel  me  : — For  Oh  Anaria-^ 
I  adore  this  General ; — take  fi-om  my  Soul  a  Truth- 
till  now  conceal'd at  twelve  Years  old at  the  Pat4» 

wsmungian  Court,  I  faw  this  Conqueror.  I  faw  him 
young  and  gay  as  new-born  Spring,  glorious  and  charm- 
ing as  the  Mid-day*s  Sun  ;  I  watchM  his  Looks,  and 
Jiftned  when  he  fpoke,  and  thought  him  more  than 
mortal. 

Ana,  He  has  a  graceful  Form. 

Queen,  Ac  lift  a  fatal  Match  concluded  was  between 
my  Lord  and  me ;  I  gave  my  Hand,  but  oh  how  far  my 
Heart  was  from  confenting,  the  angry  Gods  are  Witnefs. 

Ana.  *Twas  pity. 

&ueen.  Twelve  tedious  Moons  1  pafs'd  in  filent  Lan- 
guifhment  \  Honour  endeavouring  to  deftroy  my  Love, 
but  ail  in  vain  :  for  ftill  my  Pain  returned  whenever  I  be- 
held my  Conqueror ;  but  now  when  I  confider  him  as 
Murderer  of  my  Lord — [Fiercely.']  1  (igh  and  wifh— 
fome  other  fatal  Hand  had  given  him  his  Death.— —i 
But  now  there's  a  neceflity,  I  muft  be  brave  and  over- 
come my  Heart  :  What  if  I  do?  ah,  whither  fhall  I 
fly  ?  I  have  no  Amazonian  Fire  about  me,  all  my  Artil- 
lery is  Sighs  and  Tears,  the  Earth  my  Bed,  and  Heaven 
my  Canopy.  [Weeps,         INoife  of  Fighting, 

Hah,  we  are  furpriz'd  ;  Oh,  whiiher  fhall  1  fly  ?  And 
yet  methinks  a  certain  iremblicg  Joy,  fpitc  of  my  Soul, 

fpite 
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fpite  of  my  boafted  Honour,  runs  fhivering  round  my 
Heart. 

Enter  an  Indian. 

Ind.  Madam,  your  Out-guards  are  furprlz'd  by  Bacon, 
who  hews  down  all  before  him,  and  demands  the  Queen 
with  fuch  a  Voice,  and  Eyes  fo  fierce  and  angry,  he  kills 
us  with  his  Looks. 

Cav,  Draw  up  your  poifon'd  Arrows  to  the  head,  and 
aim  them  at  his  Heart,  fure  fome  will  hit. 

Qiieen.  Cruel  Cavaro^  .WQu'd  'twere  fit  for  me 

to  contradift  thy  Juftice.  ^Afide, 

Bac,  within.  The  Queen,  ye  Slaves,  give  me  the  Queen, 
and  live! 

He  enters  furioujly^  hating  back  fome  Indhns',  Cavaro'j 
Party  going  to  JJjoot^  the  Queen  runs  in* 

ffineen.  Hold,  hold,  I  do  command  ye. 

"^        [Bacon  fltes  on  'em  as  they  jhoot  and  mifs  hlw, 
fights  like  a  Fury^  and  wounds  the  Q^een 
in  the  Oiforder  \  heats  them  all  out, 
—hold  thy  commanding  Hand,  and  do  not  kill  me,  who 

wou*d  not  hurt  thee  to  regain  my  Kingdom 

[Hefnatches  her  in  his  Arms^  fl^e  reel-, 

Bac.  Hah— a  \7oman's  Voice,— what  arc  thou  ?  Oh 
my  Fears ! 

Queen,  Thy  Hand  has  been  too  cruel  to  a  Heart-» 
whofe  Crime  was  only  tender  Thoughts  for  thee. 

Bac,  The  Queen  !  What  is't  my  facrilegious  Hand  hA« 
done  ? 

Queen,  The  nobleft  Office  of  a  gallant  Friend,  thou  ft 
fav'd  my  Honour,  and  haft  given  me  Death. 

Bac.  Is't  poffible  1  ye  unregarding  Gods,  is*t  poffible  ? 

Queen.  Now  I  may  love  you  without  Infamy,  and 
pleafe  my  dying  Heart  by  gazing  on  you. 

Bac.  Oh  I  am  loft— for  ever  loft— 1  find  my  Brain 
turn  with  the  wild  confufion. 

€iu€sn,  I  faint— oh  lay  me  gently  on  the  Earth. 

^Lays  her  down, 

Bac,  Who  waits  [Jurns  in  Rage  to  his  Men, 

Make  of  the  Trophies  of  the  War  a  Pile,  and  fet  it  al5  on 

jfire. 
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Ute,  that  I  may  leap  into  confuming  Flames while  al! 

my  Tents  are  burning  round  about  me.  iWildly, 

Oh  thou  dear  Prize,  for  which  alone  I  toil'd  ! 

[Weeps^  and  lies  down  by  her. 
Enter  Fearlefs  with  his  Sword  drawn, 
"Fear,  Hab,  on  the  Earth — how  do  you.  Sir  ^ 
Bar.  What  wou'dft  thou  ? 

Fear,  Wellman  with  all  the  Forces  he  can  gather  at- 
tacks us  even  in  our  very  Camp ;  affift  us,  Sir,  or  all  is 

Bac,  Why,  prithee  let  him  make  the  World  his  Prize, 
I  have  no  bufinefs  with  the  Trifle  now  -,  it  contains  no- 
thing  that's  worth  my  care,  fince  my  fair  Queen— is  dead 
■ — and  by  my  hand. 

(ili4eey}.  So  charming  and  obliging  is  thy  Moan,  that  I 
cou'd  wifh  for  Life  lo  recompenfe  it;  but  oh,  Death 
fills— all  cold  u|,on  my  Heart,  like  Mildews  on  the 
BlolToms. 

FeAr  By  Heaven,  Sir,  this  Love  will  ruin  all— rife, 
rile,  and  fave  us  yer. 

Mac,  Leave  me,  what  e'er  becomes  of  me— lofe 
not  thy  fhare  of  Glory. prithee  leave  me. 

^een.  Alas,  I  fear  thy  Fate  is  drawing  on,  and  I  fiiall 
SiortJy  meet  thee  in  the  Clouds  ;  till  then— farewel— 
even  Death  is  pleafing  lo  me,  while  thus  1  find  it  in  thy 
Arms j-^.,,^ 

B<?r.  There  ends  my  Race  of  Glory  and  of  Life. 

[^An  Alarm  at  dtfiance — continues  a  while, 

Bac.  Hah — Why  fiiould  1  idly  whine  a\\ay  my  Life, 
^nce  there  are  nobler  ways  to  meet  with  Death  ?  Up,  up, 

and   face  him  then Hark there's  the  Soldier's 

Knell and  all  the  Joys  of  Life with   thee  I   bid 

farewel—^  [Goes  out.     The  Indians  hear  off 

the  Body  of  the  Qpieen, 
The  Alarm  continues :  Enter  Downright,  Wellman,  and 
others^  Swords  dravjn, 

Well,  They  fight  like  Men  pofleft— I  did  not  think  to 
Jiave  found  them  fo  prepar'd. 
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Bow.  They've  good   Intelligence but  where*s  the 

Rebel  > 

WelL  Sure's  he's  not  in  the  Fight ;  Oh  that  it  were  my 
happy  chance  to  meet  him,  that  while  our  Men  look  on, 
we  might  difpatch  the  bufinefs  of  the  War—Come,  let's 
fall  in  again,  now  we  have  taken  breath.     "[They  go  out. 
Enter  Daring  and  Fearlefs   hajiily^  with  their  Swords 
drawn  ;    meet  Whim.  Whiff,    vjtth  their  Swords 
drawn,  running  away, 
Var.  How  now,  whither  away  ?  [7^7  anger. 

Whim.  Hah,  Daring  here  we  are  purfuing  of 

the  Enemy,  Sir;  ftop  us  not  in  the  purfuit  of  Glory. 

[Offers  to^o, 

Var,  Stay  ! 1  have  not  feen  you  in  my  Ranks 

to  day. 

Whijf,  Lord,  does  your  Honour  take  us  for  Starters  ? 
Fear.  Yes,  Sirrah,  and   believe  you  are  now  rubbing 

off confefs,  or  I'll  run  you  thro. 

Whiff,  Oh  mercy,  Sir,  mercy,  we'll  confefs. 
Whim.  What  will  you  confefs  ?  we  were  only  going 
behind  yon  Hedge  to  untrufs  a  point  j  that's  all. 

whiff.  Ay,  your  Honours  will  fmell  out  the  truth,  if 
you  keep  us  here  long. 

Dar.  Here,  carry  them  Prifoners  to  my  Tent. 

lEx.  Soldiers  with  Whim,  and  WhifF. 
Enter  Ranter  without  a  Bat,  and  Sword  drawn. 

Daring  angrily  goes  the  other  way. 
-Ran.  A  Pox  of  all  ill  luck,  how  came  I  to  lofe  Daring 
in  the  fight  \  Ha — who's   here  ?  Dullman  and   Timorous 
dead — the  Rogues  are  Counterfeits. — I'll  fee  what  Move- 
ables they  have  about  them,  all's  lawful  Prize  in  War. 

[^Takes  their  Money ^  Watches  and  Kings  ;  goes  out. 

Tim.  What  rob  the  dead? — why,  what  will  this  villan- 

©us  World  come  to  ?  [Clajling  of  Sword;,  juft  as 

they  were  going  to  rife. 
Enter  Hp.z3rd  bringing  in  Ranter. 
Haz.,  Thou  cou'dft  exped  no  other  Fate,  young  Man  ; 
thy  Hands  are  yet  too  tender  for  a  Sword. 

Ran,  Thou  look'ft  like  a  goodnatur'd  Fellow,  ufe  me 
civilly,  and  Daring  fliall  ranfom  me. 
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Haz.  Doubt  not  a  generous  Treatment.         IGoes  out. 
Dull,  So,  the  Coaft  is  clear,  I  defire  to   move  my 

Quarters  to  feme  place  of  more  fafteiy . 

{They  rife  and  go  off. 
Enter  Wellman  and  Soldiers  haflily. 
Well,  'Twas  this  way  Bacon  fled. 
Five  hundred  Pound  for  him  who  finds  the  Rebel.  \Go  out. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Wood. 

Enter  Bacon  and  Pearlefs,  ruith  their  Swords  drawn,  all 
bloody, 
Bac,  'Tis  juft,  ye  Gods  !  that  when  ye  took  the  Prize 
tor  which  I  fought,  Fortune  and  you  fhould  all  abandon 
me. 

Fear,  Oh  fly,  Sir,  to  fome  place  of  fafe  retreat,  for 
there's  no  mercy  to  be  hop*d  if  taken.  What  will  you 
do  ?  I  know  we  are  purfu'd,  by  Heaven  I  will  not  die  a 
ftameful  Death. 

Bii^c,  Oh,  they'll  have  pity  on  thy  Youth  and  Bravery, 
but  Vm  above  their  Pardon.  [^  noife  is  heard. 

Within,  This  way — this  way— hay  ha: loo. 
Fear,  Alas,  Sir,  we're   undone~-l'll    fee  which  way 
«^^y  "k«-  lExit. 

Bac,  So  near  !  Nay,  then  to  my  laft  fliift. 

[Undoes  the  Pomel  of  his  Sword, 
Come,  my  good  Poifon,  like  that  of  Hannibal ;  long  I 
have  born  a  noble  Remedy  for  all  the  Ills  of  Life. 

[Tak.es  Poifon,. 
1  have  too  long  furvlv'd  my  Queen  and  Glory,  thofe  two 
bright  Stars  that  influenced  my  Life  are  fei  to  all  Eternity. 

[Lies  down. 
Enter  Fearlefs,  runs  to  Bacon,  and  looks  on  his  Sword, 
Fear,  — Hah— what  have  ye  done  ? 
Bac,  Secured  my  felf  from  being  a  publick  Speftade  up- 
on the  common  Theatre  of  Death. 

Enter  Daring  and  Soldiers. 
par.  Viftory,  Viftory !  they  fly,  they  fly,  where'sthe 
Yiftorious  General  ? 
Fear,  Here,  taking  his  laft  Adieu. 

Data 
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Dar,  Dying !  Then  wither  all  the  Laurels  on  my 
Brows,  for  I  (hall  never  triumph  more  in  War  ;  where 
are  the  Wounds  ? 

Fear.  From  bis  own  Hand,  by  what  he  carried  here, 
believing  we  had  loft  the  Victory. 

Bac,  And  is  the  Enemy  put  to  flight,  my  Hero? 

[Grafps  his  Neck, 

Dar,  All  routed  Horfe  and  Poot ;  I  plac'd  an  Ambufti, 
and  while  they  were  purfuing  you,  my  Men  fell  on  be- 
hind, and  won  the  day. 

Bac,  Thou  almoft  makeft  me  wifh  to  live  again,  if  I 

cou'd  live  now  fair  Semernia*s  dead. But  oh— —the 

baneful  Drug  is  juft  and  kind,  and  haftens  me  away 

Now  while  you  are  Viftors,  make  a  Peace  with  the 
Englijh  Council,  and  never  let  Ambition,  Love,  or  In- 
tereft,  make    you    forget,  as  I  have  done,   your  Duty 

and  Allegiance Farewel a  long  Farewel. 

^Dies  embracing  their  Necks* 

Dar,  So  fell  the  Roman  Cajfius,  by  miftake 

Enter  Soldiers  with  Dunce,  Tim.  and  Dullman, 
•  Sol,  An't   pleafe  your  Honour,  we  took  ihefe  Men 
running  away. 

£>ar.  Let  'em  loofe- the  Wars  are  at  an  end,  fee 

where  the  General  lies, that  great-foul'd  Man,  no  pri- 
vate Body  e'er  contain'd  a  nobler;  and  he  that  cou*d  have 
conquered  all  America^  finds  only  here  his  fcanty  length 

of  Earth.    Go,  bear  the  Body  to  his  own  Pavilion  

[Soldiers  go  out  with  the  Body, 
tho  we  are  Conquerors  we  fubmii  to  treat,  and  yield  upon 
Condition;  You,  Mr.  Dume^  fhall  bear  our  Articles  to 
the  Council, 

Dun,  With  Joy  I  will  obey  you. 

Tim.  Good  General,  let  us  be  put  in  the  Agreement. 

Dar,  You  (hall  be  obliged  ■" 

[Ex.  Dar.  Dune.  Dull,  and  Tim.  as 
Fear,  goes  out  a  Soldier  meets  him, 

Sol,  What  does  your  Honour  intend  to  do  with 
Whim  and  Whiffy  who  are  condcmn'd  by  a  Council  of 
War? 

Enter 
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£"«/^r  Daring,  Dullman,  Tim.  Fearlefs,  and  Officers, 

Bar,  You  come  too  late,  Gentlemen,  to  be  put  into 
the  Articles ;  nor  am  1  fatisfy'd  you're  worthy  of  it. 

Dull,  Why,  did  not  you,  Sir,-  fee  us  lie  dead  in-  the 
Pield  ? 

J?ar,  Yesj  but  I  fee  no  Wound  about  you. 

Tim,  We  were  ftun'd  with  being  knock'd  down ;  Gad 
zoors,  a  Man  may  be  kiil'd  with  the  but- end  of  a  Muf- 
quet,  as  foon  as  with  the  point  of  a  Sword. 

Enter  Dunce. 
'    VuK,  The  Council,  Sir,  wifhes  you  Health  and  Hap- 
pinefs,  and  fends  you  thefe  fign'd  by  their  Hands, 

[Gives  Papers, 

Bar.  reads. 

That  youfiall  have  a  general  Pardon  for  '^our  felfand 
Friends ;  that  <^ou  fhall  have  all  new  Comm]Jfi:>ns^  and 
Daring  to  command  as  General  \  that  fjOH  (hall  have  free 
lea'ie  to  inter  <yo{4r  dead  General  in  James  Town,  And 
to  ratify  this^  we  will  meet  you  at  Madam  Surelove's 
Houfe^  which  fiands  between  the  Armies ^  attended  only 
by  our  Officers. 

The  CouncilVnoble,  and  Til  wait  upon  them. 

lExit  Dunce. 

SC  E  N  E,  a  Grove  near  MadamSwrQ.\o\Q's, 

Enter  Surelove  weeping.   Well,  Chrifanre,   Mrs.  Flirf, 
Ranter  as  before^  Down,  Haz.  Friend.  Booz.  Brag. 

Well.  How  long,  Madam,  have  you  heard  the  News 
of  Col.  Sureloveh  Death  ? 

Sure,  By  a  VefTel  lad -Night  arriv'd. 

Well,  You  fhou'd  not  grieve  when  Men  (o  old  pay  their 
debt  to  Nature;  you  are  too  fair,  not  to  have  been  re- 
ferved  for  fome  young  Lover's  Arms. 

Haz..  1  dare  not  fpeak, — but  give  me  leave  to  hope. 

Sure.   The  way  to  oblige  me  to't,  is  never  to  fpeak  to 

me  of  Love  till  1  fhall  think  it  fit 

[Wellman  j^^^i^y  to  Down. 

Well,  Come,  you  fhan't  grant  ii — 'tis  a  hopeful  Youth. 

^  "  Dow, 
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Vovj.  You  are  too  much  my  Friend  to  be  denied— 
Chrifante^  do  you  love  Friendly  ?  nay,  do  not  blufh— 
till  you  have  done  a  fault,  your  loving  him  is  none— 
Here,  take  her  young  Man,  and  with  her  all  my  Fortune 
—when  1  am  dead.  Sirrah— not  a  Groat  before—  unlefs 
to  buy  ye  Baby-Clouts. 

Triend,  He  merits  not  this  Treafure,  Sir,  can  wifh  for 
more. 

Enter  Daring,  Fearlefs,  Dunce  and  Officers^  they  meet 
V7ell.  and  Down,  who  embrace  \m*  Dull,  and 
Tim.  Jland. 

Dar,  Can  you  forgive  us.  Sir,  our  Difobedience  ? 

Well,  Your  offering  Peace  while  yet  you  might  com- 
mand it,  has  made  fuch  kind  impreflions  on  us,  that  now 
you  may  command  your  Propofitions ;  your  Pardons  are 
all  feal'd  and  new   Commiflions. 

Dar.  Vm  not  ambitious  of  that  Honour,  Sir,  but  in 
obedience  will  accept  your  Goodnefs :  but.  Sir,  I  hear  I 
have  a  young  Friend  taken  Prifoner  by  Captain  Haz^ardy 
whom  I  intieat  you  will  render  me. 

Jiaz^  Sir— here  I  refign  him  to  you.  iGlvei  htm  Rant. 

JR4».  Faith  General,  you  left  me  but  fcuivily  in  Battle. 

Dar,  That  was  to  fee  how  well  you  cou'd  fhift  for  your 
felf  ;  now  I  find  you  can  bear  the  brunt  of  a  Campaign, 
you  are  a  fit  '^\'i^  for  a  Soldier. 

All,  A  Woman Ranter* 

Haz,  Faith  Madam,  I  fhould  have  given  you  kinder 
Quarter,  if  1  had  known  my  happinefs. 

Fl'trt,  I  have  an  humble  Petition  to  you.  Sir. 

Sure,   In  which  we  all  join. 

Flirt,  An't  pleafe  you.  Sir,  Mr.  Dunce  has  long  made 
Love  to  me,  and  on  promife  of  Marriage  has —  [Simpers. 

Dow.  What  has  he,  Miftrefs  ?  What  has  he  Mrs.  Flirt  f 

Flirt.  Only  been  a  little  familiar  with  my  Perfon,  Sir— 

Well.  Do  you  hear  Parfon— youmuft  marry  Mrs.  Fltrt. 
Dun.  How,  Sir,  a  Man  of  my  Coat,   Sir,  marry  a 
Brandy-monger  ? 

fT^//.  Of  your  Calling  you  mean,  a  Farrier  and  no 

Parfon C^M  '^f'''"' 

She'll  leave  her  Trade,  and  fpark  it  above  all  the  Ladies  at 

Church  ; 
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Church  :  No  more take  her,  and  make  her  honeft. 

Enter  Whim  and  Whiffy^ri/./. 

Chnf,  Blefs  me,  what  have  we  here  ? 

Whim.  Why,  an't  like  your  Honours,  we  were  taken 
by  the  Enemy- hah,  Dar'tng  here,  and  Tearlefs  ? 

Fear,  How  now,  Gentlemen,  were  not  you  two  con* 
demn*d  to  be  fhot  for  running  from  your  Colours  ? 

I>ow,  From  your  Colours  ! 

Fear.  Yes,  Sir,  they  were  both  lifted  in  my  Regimenr, 

Bow,  Then  we  muft  hang  them  for  deferting  us. 

Whim,  So,  out  of  the  Frying  Pan — you  know  where, 
Brother 

Whijf,  Ay,  he  that's  born  to  be  hang'd you  know 

the  reft;  a  Pox  of  thefe  Proverbs. 

Well,  I  know  ye  well- you're  all  rank  Cowards ; 

but  once  more  we  forgive  ye  ;  your  Places  in  the  Council 
/hail  be  fupplied  by  thefe  Gentlemen  of  Senfe  and  Honour. 
The  Governor  when  he  comes,  (hall  find  the  Country  in 
better  hands  than  he  expeds  to  find  it. 

Whim,  A  very  fair  Difcharge, 

Whiff.  I'm  glad  'tis  no  worfe,  I'll  home  to  my  }<Jancy, 

Dull.  Have  we  expos'd  our  Lives  and  Fortunes  for 
this  ? 

Tim,  Gad  zoors,  I  never  thriv'd  fince  I  was  a  States- 
man,  left  Piant'ng,  and  fell  to  promifing  and  lying;  V\[ 
to  my  old  Trade  again,  bask  under  the  (hade  of  my  own 
Tobacco,  and  drink  my  Punch  in  Peace. 

Well.  Comet  ^y  hrave  Tenths,  let  all  our  Forces  meet^ 
To  make  this  Country  happy  ^  rich  and  great  5 
Letfcanted  Europe  fee  that  we  enjoy 
Safer  Kepofe^  and  larger  Worlds^  than  they. 
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jillantSy  ycu  have  fo  long  heenahfent  hence, 
,^^^^  That  you  have  almofi  cooVdyour  Diligence  : 
Tor  while  we  Jludy  or  revive  a  Play, 
You  like  good  Husbands  in  the  Country  Jlay^ 
There  frugally  wear  out  your  Summer-Suit^ 
And  in  Frize  jerkin  after  Beagles  tooty 
Or  in  Mountero  Caps  at  Fel-fares  (lioot  : 
Nay^  feme  arefo  obdurate  in  their  Sin, 
That  they  fwear  never  to  come  up  again ; 
But  all  their  charge  of  Clothes  and  Treat  retrench^ 
To  Gloves  and  Stockings  for  feme  Country -Wench. 
Even  they  who  in  the  Summer  had  Mifljaps^ 
Send  up  to  Town  for  Phyfick  for  their  Claps, 
The  Ladies  too,  are  as  refolvd  as  they. 
And  having  Debts  unknown  to  them  they  flay^ 
And  with  the  gain  ofCheefe  and  Poultry  pay. 
Even  in  their  Vijits,  they  from  Banquets  fall^ 
To  entertain  with  Nuts  and  Bottle- Ale  ; 
And  in  Difcourfe  with  fecrecy  report 
Stale  News  that  paft  a  Twelve-month  (inceat  Court* 
Thofe  of  them  who  are  mofl  refined  and  gay. 
Now  learn  the  Songs  of  the  la/i  Summer's  Play  : 
While  the  young  Daughter  does  in  private  mourn 
Her  Lovers  in  Town^  and  hopes  not  to  return, 
Thefe  Country-Grievances  too  great  appear  ; 
B«f,  cruel  Ladies,  we  have  greater  here  : 
Tou  come  not  /Ijarp,  as  you  were  wont,  to  Plays  ; 
But  only  on  the  firji and  fecond  Days: 
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This  made  our  Poet  in  his  Vifits  locl^ 

What  new  Jlrange  Courfes  for  your  Time  you  took 

And  to  his  great  regret  he  found  too  foon^ 

Baflet  and  Ombre  fpent  the  Afternoon  : 

So  that  we  cannot  hope  to  fee  you  here 

Before  the  little  Net-work  Purfe  be  clear, 

Suppofe  youjhould  have  luck  : . 

Tet  fitting  up  fo  late  as  I  am  told^ 

TouHl  lofe  in  Beauty  what  you  win  in  Gold  ; 

And  zvhat  each  Lady  of  another  fays^ 

Will  make  yon  new  Lampoons,  and  us  new  Plays, 
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\Ongy  and  at  vafi  Expence,  th'  induftrious  Stag* 
Has  (irove  to  plea fe  a  dull  ungrateful  Age  : 
With  Heroes  and  with  Gods  zue  firft  began^ 
And  thundered  to  you  in  heroick  Strain  : 
Some  dying  Love-fick  §lueen  each  Night  you  injoy'd. 
And  with  Magnificence  at  lafi  ivere  cloy'd  : 
Qur  Drums  and  Trumpets  frighted  all  the  Women ; 
Our  lighting  feat' d  the  Bsaux  and  Bilkt-Doux  Men, 
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So  Spark  in  an  Intrigue  of  Gjiuality , 

Grows  weary  of  his  fplendid  Drudgery  ; 

Hates  the  'Fatigue,  and  cries,  a  Pox  upon  her. 

What  a  damn'd  Bujile's  here  with  Love  and  Honour  ^ 

In  humbler  Comedy,  we  next  appear, 
1^0  Fop  or  Cuckold,  but  Jlap-dajh  we  had  him  here ; 
We  Jhow*d  you  all,  but  you  malicious  grown. 
Friends  Vices  to  expofe,  and  hide  your  own  ; 
Cry,  damn  it,  This  is  fuch,  or  fuch  a  one* 

Tet  nettled.  Plague  what  does  the  Scribler  mean  ? 
With  his  damned  Characters,  and  Plot  obfcene. 
No  Woman  without  Vizard  in  the  Nation 
Can  fee  it  twice,  and  keep  her  Reputation^-m^mmmm 
That*s  certain,  Forgetting-^-^...^^ 
That  he  himfelf,  in  every  grofs  Lampoon, 
Her  leuder  Secrets  fpread  about  the  Town  ; 
Whilji  their  feigned  JSlicenefs  is  but  cautious  Fear^ 
Their  own  Intrigues  fhould  be  unraveled  here. 

Our  next  Recourfe  was  dwindling  down  to  Farce, 
Then — Zounds,  what  Stuff* s  here  /  ^tis  all  o\r  »?)'—— 
Well,  Gentlemen^  [met  none  of  thefe  has  fped. 
Gad,  we  have  bought  a  Share  i^th*  fpeaking  Head, 
So  there  you'll  fave  a  Sice,  -^ 

Tou  love  good  Husbandry  in  all  but  Vice  ;  JC 

Whoring  and  Drinking  only  bears  a  Price,  3 

The  Head  riTes  upon  a  twifted  Poft,  on  a  Bench  from 
under  the  Stage.    After  Jevern  fpeaks  to  its  Mouth, 

Ohf-^Oh/^Ohf 
Stentor.     oh  f—<Oh  ! — Qh  ! 

After  this  it  fings  Sawny,  laughs,  cf)'s  God  blefs  the 
King  in  order. 

Stenior  anfwcrs. 
Speak  louder  Jevern,  //  you*d  have  me  repeat  5 
Plague  of  this  Rogue,  he  will  betray  the  Cheat. 


He  fpeaks  louder,  it  anfwcrs  indfreftly. 
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•^Hum         There  *tis  agaWy 

Pox  of  your  Eccho  with  a  Northern  Strain. 

Well-^This  will  be  but  a  nine  days  Wonder  too  ; 

There's  nothing  lajiing  but  the  Puppets  Show, 

What  Lady*s  Heart's  fo  hard,  but  it  would  movsy 

To  hear  Philander  and  Irene';  Love  .<? 

Thofe  Sifters  toOy  the  fcandalous  Wits  do  fay ^ 

Two  namelefs  keeping  Beaux  have  made  fo  gay ; 

But  thofe  Amours  are  perfeH  Sympathy, 

Their  Gallants  being  as  mere  Machirtes  as  they. 

Oh  !  how  the  City  Wifey  with  her  nown  Ninny, 

Is  charm* d  with  jcome  into  my  Coachy        ,Mifs  Jenny, 

Mifs  Jenny. 
But  overturning  Frible  crys  Adzigs^ 

The  jogling  Rogue  has  murder  d  all  his  Kids, 
The  Men  of  War  cry.  Pox  on*ty  this  is  dully 
We  are  for  rough  Sport Sy — Bog  He5lory  and  the  Bull* 
Thus  each  in  his  degreCy  Diverpon  finds y 
Tour  Sports  are  fuited  to  your  mighty  Minds ; 
Whiljl  fo  much  judgment  in  your  Choice  you  (how^ 
The  Puppets  have  more  Senfe  than  fome  of  y9U» 


Dra 
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MEN. 

BoHor  Ballardo, 

Scaramouch,  his  Many 

Pedro,  his  Boy, 

Don  Cinthio,  Don  Cbarmante,  hoth~ 
Nephews  to  the  Vice'Roy,  and\ 
Lovers  of  Elaria  and  Belletnante,  ^ 

Harlequin,  Cinihio*^  Maf2^ 

officer  and  Clerk, 

WOMEN. 


Mr.  VnderhilU 
Mr.  Lee, 

^  Young  Mr.  Poivel, 

'  Mr.  Mumford, 

Mr.  Jevern, 


Elaria,  Daughter  to  the  Do6ior^  Mrs.  Cooke, 

Bellemante,  Niece  to  the  BoHory  Mrs.  Mumford, 

Mopfophil,  Governant  to  the  young  ^  y^^^^  ^^^^^ 

The  Per  fins  in  the  Moon^  are  Don  Cinthio,  Emperor ; 

Don  Charmante,  Prince  of  Thunderland. 
Their  Attendants^  Per  fins  that  reprefint  the  Court  Cards, 
Keplair  and  Galileus,   two  Philofiphers, 
Twelve  Perfins^    reprefinting   the  figures  of  the  twelve 

Signs  of  the  Zodiack, 
Ne^roes^  and  ^erfins  that  dance, 
Muficky  Kettle-Vrums^  and  Trumpets. 
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ACT   I.     SCENE   L 

A  Chamber. 

Enter  Elaria  and  Mopfophil. 
I. 

Curfe  upon  that  faithUfs  Maid, 
Who  fir  ft  her  Sex's  Liberty  betray'd- 
Born  free  as  Man  to  love  and  range. 
--^cwsssf -IS  ^'^t"^^^^''  ^"^^"^re  did  to  Cufiom  change 
-^^mm  Cuftom,  that  dull  excufe  for  Fools, 
Who  think  all  Virtue  to  confijl  in  Rales, 

II. 
Trom  Love  our  Fetters  never  firun^  ; 
That  fmiling  God,  all  wanton^  gay  'and  young 
^hoivs  by  his  Wings  he  cannot  be 
Confined  to  a  refllefs  Slavery  ; 
But  here  and  there  at  random  roves, 
Kotfix\l  to  glittering  Courts,  or  fijady  Groves, 

III. 
Then  P:e  that  Conftancy  profefs'd 
Was  but  a  well  Di/fembler  at  thehefl\ 
And  that  imaginary  Stuay 
She  feigned  to  give,  in  fieming  to  obey^ 
Was  but  the  height  of  prudent  Art, 
To  deal  with  greater  liberty  her  Heart. 
[After  the  Song  Elaria  gives  her  Lute  to  Mopfophil, 

Ela,  This  does  not  divert  roe; 
Kor  nothing  will,  till  Scaramouch  return. 
And  bring  me  News  of  Cinthio,      ^ 

Mop,  Tm^.y  I  was  fo  fleepy  laft  Night,  I  know  no- 
thing of  the  Adventure,  for  which  you  are  kept  fo  clofe 
a  Pvhoner  to  day,  and  more  ftriaiy  oyarded  than  ufual. 
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Ela    Cinthio  came  with  Miifick  laft  Night  under  my 
Window,  which  my  Faiher  hearing,  Tallied  out  with  his 
Mhmidom  upon  him;  and  chfhing  of  Swords  I  heard 
but  what  hurt   was  done,  or  whether  Ctmhto  were  di(- 
covered  to  him,  1  know  not  ;  but  the  Billet  I  fent  hun 
now  by  Scaramouch,  will  occafion  me  foon  Inr.elhgence. 
'  Mop.  And  fee.  Madam,  where  your  trufty  Roger  comes. 
Enter  Scaramouch,  peeping  on  all  fides  before  he  enters. 
you  may  advance,  and  fear  none  but  your  Friends. 

Scar,  Away  and  keep  the  door. 

Ela.  Oh  dear  Scaramouch  !  haft  thou  been  at  the  Vice- 

1     '    Vae    vfx:  Un  heat. 

Scar,  les,  }es.  l 

Ela.  And  haft  thou  delivered  my  Letter  to  his  Nephew, 

T>oi\C'tnth'io  /  .       n      u  T  J  r  ir  3      " 

Scar,  Yes  yes,  what  fhould  I  deliver  elfe  ? 

Ela,  Well ^and  bow  does  he  ? 

{Fanning  h'lmfelf  with  his  Cap, 
Scar.  Lord,  how  fhould  he  do  ?    Why,  what  a  labo- 
rious thing  ^^  »^ '^  ^^  ^n^'^'P/. 

Ela.  Why,  well  he  fhou  d  do.  ^ 

Scar,  So  he  is,  as  well  as  a  Night-adventuring  Lover 

-an  be* he  has  got  but  one  Wound,  Madam. 

Ela!  How  '.  wounded  fay  you?  Oh  Heavens  I  'tis  not 

^^sfar.  Why,  I  have  no  great   skill ;    but  they  fay  it 
may  be  dangerous. 

Ela    1  die  with  Fear,  where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Scar.  Why,  Madam,    he  is   run quite   thro    the 

Heart but  the  Man  may  live,  if  I  pleafe. 

Ela,  Thou  pleafe  !  torment  me  not  with  R'^dles. 
Scar,  Why,  Madam,  there  is  a  certam  cordial  Ba.lam, 
call  d  a  fair  Lady  ;  which  outwardly  applied  to  h.s  Bolom, 
will  prove  a  better  cuve  than  all  your  Weapon  or  fympa- 
thetickPouder,  meaning  your  Ladyfhip. 

Ela.  Is  Cinth'io  then  not  wounded  ?  ^ 

Scar!  No  otherways  than  by  your  fair  Eyes,  Madam , 
he  2ot  away  unfeen  and  unknown.       ^ 

Ela.  Doft  know  how  precious  time  is,  and  doft  thou 
fool  it  away  thus  ?    What  faid  he  to  my  Letter  ?       ^^^^^ 
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Scar.  What  (hould  he  fay  ? 

Ela,  Why  a  hundred  dear  foft  things  of  Love,  kifs  ft 
as  often,  and  blefs  me  for  my  Goodnefs. 

Scar,   Why  fo  he  did. 

Ela.  Ask  thee  a  thoufand  Queftions  of  my  Health  after 
my  laft  night's  fright. 

Scar,  So  he  did. 

Ela.  Exprefling  all  the  kind  concern  Love  cou'd  in- 
fpire,  for  the  Punifhment  my  Father  has  inflided  on  me, 
for  entertaining  him  at  my  Window  laft  night. 

Scar.  All  this  he  did. 

Ela,  And  for  my  being  confin'd  a  Prifoner  to  my  Apart- 
ment, without  the  hope  or  almofl  pollibility  of  feeing 
him  any  more. 

Scar,  There  I  think  you  are/a  little  miftaken ;  for  be- 
fides  the  Plot  that  I  have  laid  to  bring  you  together  all 
this  Nightj—— -there  are  fuch  Stratagems  a  brewings  not 
only  to  bring  you  together,  but  with  your  Father's  confent 
too  ;  fuch  a  Plot,  Madam 

Ela.  Ay,  that  would  be  worthy  of  thy  Brain  ;  prithee 
what  \ 

Scter,  Such  a  Device 

Ela,  I'm  impatient. 

Scar.  Such  a  Conundrum^  Well,  if  there  be  wife 
Men  and  Conjurers  in  the  World,  they  are  intriguing 
Lovers. 

Ela.  Out  with  it. 

Scar.  You  muft  know,  Madam,  your  Father  (my 
Mafter,  the  Dodor)  is  a  little  whimfical,  romantick,  or 
Don-Quick-fottifh,  or  {q.  "^   ,  , 

£/4.  Or  rather  mad.  .    \-.. 

Scar.  That  were  uncivil  to  be  fuppofed  fey  me  ;  but 
lunatic  we  may  call  him,  without  breaking  the  Decorum 
of  good  Manners  \  for  he  is  always  travelling  to  the 
Moon. 

Ela,  And  {q  religioufly  believes  there  is  a  Woild  there, 
that  he  difcourfes  as  gravely  of  the  People,  thrfr  Govern- 
ment, Inftitutions,  Laws,  Manners,  Religion,  and  Con- 
ftitution,  as  if  he  had  been  bred  a  Machiavel  there. 

Scar,  How  came  he  thus  infefted  firft  ? 

1  2  Ela, 
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Ela,  With  reading  foolidi  Books,  Luciar/s  Dialogue 
of  the  Lofty  Traveller,  who  flew  up  to  the  Moon,  and 
thence  to  Heaven  ;  an  heroick  Bufinefs,  call'd,  The  Alan 
in  the  Moon,  if  you'll  believe  a  Spaniard^  who  was  car- 
ried thither,  upon  an  Engine  drawn  by  wild  Geefe  ^  with 
anoiher  philofophical  Piece,  A  Vifcourfe  of  the  World  in 
the  Moon ;  with  a  thoufand  other  ridiculous  Volumes, 
too  hard  to  name. 

Scar.  Ay,  this  reading  of  Books  is  a  pernicious  thing. 
I  was  like  to  have  run  mad  once,  reading  Sir  '^ohn  Man- 

devil  \ —but  to  the  bufinefs, 1  went,  as  you  know, 

»o  Don  Cirnhio\  Lodgings,  where  1  found  him  with  his 
dear  Friend  Charmante^  laying  their  Heads  together  for  a 
Farce. 

Ela.  Farce  ! 

Scar.  Ay,  a  Farce,  which  fhall  be  call'd, — The  World 
in  the  Moon  :  Wherein  your  Father  fhall  be  fo  impos'd  on, 
as  fiiall  bring  matters  moft  magnificently  about. 

Ela.  1  cannot  conceive  thee,  but  the  Defign  muft  be 
good,  fince  Ciiithio  and  Charmante  own  ir. 

Scar.  In  order  to  this,  Charmante  is  drefling  himfelf 
like  one  of  the  Caballifls  of  the  Rofycrufian  Order,  and 
is  coming  to  prepare  my  credulous  Maimer  for  the  greater 
Impofition.  1  have  his  Trinkets  here  to  play  upon  him, 
which  fhall  be  ready. 

Ela.  But  the  Farce,  where  Is  it  to  be  acled  ? 

Scar,  Here,  here,  in  this  very  Houfe  ;  I  am  to  order 
the  Decorations,  adorn  a  Stage,  and  place  Scenes  proper. 

Ela.  How  can  this  bh  done  without  my  Father's  Know- 
ledge? 

Scar.  Yoi?  know  the  old  Apartment  next  the  great  Or- 
chard, and  the  Worm-eaten  Gallery  that  opens  to  the 
River ;  which  p!ac#  for  feveral  Years  no  body  has  fre- 
quented ;  there  a-ll  things  fhall  be  afted  proper  for  our 
purpofe. 

'  «  •■^'■Enter  Mopfophil  runrjtng. 

Mop.  ^Hj,  run  ^f^r^w^wc^,  my  Mafter's  conjuring  for 
you  like  if*ad  below,  he  calls  up  all  his  little  Devils  with 
horrid  Names,  his  Microfcope,  his  Horofcope,  his  Telef-. 
cope,  and  all  his  Scopes. 

Scar^ 
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Scar,  Here,  here, 1  had  almoft  forgot  the  Letters  - 

here's  one  for  you,  and  one  for  Mrs.  Bellemante.  ' 

^  „  [Runs  out. 

Enter  Bellemante  ^ulth  a  Book, 
Bell.  Here,  take  my  Prayer-Book,  Oh  Ma  tres  there. 

J-,       _,     _  ,  {.Embraces  her, 

^la.  Tny  Eyes  are  aiwavs  Inughing,  Bellemante 
^  Bell.  And  To  would  yourV,  h?J  they  been  To  well  em- 
p.oy  das  mine,  this  Morning.  I  h^ve  been  at  the  Chappel 
and  feen  fo  many  Beaus,  fuch  a  number  of  Plumevs  I 
cou  d  not  tell  which  I  fhould  look  on  mcft  ;  fomet'ir^ies 
my  Heart  was  charm'd  with  the  gay  Blondin^,  then  with 
the  me  ancholy  Notre,  anon  the  amiable  Brunet  •  fome- 
times  the  baPnfuI,  then  again  the  bold;  the  h'ttie  now 
anon  tne  lovely  tali  :  In  fine,  my  Dear,  I  was  emba-' 
rafsd  on  aJ  fides,  I  did  nothing  but  deal  my  H«n  t,ui 

EU    Oh,  there  was  then  no  danger,  Coufin. 
tSell.  No,  but  abundance  of  pleafure. 

f'//  ^u^'>  ''''I''  ^V'V  '^''"  ^'^^'''o  ^or  Charmante. 
bell.  Thats   when  he  s   prefent  only,  and   makes  hs 
Court  to  me;  I  can  figh  to  a  Lover,  but  will  never iian 

Ela    Oh  you  had  great  Devotion  to  Heaven  then' 

Handy.work,  but  1  cou'd  not  have  pray'd  heartily,  if  I 
had  been  dying  ;  but  a  duce  on't,  who  fliou'd  come  m 
and  fpoil  all  but  my  Lover  Charmante,  Co  drefs'd  fa 
gahant,  that  he  drew  together  all  the  fcatter'd  frapmems 
of  my  Heart,  confin'd  my  wandering  Thoughts,  and  fixt 

d^rTfs'd.    ''''  ^'"^  '    ^^   ^'''''  ^'   ^''°^^'^'    ^^"^  ^'   ^'^^ 
SINGS. 

Chevalier  a  Cheveux  blonds. 
Plus  de  Mouche,  plus  de  Poudre^ 
Plus  de  Ribons  et  Cannous. 


^  3  _0h 
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—Oh  what  a  dear  raviOiing  thing  \^  the  beginning  of 

an  Amour !  .  .,     .        , 

E\a,  Thou'rt  ftill  in  Tune,  when  wilt  thou  be  tame, 

Xellemante  ? 

Bell.  When  I  am  weary  of  loving,  Elana. 

Ela,  To  keep  up  your  Humour,  here's  a  Letter  from 

your  Charmante. 

Bellemante  reads, 

Allciom  Creature^  when  ivllt  thou  ceafe  to  torrfjftit 
1  V  ■  r>7e,  and  either  appear  lefs  charming,  or  tnore 
kwd  ?  I  languifly  ivhen  from  you,  and  am  -wounded 
when  I  fee  yotty  and  yet  lam  eternally  courting  my  Pair.. 
Cinthio  and  i,  are  contriving  how  we  (hall  fee  you  to 
--■  '  -  .  ...M  ..;/;.,  „-^iy, '  ijne  ask  hut  'your  con* 
Cent  ■  the  Fleafure  will  be  all  ours^  'tjs  therefore  fit  we 
r,jfel-  all  the  Tatlgue.     Grant  this,  and  love  me,  if  you 

\vill  fAVe  the  Life  of  ^       ^t 

^  Your  Charmante* 

Live  then  Charmante !  Live  as  long  as  Love  can 

^aft-  ,     «  r  J 

Ela,  Well,  Coufin,  Scaramouch  tells  me  of  a  rare  de- 

fion's  a  hatching,  to  relieve  us  from  this  Captivity  ;  here 

are  we  mew'd  up  to   be  efpous'd  to  two  Moon-calfs  for 

ouoht  I  know  *,  for  the  Devil  of  any  human  thmg  is 

fuifer'd  to  come  near  us,  without  our  Governante  and 

Keeper,  Mr.  Scaramouch, 

BelU  Who,  if  he  had   no  more  Honefty   and  Con- 

fcience  than  my  Uncle,  wou'd  let   us  pine  for  want  of 

Lovers ;  but   thanks  be   prais'd,  the  Generofity  of  our 

Cavaliers  has  open'd  their  obdurate  Hearts  With  a  Golden 

Key    that  lets  'em  in  at  all  Opportunities.     Come,  come, 

let'*  in,  and  anfwer  their  Billet-Doux,  {Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    II.     A  Garden. 

Enter  Doctor,  u'lth  all  manner  ef  Mathematicarf^- 
Jiruments  hanging  at  his  Girdle  ;  Scaramouch  bear- 
ing a'Telefcope  twenty  (or  more)  Foot  long. 

Doff.  Set  down  the  Telefcope. Let  me  fee,  v»'h.it 

Kour  is  it? 

Scar.  About  fix  a  Clock,  Sir. 

Doff.  Then  \is  about  the  Hour  that  the  great  Moniixh 
of  the  Upper  World  enters  into  his  Ciofet ;  Mount,  mount 
the  Telefcope. 

Scar.  Wliat  to  do,  Sir  ? 

Bcff.  I  underftand,  at  certain  moments  critical,  one 
may  be  fnatchM  of  fuch  a  mighty  confequence,  to  let  the 
Sight  into  the  fecret  Ciofet. 

Scar.  How,  Sir,  peep  inro  the   King's  Ciofet ! 


un 


4*... 


favour  Sir,  that  will  be  fomething  uncivil. 

Doff.  Uncivil !  it  were  flat  Treafon  if  ft  fhou'd  bz 
known';  but  thus  unfeen,  and  as  wife  Politicians  fhou^i5 
I  take  Survey  of  all :  This  is  the  Statefman's  Peeping-hole, 
thorow  which  he  fteals  the  Secrets  of  his  King,  and 
feems  to  wink  at  diftance. 

Scar,  The  very  Key-hole,  Sir,  thorow  which,  with  half 
an  Eye,  he  C^s  him  even  at  his  Devotion,  Sir. 

[A  knocking  at  the  Garden-Gate, 

Doff.  Take  care  none  enter.      [Scar,  goes  to  the  Door, 

Scar,  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  here's  fome  ftrange  great  Man  come 
to  wait  on  you. 

Doff,  Great  Man !  from  whence  ? 

Scar.  Nay,  from  the  Moon -World,  for  ought  I  know^ 
for  he  looks  not  like  the  People  of  the  lower  Orb. 

Doff,  Ha !  and  that  may  be  ;  wait  on  him  in, 

iExit  Scar. 

Enter  Scaramouch  bare,  bowing  before  Charmante, 
drefs'd  in  a  firange  fanta/iical  Habit,  with  Harle- 
quin ;  falutes  the  Voffor, 

Char.  Dodlor  Baliardo^  moft  learned  Sir,  all  Hail! 
Hail  from  the  grsat  Caballa  of  Etttofia^ 

I  4  Doff* 
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DoB,  Moft  reverend  Bard,  thrice  welcome. 

[^Salutes  him  low. 
Char.  The  Fame  of  your  great  Learning,  Sir,  and  Vir- 
tue is  known  with  Joy  to  the  renown'd  Society. 

Bo^.  Fame,  Sir,  has  done  me  too  much  Honour,  to 
bear  my  Name  to  the  renown'd  Cahalla. 

Char.  You  muft  not  attribute  it  all  to  Fame,  Sir,  they 
are  too  learned  and  wife  to  take  up  things  from  Fame, 
Sir;  our  Intelligence  is  by  ways  more  fecret  and  fublime, 
the  Stars,  and  little  Da;mons  of  the  Air  inform  us  all 
things,  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come. 

Bod.  I  mud  confefs  the  Count  of  Gahalis  renders  it 
plain,  from  Writ  divine  and  humane,  there  are  fuch 
friendly  and  intelligent  Daemons. 

Char.  I  hope  you  do  not  doubt  that  Doftrine,  Sir, 
which  holds  that  the  Four  Elements  are  peopled  with  Per- 
fons  of  a  Form  and  Species  more  divine  than  vulgar  Mor- 
tals  thofe  of  the  fiery  Regions  we  call  the  Salaman- 
ders^ they  beget  Kings  and  Heroes,  with  Spirits  like  their 
Deietical  Sires  ;  the  lovely  Inhabitants  of  the  Water,  we 
call  Nymphs ;  thofe  of  the  Earth  are  Gnomes  or  Fairies; 
thofe  of  the  Air  are  Sylphs.  Thefe,  Sir,  when  in  Con- 
junftion  with  Mortals,  beget  immortal  Races;  fuch  as 
the  fiift-born  Man,  which  had  continu'd  fo,  had  the  firft 
Man  ne'er  doated  on  a  Woman. 

Bod.  I  am  of  that  opinion.  Sir ;  Man  was  not  made 
for  Woman. 

Char.  Moft  certain,  Sir,  Man  was  to  have  been  im- 
mortaliz'd  by  the  Love  and  Converfation  of  thefe  charm- 
ing Sylphs  and  Nymphs,  and  Women  by  the  Gnomes 
and  Salamanders,  and  to  have  ftock'd  the  World  with 
!Demi-God5,  fuch  as  at  this  Day  inhabit  the  Empire  of  the 
Moon. 

Dod.  Moft  admirable  Philofophy  and  Reafon  ! But 

do  thefe  Sylphs  and  Nymphs  appear  in  Shapes  ? 

Char,  The  moft  beautiful  of  all  the  Sons  and  Daugh- 
ters of  the  Univerfe  :  Fancy,  Imagination  is  not  half  fo 
charming  ;  And  then  fo  foft,  fo  kind  !  but  none  but  th« 
Caballa   and   their  Families  are  bleft  with  their  divine 

Addrefl'es. 
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Addrefles.     Were  you  but  once   admitted   to   that  So- 
ciety——— 

T>on.  Ay,  Sir,  what  Virtues  or  what  Merits  can  accom- 
plifh  me  for  that  great  Honour  ? 

^    Char.  An    abfolute   abftinence    from  carnal   thou^ht^ 
devout  and  pure  of  Spirit  ;  free  from  S;n.  ° 

Tto6l.  I  dare  not   boaft  my  Virjues,  Sir;  Is  there   no 
way  to  try  ray  Purity  ? 

Char,  Are  you  very  fecret  ? 
VcSl.  'Tis  my  firfl:  Principle,  Sir, 
Char.  And  one,  the  moft  material    in  our  RopHcrufian 
order.— Pleafe  you  to  make  a  Tryal  ? 
I>o6i,  As  how,  Sir,  I  befeech  you  ? 
Char,  If  you  be  thorowly  purg'd  from  Vice,  the  Op- 
tides  of  your  Sight  will  be  fo  illuminated,  that'  clancin^ 
thro  this  Telefcope,  you  may  behold  one  of  thefe  lovely 
Creaiui-es,  that  people  the  vaft  Region  of  the  Air. 

Di7^.  Sir,  you  oblige  profoundly. 
^  ChAr.  Kneel  then,  and   try  your  ftrength  of  Virtue, 

Sir, Keep  your  Eye  fix'd  and  open.  ^ 

i^^  ^oGks  in  the  Telefcope. 
IWhile  he  ts  Icokmg,  Charmante  goes  to  the  Door 
to  Scaramouch,  who  waited  on  purpofe  with- 
out, and  takes  a  Glafs  with  a  Figure  of  a 
Nymph  on  it,  and  a  Light  behind  it ;  that  as 
he  brmgs  it,  it  {l;ews  to  the  Aadience,  Gees 
to  the  end  of  the  Telefcope, 

m Can  you  difcern,  Sir  ? 

Do^,  Methinks  I  fee  a  kind  of  glorious  Cloud  drawn 

up and  now,  'tis  gone  again. 

Char.  Saw  you  no  Fuger  p 
Do^,  None. 

r.c^t'^'r  T}''''J^?^^  t^ort  Prayer  to  A!iki»,  the  Spirit 
of  the  Eaft;  (hake  ofF  all  earthly  Thoughts,  and  look 
^S^'"-  [^^  Pf^y^'     Charmante ;»«/;  the  Glafj 

T.  «  A  A     ■n^'i''  ^^'  ^'"^^^  'f^^'  Tele/cote, 

Doa.  -^ .Aftonifli'd,  raviOi'd   with  Delight   i  fee  a 

Beauty  young  and  AngeMike,  leaning  upon  a  Cloud 
Char   Seems  fhe  on  a  Bed  ?  then  fhe^s  repoilng,  and 

you  muft  not  gaze,  ^     ^^ 

^  5  X»(?i?. 


2  0  2    The  Emperor  of  the  Moon. 

Do6i,  Now  a  Cloud  veils  her  from  me. 

char.  She  faw  you  peeping  then^  and  drew  the  Cur- 
tain oFthe  Air  between. 

Do€l,  I  am  all  Rapture,  Sir,  at  this  rare  Vifion — fs't 
pofljble,  Sir,  that  I  may  ever  hope  the  Converfation  of 
ib  divine  a  Beauty? 

Char,  Moft  poflible,  Sir;  they  will  court  you,  their 

whole  delight  is  to  immortalize Alexander  was  begot 

by  a  Salamander,  that  vifited  his  Mother  in  the  form  of 
a  Serpent,  becaufe  he  would  not  make  King  Philip  jea- 
lous ;  and  that  famous  Philofopher  Merlin  was  begotten 
on  a  Veftal  Nun,  a  certain  King's  Daughter,  by  a  moft 
beautiful  young  Salamander ;  as  indeed  all  the  HeroeSj 
and  Men  of  mighty  Minds  are. 

Bo£i.  Moft  excellent ! 

Char.  The  Nymph  Egeria,  inamour'd  on  Numa  Pom' 
pilius^  came  to  him  invifible  to  all  Eyes  elfe,  and  gave 
him  all  his  Wifdom  and  Philofophy.  Zoroa/lery  Trif-- 
megiftus^  Apuleiusy  Aquinius^  Albertui  Magnus,  Socrates 
and  Virgil  had  their  Zilphid,  which  the  Foolifh  caird  their 
Daemon  or  Devil.     But  you  are  wife,  Sir. 

Do6f.  But  do  you  imagine  Sir,  they  will  fall  in  love 
with  an  old  Mortal? 

Char.  They  love  not  like  the  Vulgar,  ^t\s  the  im- 
mortal Part  they  doat  upon.    . 

I)o5i,  But  Sir,  I  have  a  Niece  and  Daughter  which  I 
love  equally,  were  it  not  poiTible  they  might  be  immor- 
taliz'd  ? 

Char.  No  doubt  on't.  Sir,  if  they  be  pure  and  chafte. 

VoH.  I  think  they  are,  and  I'll  take  care  to  keep  'em 
fo  ;  for  I  confefs,  Sir,  I  wou'd  fain  have  a  Hero  to  my 
Grandfon. 

Char.  You  never  faw  the  Emperor  of  the  Moon,  Sir, 
the  mighty  Irodonozar  .*^ 

Do^.  Never,  Sir;  his  Court  I  have,  but  'twas  confuf- 
cdly  too. 

Char.  Refine  your  Thoughts  Sir,  by  a  Moment's  Prayer; 
and  try  aoain.  [He  prays.    Char,  claps  the  Glajs 

with  the  Emperor  on  it,  he 
looks  in  and  fees  if, 

-"-  -    x>oeis 
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Dtf5?.  It  is  too  much,  too  much  for  mortal  Eyes !  I  fee 
a  Monarch  feated  on  a  Throne — but  feems  moft  fad  and 
penflve. 

Char,  Forbear  then,  Sir ;  for  now  his  Lov,e-Fit*s  on,^ 
and  then  he  wou'd  be  private. 
1)061,  His  Love-Fit,  Sir  ! 

Char,  Ay,  Sir,  the  Emperor's  in  love  with  fome  fair 
Mortal. 
"DoSi,  And  can  he  not  command  her  \ 
Char,  Yes,  but  her  Quah'ty  being  too  mean,  he  ftrug» 
gles,  tho  a  King,  'twixt  Love  and  Honour, 

Do^l,  It  were  too  much  to  know  the  Mortal,  Sir? 
Char,  'Tis  yet  unknown,  Sir,  to  the  Caballifts,  who 
now  are  ufing  all  their  Arts  to  find  her,  and  ferve  his 
Majefty  \  but  now  my  great  Affair  deprives  me  of  you  i- 
To  morrow,  Sir,  I'll  wait  on  you  again ;  and  now  I've. 
tryM  your  Virtue,  tell  you  Wonders. 

Do5l,  I  humbly  kifs  your  Hands,  mod  learned  Sir. 
[  Charmante  gozs  out,     Dodlor  ix^aiti   on  him  to 
the  Door^  and  returns :  to  him  Scaramouch, 
All  this    while  Harlequin   w^s  hid    in  the 
Hedges,  peeping  now    and  the?iy  and  when 
his  Majier  went  out  he  was  left  behind. 
Sea,  So,  fo,  Don  Charmonte  has  plaid  his  Part  moft: 
cxquifitely ;  I'll  in  and  fee  how  it  works  in  his  Pericra- 
nium..—i—ii-^Did  you  call.  Sir  ? 

D06I,  Scaramouch^  1  have,  for  thy  lingular  Wit  and 
Honefty,  always  had  a  Tendernefs  for  thee  above  that  of 
a  Mafter  to  a  Servant. 

Sea,  I  muft  confefs,  ft,  Sir. 

Do5i,  Thou  haft  Virtue  and  Merle  that  deferves  much. 
Sea,  Oh  Lord,  Sir  ! 

Bo^l,  And  I  may   make  thee    great ; — all  I  require^, 
is,  that  thou  wilt  double  thy  diligent  Care  of  my  Daugh- 
ter and  myNiece  ^  for  thei-e  are  mighty  things  de/ign'd  for 
jhem,  if  we  can  keep  *em  from  the  fight  of  Man* 
5c^.  The  fight  of  Man,  Sir! 
JD06I.  Ay,  snd  the  very  Thoughts  of  Man. 
Sea,  What  Antidote  is  there  to  be  given  to  a  young 
Wencn^  againft  the  Difeafe  of  Love  and  Longing  } 

'  "  "  Dc6l. 
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l)o5i.  Do  you  your  Part,  and  becaufe  1  know  thee 
difcieet  and  very  fecret,  I  will  hereafter  difcover  Wondess 
to  thee.  On  pain  of  Life,  look  to  the  Girls  5  that's  your 
Charge. 

Sea,  Doubt  me  not,  Sir,  and  I  hope  your  Reverence 
will  reward  my  faithful  Service  with  Mopfophily  your 
Daughter's  Governante,  who  is  rich,  and  has  long  had 
my  AfFeftion,  Sir. 

Harlequin  peeping,  cries  Oh  Traitor  ! 
Do5l,  Set  not  thy  Heart  on  tranfitory  Mortal,  there's 
better  things  in  Acre — befides,  I  have  promised  her  to  a 
Parmer  for  his  Son.,  Come  in  with  me,  and  bring 

the  Telefcope.  \Ex,  Dodor  and  Scaramouch. 

Harlequin  comes  out  on  the  Stage, 
Har,  My  Miftrefs  Mopfophil  to  marry  a  Farmer's  Son ! 
What,  am  I  then  forfaken,  abandon*d  by  the  falfe  fair 

One? 
If  I  have  Honour,  I  muft  die  with  Rage  ; 
Reproaching  gently,  and  complaining  madly. 

It  is  refolv'd,  I'll  hang  my  felf No,  when  did  I  ever 

liear  of  a  Hero  that  hang'd  himfelf? — No,  'tis  the  Death 
of  Rogues.  What  if  I  drown  my  felf  ?—  No,  Ufelefs 
Dogs  and  Puppies  are  drown'd ;  a  Pifl:ol  or  a  Caper  on 
my  own  Sword  wou'd  look  more  nobly,  but  that  I  have 
a  natural  Averfion  to  Pain,  Befidcs,  it  is  as  vulgar  as 
Rats-bane,  or  the  flicing  of  the  Weafand.  No,  I'll  die 
a  Death  uncommon,  and  leave  behind  me  an  eternal 
"Fame.  1  have  fomewhere  read  an  Author,  either  antient 
or  modern,  of  a  Man  that  laugh'd  to  death.— I  am  very 
ticklifli,  and  am  refolv'd  to  die  that  Death. — Oh  Alopfo- 
pkily  my  cruel  Mopfophiil 

[_PuUs  off  his  Hat,  Sword  and  Shoes, 
And  noWj  farewel  the  World,  fond  Love,  and  mortal 
Cares.  [He  falls  to  tickle  himfelf,  his  Htad,  his  Ears, 
his  Arm-pits,  Hands,  Sides,  and  Soles  of  his 
Teet ;  making  ridiculous  Cries  and  Noifes  of 
Laughing  fever al  ways,  iviih  Antick  Leaps 
and  Ski_ps^  at  laft  falls  down  as  dgad. 

Enter 
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Enter  Scaramouch. 

Scar,  Harlequin  was  left  in  the  Garden,  I'll  tell  him  the 
News  of  Mopfophil,  [Going  forvpard,  tumbles  over  him* 
Ha,  what's  here  ?  Harlequin  dead  J— — . 

[^Heaving  hijn  upy  hefiies  into  a  Rage, 

Har,  Who  is't  that  thus  wou'd  rob  me  of  my  Ho- 
nour ? 

Sea.  Honour,  why  I  thought  thou'dft  been  dead. 

Har.  Why  fo  I  was,  and  the  moft  agreeably  dead. 

Sea.  I  came  to  bemoan  with  thee  the  mutual  lofs  of 
our  Miftrefj. 

Har.  I  know  it.  Sir,  I  know  it,  and  that  thou  art  as 
falfe  as  flie;  Was't  not  a  Covenant  between  us,  that 
neither  fhouM  take  advantage  of  the  other,  but  both 
fhou'd  have  fair  play,  and  yet  you  bafely  went  to  under- 
mine me,  and  ask  her  of  the  Doftor  ^  but  fince  (he's 
gone,  I  fcorn  to  quarrel  for  her — But  let's  like  loving 
Brothers,  hand  in  hand,  leap  from  fome  Precipice  into 
the  Sea. 

Sea.  What,  and  fpoil  all  my  Clothes?  I  thank  you  for 
that ;  no,  I  have  a  newer  way  ;  you  know  1  lodge  four 
pair  of  Stairs  high,  let's  afcend  thither,  and  after  faying 
our  Prayers 

Har.  Prayers  !  I  never  heard  of  a  dying  Hero  that 
ever  pray'd. 

Sea.  Well,  I'll  not  ftand  with  you  for  a  Trifle — Being 
come  up,  I'll  open  the  Cafement,  take  you  by  the  Heels, 
and  fling  you  out  into  the  Street;  after  which,  you  have  no 
more  to  do,  but  to  come  up  and  throw  me  down  in  my 
turn. 

Har.  The  Atchievemeni's  great  and  new  \  but  now  I 
think  on'r,  I'm  refblv'd  to  hear  my  Sentence  from  the 
Mouth  of  the  perfidious  Trollops  for  yet  I  cannot  credit 
it. 

ril  to  the  Gipfy,  the  I  venture  banging, 

To  be  undeceiv'd,  'tis  hardly  worth  the  hanging. 

[Exsuntl 


SCENE 
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Enter  Scaramouch  groping. 
Sea,  So,  I  have  got  rid  of  my  Rival,  and  fhall  here  get 
an  Opportunity  to  fpeak  with  Mopfophil ;  for  hither  ihe 
muft  come  anon,  to  lay  the  young  Lady's  Night-things  in 
order ;  I'll  hide  my  felf  in  fome  Corner  til!  fhe  come. 

\Goes  on  to  the  further  fids  of  the  Stage* 

Enter  Harlequin  ^r^;;/;j^. 

Bar,  So,  I  made  mf  Rival  bdieve  I  vi'as  gone,  and 

hid  my  felf  till  I  got  this  Opportunity  to  fteal  to  Mopfo- 

phifs  Apartment,  which  muft  be  hereabouts ;  for  from 

ihefe  Windows  ihe  us'd  to  entertain  my  Love. 

[^Advances, 

Scar,  Ha,  I  hear  a  foft  Tread, '^  it  were  Mopfo- 

ph'iVi^  fhe  wou'd  not  come  by  dark. 

[Harlequin  advancing  rum  against  a  Tahle^ 
and  almoji.jirikes  himfelf  backwards, 
Har,  What  was  that  ? — a  Table,  there  I  may  obfcure 
my  felf".  [Groping  for  the  Table, 

What  a  Devil,  is  it  vanifh'd  ? 

SciT.  Devil, — vanifh'd  !  What  can  this  mean  \  'Tis  a 
Man's  Voicc._-.If  it  fhou'd  be  my  Maftei-  the  Doftot 
now,  I  were  a  dead  Man  ; — he  can't  Teem . ;  and  I'll  put 
my  felf  into  fuch  a  Pofture,  that  if  he  feel  me,  he  fhall 
as  (bon  take  me  for  a  Church  Spout  as  a  Man. 

[^He  puts  himfelf  into  a  Pofiure  ridiculous,  his 
Arms  a'kir/iboy  his  Knees  wide  open,  his 
Backfide  almoft  touching  the  Ground,  his 
Mouth  ftretched  wide,  and  his  Eyes  fiaring, 
Har.  groping  thru/is  his  Hand  into  his 
Mouth,  he  bites  him^  the  other  dares  not 
cry  out, 
Har,  Ha,  what's  this  ?  all  Mouth,  with  twenty  rows> 
of  Teeth.  Now  dare  not  I  cry  out,  left  the  I)o<5lor 

fhou'd  come,  find  me  here,  and  kill  me— I'll  try  if  it  be 
aaorial,  [Making  damnable  Faces  and  Signs  of  Pain^ 

he  draws  a  Bragger.  Scar*  feels  th& 
Point  of  it^  andfi)rin\s  back^  letting  go 
his  Hand.  Scan 
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Scar*  Who  the  Devil  can  this  be  ?  I  felt  a  Poniard, and 
am  glad  I  fav'd  my  Skin  from  pinking.  \StzaU  out, 

[Harlequin  groping  about,  finds  the  Table, 
on  which  there  is  a  Carpet^  and  creeps 
under  ity  lijlning. 
Enter  Bellemante,  with  a  Candle  in  one  Hand^  and  a 
Bock,  i^  ^^^  other. 
"Bel  I  am  in  a  Belle  Humor  for  Poetry  to  night ; 
I'll  make  fome  Boremes  on  Love. 

\_She  writes  and  Jiudles* 
Out  of  a  great  Curiofity^  — >4  Shepherd  did  demand  of 


fne» 


No,  no, A  Shepherd  this  implored  of  me. 

[Scratches  out^  and  writes  a-new. 

Ay,  ay,  fo  it  fhall  go — Tell  me,  faid  he^  can yourefign.^ 

— ^efig^9  ay,  what  fhall  rhyme  to  Reftgn  ^—Tell  me^  faid 

fje.'^  [She  lays  down  the  Tablet^  and  walks  about. 

[Harlequin  ^eeps  from  under  the  TabUy  takes 

the  Book,   writes  in  it,  and   lays  it  up 

before  (he  can  turn* 

IReads.']  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  fhall  \>z,^Tell  me,  faid  he^  my 

Bellemante  \  Will  you  be  kind  to  your  Charmante  ? 

[Reads  thofe  two  Lines,  and  is  amazjd. 
Ha,  Heav'ns !  What's  this?  I  am  amaz'd  ! 
^And  yet  I'll  venture  once  more.       \Writes  and  Jludies. 
— Iblufl)\land  veil'd  my  wijhing  Eyes, 

ILays  down  the  Book,  and  walks  as  before, 

urifLjy,^  £y^;  I  [Har.  writes  as  before, 

[She  turns  and  takes  the  Tablet, 

Bell.  I  And  anfwer'd  only  with  my  Sighs. 

Ha  !  What  is  this  ?  Witchcraft,  or  fome  Divinity  of  Love  ? 

Some  Cupid  fure  invifible. 

Once  more  I'll  try  the  Charm,  \Writes, 

^.-^^Coud  J  a  better  way  my  Love  impart  ? 

^Studies  and  walks, 
■  Impart  ■  \j^^  writes  as  before. 

Bell,  -—And  without /peaking,  tell  him  all  my  Heart, 
— 'Tis  here  again,  but  where's  the  Hand  that  writ  it  > 

[Looks  about. 
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—-The  little  Deity  that  will  be  feen 

But  only  in  his  Miracles.     It  cannot  be  a  Devil, 

for  here's  no  Sin  ror  Mifcbief  in  all  this. 

Enter  Charmante.     She  hides  the  Tablet^  he  fieps  to 
her^  and  fnatches  it  from  her  and  reads. 

Char,  reads. 

Out  of  a  great  Curio fity, 

A  Shepherd  this  implored  of  me. 

Tell  tne^  /aid  he^  my  Bellemante, 

Will  you  h  kind  to  your  Charmante? 

I  blujlj'd^  and  veil  d  my  wijhing  Eyes, 

And  anfiver^d  only  with  my  Sighs, 

Con,  d  I  a  better  way  my  Love  impart  ? 

And  withom  fieaking^  tell  him  all  my  Heart. 

Char.^  Whofe  \s  this  different  Charader  ?  ILooks  angry. 

Bell.  'Tis  yours  for  ought  1  know. 

Char.  Away,  my  Name  was  put  here  for  a  blind. 
What  Rhiming  Fop  have  you  been  clubbing  Wit  withal  ? 

BelL  Ah !  mon  Dieu  ! — Charmante  jealous  ? 

Char,  Have  I  not  caufe  ?--Who  writ  thefe  Boremes  ? 

Bell.  Some  kind  afliftina  Deity,  for  ought  I  know. 

Char.  Some  kind  afllfting  Coxcomb,  that  1  know. 
The  Ink's  yet  wer,  the  Spark  \s  near  I  find 

Bell  Ah,  Malheureufe  /  How  was  I  miftaken  in  this 
Man  ? 

Char.  Miftaken  !  What,  did  you  take  me  for  an  eafy 
Pool  to  be  impos'd  upon  ?  — One  that  wou'd  be 
cuckolded  by  every  feather'd  Fool ;  that  you'd  call  a 
Beau  un  Gallant  Homme.  'Sdeath  !  Who  wou'd  doat 
upon  a  fond  She-Fop  ?—  a  vain  conceited  amorous  Co- 
^"^"^'  [Goes  out,  JJje  pulls  him  back. 

Enter  Scaramouch  running. 

Sea.  Oh  Madam !  hide  your  Lover,  or  we  are  all  un- 
done. 

Char.  I  will  not  hide,  till  I  know  the  thing  that  made 

Ihe  Vafes.  ^The  Do5lor  calling  ^  en  the  Stairs, 

pecf,  Bellemante^  KieQCy^Bellemante, 

Scar, 
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Scar,  She's  coming.  Sir.  —  Where,  where  fhall  I  liide 

him  \   Oh,  the  Clofet's  open! 

{Thrujli  him  into  the  Clofet  h^  force, 
BoH.  Oh  Niece !  Ill  Luck,  111  Luck,  I  muft  leave 
you  to  night;  my  Brother  the  Advocate  is  fick,  and  has 
fent  for  me ;  'tis  three  long  Leagues,  and  dark  as  'tis,  I 
muft^  go. — They  fay  he  is  dying.  Here,  take  my  Keys, 
[Pulli  out  his  Ke'ji^  one  falls  down, 
and  go  into  my  Study,  and  look  over  all  my  Papers,  and 
bring  me  all  thofe  mark'd  with  a  Crofs  and  figure  of 
Three,  they  concern  my  Brother  and  L 

[She  looks  on  Scaramouch,  and  make; 
pitiful  Signs^  and  goes  out, 
■  Come  Scaramouch^  and  get   me  ready  for  my 

Journey  ;  and  on  your  Life,  let   not   a  Door  be  open'd 
till  my  Return.  [^Exit, 

Enter  Mopfophil.     Har.  peeps  from  under  the  Table, 
Bar,  Ha  !   Mopfophil^  and  alone ! 
Mop,  Well,  'tis  a  delicious  thing  to  be  rich ;  what  a 
world  of  Lovers  it  invites:  I  have  one  for  every  Hand, 
and  the  Favorite  for  my  Lips. 
Har,  Ay,  him  wou'd  1  be  glad  to  know.  [^Peeping, 

Mop.  But  of  all  my  Lovers,  I  am  for  the  Farmit's  Son, 

becaufe  he  keeps  a  Calafh and  I'll  fwear  a  Coach  is 

the  moft  agreeable  thing  about  a  Man. 
Har,  Ho,  ho  ! 
Mop,  Ah,  me,  ^What's  that  ? 

He  an  fivers  in  a  flirill  Voice, 
Har,  The  Ghoft  of  a  poor  Lover,  dwindled  into  a 
Heyho. 

[He  rijes  from  under  the  Table,  and  falls  at  her  Feet. 
Scaramouch  enters*     She  runs  ojf  fqueaking. 

Sea,  Ha,  my  Rival  and  my  Miftrefs! ■. — 

Is  this  done  like  a  Man  of  Honour,  Monfieur  Harlequin, 
to  take  advantages  to  injure  me  ? 

Har.  Advantages  are  lavffui  in  Love  and  War. 
Scar.  'Twas    contrary  to  our  League  and  Covenant ; 
therefore  1  defy  thee  as  a  Traytor. 

Har,  I  fcorn  to  fight  with  thee,  becaufe  I  once  caird 

thee  Brother, 

Scar, 


2 1  o     The  Emperor  of  the  Moon, 

Scar,  Then   thou  art   a  Paltroon,   that's   to  fay,    a 
Coward.  " 

/far.  Coward  I  nay,  then  I  am  provok'd,  come  on. 
Scar.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  gave  the  Coward,  and  you 
ought  to  ftrike.       [Tf^ey  go  to  fight  ridiculoujly,  and  e'ver 
as  Scaramouch  pajfes^    Harlequin 
leaps  afide,    and  skips  fo   nhnbly 
about y  he  cannot  touch  him  for  his 
Life\  which  after  a  -while  endea- 
vouring  in-  va'in^  he  lays  down  his 
Sword, 
If  you  be  for  dancing,  Sir,  1  have  my  Weapons  for 
ali  occalions.  [Scar,  pulls  cut  a  Flute  Donx,  and  falls 

to  playing.     Har.  throxvs   down 
his,  and  falls  a  dancing  j  after 
the  Danes,  they  (hake  Hands. 
Har,  Ha  mon  hon  ami. — Is  not  this  better  than  duelh'ng  ? 
Scar,  But  not   altogether  fo  heroick,  Sir.     Wei),  for 
the  future,  let  us  have  fair  play  ;  no  Tricks  to  undermine 
each  other,  but  which  of  us  \s  chofen  to  be  the  happy 
man,  the  other  fhall  be  content. 

Ela,  within,  Coufin  Bellemante,  CouGn. 
Scar.  'Slife,  let's  be  gone,  left  we  be  feen  in  the  Ladies 
Apartment.  [Scar,  fip s  Harlequin  behind  the  Door^ 

Enter  Elaria. 

Ela.  How  now,  how  came  you  here  ? 

[^Signs  to  Har.  to  go  out. 
Scar.  I  came  to  tell   you.    Madam,  my  Matter's  juft 
taking    Mule  to   go  his  Journey  to  Night,  and  that  Dort 
Cinthio  \s  in  the  Street,  for  a  lucky  moment  to  enter  in. 

^  Ela.  But  what  if  any  one  by  my  Father's  Order,  or  he 
himfelf  fhouid  by  fome  chance  furprize  us  ? 

Scar,  If  we  be,  I  have  taken  order  againft  a  Difcovery. 

I'll  go  fee  if  the  old  Gentleman  be  gone,  and  return  with 

your  Lover.  [Goes  out. 

Ela,  I  tremble,  but  know  not  whether  'tis  with  Fear 

or  Joy. 

Enter  Cinthio. 
Cin,  My  dear  Elaria^  [Runs  to  imhrace  her^ 

She  fiarts  from  him, 
Ha, 
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"— Ha,— fliun  my  Arms,  Elaria  / 

Ela.  Heavens  !  Why  did  you  come  fo  foon  ? 
Cin.  Is  it  too  foon,  whene'er  'tis  fafe,  Elaria  / 
Ela,  1  die  wtth  Fear — Met  you  not  Scaramouch  ? 

He  went  to  bid  you  wait  a  while  ;  what  fhall  I  do  ? 
Ci?7',  Why  this  Concern  ">  none  of  the  Houfe  has  fzen 

me.     I  faw  your  Father  taking  Horfe. 

Ela.  Sure  you  miftake,  methinks  1  hear  his  Voice, 
Do^.  below] — My  Key The  Key  of  my  Labora- 
tory,    Why,  Kna\c  Scaramouch^  where  are  you? 
Ela,  Do  you  hear  that.  Sir  ? — Oh,  I'm  undone ! 

Where  (hall  I  hide  you  ?■        He  approaches, 

[she  fearches  where  to  hide  him. 

Ha  !  my  Coufin's  Clofet's  open, ftep  in  a  little. 

[He  goes  iny  fie  puts  out  the  Candlei 

Enter   the  Bo^or,     She  gets  round  the  Chamber  to  the 
Door,  and  as  he  advances  in,  fie  Jieals  out, 
Bo^,  Here  I  muft  have  dropt  it ;  a  Light,  a  Light 

there. 

Enter  Cinthlo  from  the  Clofet,  fulls  Charmante  out^  they 
not  \nowing  each  other, 
Ci»»  Oh  this  perfidious  Woman  !  No  marvel  fhe  was 

fo  furpriz'd  and  angry  at  my  Approach  to  Night. 

Cha,  Who  can  this  be  ? but  I'll  be  prepar'd. 

[Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Sword» 
BoSi,  Why  Scaramouch,  Knave,  a  Light ! 

[Turns  to  the  Boor  to  calL 

Enter  Scaramouch  with  a  Light,  and  feeing  the  two  Lovers 
there,  runs  againfl  his  Majier,  puts  out  the  Candle^ 
and  flings  him  down  and  falls  over  him.  At  the  en- 
trance of  the  Candle,  Charmante  flipt  from  Cinthio 
into  the  Clofet.  Cinthio  gropes  to  find  him;  when 
Mopfophil  and  Elaria,  hearing  a  great  Noife,  enter  with 
a  Light,  Cinthio  finding  he  was  difcover'd  falls  to 
aHing  a  Mad-man^  Scaramouch  helps  up  the  DoHor^ 
and  bows. 

Ha, a  Man, and  in  my  Houfe,— Oh  dire  Mif- 

fortune  ! >5^ho  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Cin.  Men  call  me  Gog  Magog,  the  Spirit  of  Power ; 

My  Right-hand  Riches  holds,  my  Left-hand  Honour. 

Is 
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B  there  a  City  Wife  wou'd  be  a  Lady  ?— Bring  her  to  ffie. 
Her  eaf)'  Cuckold  fliall  be  dub'd  a  Knight. 
Ela,  Oh  Heavens  !  a  Mad-man,  Sir. 
Ctn,  Is  there  a  tawdry  Fop  wou'd  have  a  Title  ? 
A  rich  Mechanick  that  wou'd  be  an  Alderman  ? 
Bring  'em  to  me, 

And  I'll  convert  that  Coxcomb,  and  that  Blockhead,  into 
Your  Honour  and  Right- Woif/iipful. 
Dca,  Mad,  ft<irk  mad  !    Why  Sirrah,  Rogue— 5c^r4- 

mcmh How  got  this  Mad-man  in  ?     {iVhile  the  DoHor 

_  turn;  to  Scaramouch,  Cinthio  fpaks  fiftly  to  Elaria. 
Cin,  Oh,  thou  perfidious  Maid  !  Who  haft  thou  hid  ia 
yonder  confcious  Clofet  ?  [^fide  to  her. 

^  Scar,  Why,  Sir,  he  was  brought  in  a  Chair  for  your  Ad- 
vice J  but  how  he  rambled  from  the  Parlour  to  this  Cham- 
ber, I  know  nor. 

Cin,  Upon  a  winged  Horfe,  ycleped  Pegafusy 
Swift  as  the  fiery  Racers  of  (he  Sun, 

1  fly ^I  fly 

See  how  I  mount,  and  cut  the  liquid  Sky.         [Runs  out, 

Doei»  Alas  poor  Gentleman,    he's  paft  all  Cure 1 

But  Sirrah,  for  the  future,  take  you  care  that  no  young 
mad  Patients  be  brought  into  my  Houfe. 

Scar,  I  fhall,  Sir, and  fee. — here's  your  Key  you 

iook'd  for.  ' 

J:>o^,  That's  well ;  I  mufl:  be  gone— Bar  up  the  Doors, 
and  upon  Life  or  Death  let  no  man  enter. 

[_Exit  Docior^  and  all  with  him^  with  the  Light* 
Charmante  ftep  ont — and  by  degrees  comes  all  oupy 

li fining  every  [lep, 
Char,^  Who  the  Devil  cou'd  that  be  that  pull'd  me  from 
the  Clolet  ?  but  at  iaft  I'm  free,  and  the  Dolor's  gone  ; 
I'll   to  Cinthhy  and  bring  him  to  pafs   this  Nidit  with 
cur  Miftrefl^es.   .  [Exu. 

As  he  is  gone  cjf,  enter  Cinthio  groping, 
Ctn.  Now  for  this  lucky  Rival,  if  his  Stars  will  make 
this  Iaft  part  of  his  Adventure  fuch.     I  hid  my  felf  m  the 
next  Chamber,  till  I  heard  the  Doftor  go,  only  to  return 
to  be  reveng'd.  [He  gropes  his  way  into  ths  Clojety 

"With  his  Sv.jord  drawn. 

Enter 
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Enter  Elaria  iv'ith  a.  Light, 
FAa,  Scaramouch  teWs  me  Charmanie  is  conceal'd  in  the 
Clofet,  whom  C'wthio  furely  has  miftaken  for  fome  Lover 
of  mine,  and  is  jealous;  but  I'll  fend  Charmante  after  him, 
to  make  my  peace  and  undeceive  him.  [Goes  to  the  Door. 
—Sir,  Sir,  where  are  you  ?  they  are  all  gone,  you  may 
adventure  our.  [Cinthio  comes  out. 

Ha,  Cinthio  here  ? 

Cm,  Yes,  Madam,  to  your  fhame  : 
Now  your  Perfidioufnefs  \s  plain,  falfe  Woman, 
'Tis  well  your  Lover  had  the  Dexterity  of  efcaping,  I'ad 
fpoil'd  his  making  Love  elfe.  [Goes  from  her,  /Ijb  holds  him. 
Ela,  Prithee  hear  me. 

Cin,  But  fince  my  Ignorance  of  his  Perfbn  faves  his 
iife,  live  and  polTefs  him,  till  I  can  difcover  him. 

[Goes  out, 
Ela,  Go  peetifli  Fool — 

Whofe  Jealoufy  believes  me  given  to  change, 
iet  thy  own  Torments  be  my  juft  Revenge.  lExit, 
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J^  Antick  Dance, 


After  the  Mufick  has  plaid,  enter  Elaria  ;  to  her  Bel- 
lemante. 
Ela,   T   TEavens  Bellemante  !  Where  have  you  been  ? 

J7j[  Bell.  Fatigu'd  with  the  moft  difagreeable  Af- 
fair, tor  a  Perfon  of  my  Humour,  in  the  World.  Oh, 
how  I  hate  Bufinefs,  which  1  do  no  more  mind,  th.m 
a  Spaik  does  ihe  Sermon,  who  \%  ogling  his  Miflrefs  at 
Church  all  the  while  :  I  have  been  ruffling  over  twenty 
Reams  of  Paper  for  my  Uncle's  Writings. 
Enter  Scaramouch. 
Scar.  So,  {o,  the  old  Gentleman  is  departed  this  wicked 
World,  and  the  Houfe  \s  our  own  for  this  Night, — Where 
are  the  Sparks  ?  where  are  jhe  Sparks? 

Ell, 
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Ela,  Nay,  Heaven  knows. 

'Bell,  How  I  I  hope  not  fo ;  I  left  Charmante  confin'd 
to  my  Clofet,  when  my  Uncle  had  like  to  have  furpriz'd 
us  together  :  Is  he  not  here  ? 

Ela.  No,  he's  tfcaped,  but*  he  has  made  fweet  doing?. 

Be//.  Heavens  Coufin  !    What? 

Ela*  My  Father  was  coming  into  the  Chamber,  and 
had  like  to  have  taken  Cinthio  with  me,  when,  to  con- 
ceal him,  1  put  him  into  your  Clofet,  not  knowing  of 
Charmante's  being  there,  and  which,  in  the  dark,  he 
took  for  a  Gallant  of  mine  ;  had  not  my  Father's  Pre- 
fence  hlndei'd,  1  believe  there  had  been  Murder  com- 
mitted ;  however  they  both  efcap'd  unknown. 

Scar,  PQiaw,  is  that  all  ?  Lovers  Quarrels  are  foon  ad- 
jufted  5  I'll  to  'em,  unfold  the  RiddJe,  and  bring  'em 
back — take  no  care,  but  go  in  and  drefs  you  for  the  Ball  ; 
Mopfophil  has  Habits  which  your  Lovers  fent  to  put  on  : 
the  Fiddles,  Treat,  and  all  are  prepar'd.  [Exit, 

Enter  ^vlopfophil. 

Mop,  Madam,  your  Coufin  Florinda^  with  a  Lady^  are 
come  to  vifit  you. 

Bell,  I'm  glad  on't,  'tis  a  good  Wench,  and  we'll 
truft  her  with  our  Miiih  and  Secret.  [They  go  out, 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Street, 

Enter  Page  with  a   Ilatnbeau,  followed    by  Cinthio  ; 
pajjes  over  the  Stage,     Scaramouch  follows  Cinthio 

.    in  a  Campaign  Coat. 

Scar,  'Tis  Cinthic — Don  Cinthio,  [Calls,  he  turns. 
Well,  what's  the  (parrel  ? — How  fell  ye  out  ? 

Cm.  You  may  inform  your  felf  I  believe,  for  thefe 
clofe  Intrigues  cannot  be  carried  on  without  your  Know- 
ledge. 

Scar,  What  Intrigues,  Sir  ?  be  quick,  for  I'm  in  hafle. 

Cin,  Who  was  the  Lover  I  furpriz'd  i'th'  Clofet  ? 

Scar,  Deceptio  vifus.  Sir  ;  the  Error  of  the  Eyes. 

Cin,  Thou  Dog,  I  felt  him  too  \  but  fince  the  Rafcal 
•fcapei  me,  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

Coss 
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\Goes  to  heat  him  ;  he  running  away^  runs  againfl 
Harlequin,  who  is  entering  with  Charmantej  and 
like  to  have  thrown  *em  both  down, 

,.      Char.  Ha, What's  the  matter  here  ? 

I     Scar,  Seignior  Don  Charmante.     [Then  he  firms  ecu- 

rageouJl<j  in  with  ^em. 
Char.  What,  Cinthio  in  a  Rage  ! 
Who's  the  unlucky  Objed  ? 

Cin.  All  Man  and  Woman  Kind  :  Elaria's  falfeu 
char.  Elaria  falfe  !  take  heed,  fure  her  nice  Virtue  Is 
proof  againft  the  Vices  of  her  Sex". 
Siy  rather  Beilemantey 
She  who  by  Nature's  light  and  wavering. 
The  Town  contains  not  fuch  a  falfe  Impertinent. 
^  This  Evening  1  furpriz'd  her  in  her  Chamber^ 
'  Writing  of  Verfes,  and  between  her  Lines 
Some  Spark  had  newly  pen'd  his  proper  Stuff. 
Curfe  of  the  Jilr,  I'll  be  her  Fool  no  more. 

Har.  I  doubt  you  are  miftaken  in  that.  Sir,  for  'twas 
I  was  the  Spark  that  writ  the  proper  Stuff  to  do  you  fer- 
vice. 

Char.  Thou! 

Scar.  Ay,  we  that  fpend  our  Lives  and  Fortunes  here 
to  ferve  you, —  to  be  us'd  like  Pimps  and  Scoundrels. 
Come,  Sir,  fatisfy  him  who  'twas  was  hid  i'th'  Clofet, 
when  he  came  in  and  found  you. 

Cin,  Ha, — -is't  pofTibie  ?    Was  it  Charmante  .-? 
Char.  Was  it  you,  Cinthio  ^     Pox  on't,  what  Fools 
are  we,  we  cou'd  not  know  one  another  by  Inftinft  ? 

Scar.  Well,  well,  difpute  no  more  this  clear  Cafe,  but 
lei's  haften  to  your  Miftiefles. 

Cin.  I'm  afhimed  to  appear  before  Elaria. 
Char.   And  I  to  Bellemante. 

Scar.  Come,  come,  take  Heart  of  Grace  ;  pull  your 
Hats  down  over  your  Eyes  ;  put  yoar  Arms  acrofs ;  figh 
and  look  fcurvily  ;  your  fimpie  Looks  are  ever  a  Token 
of  Repentance  I'conae come  along.  lExeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Injide  of  the  Houje^ 
The  Front  of  the  Secne  is  only  a  Curtain  or 
Hangings  to  he  drawn  up  at  Pleafure. 

Enter  Elaria,  Bellemante,  Mopfophil,  and  Ladies,  drefi'd 
in  Masking  Habits. 

Ela,  I  am  extremely  pleas'd  with  thefe  Habits,  Coufin. 

BelL  They  are  a  la  Gothic  and  Uncommune. 

Lad'^,  Your  Lovers  have  a  very  good  Fancy,  Coufin, 
I  long  to  fee  'em. 

Ela,  And  fo  do  I.  I  vi^onder  Scaramouch  ftays  fo,  and 
what  Succefs  he  has. 

Bell.  You  have  no  caufe  to  doubt,  you  can  fo  eafily 
acquit  your  felf ;  but  I,  what  fhall  I  do  J  who  can  no 
more  imagine  who  QiouM  write  thofe  Boremes,  than  who 
I  fhalllove  next,  if  I  break  off  with  Charmante. 

Lady.  If  he  be  a  Man  of  Honour,  Coufin,  when  a 
Maid  protefts  her  Innocence 

Bell.  Ay,  but  he's  a  Man  of  Wit  too,  Coufin,  and 
knows  when  Women  protefl  mofl,  they  likely  lye  mofl. 

Ela,  Moft  commonly,  for  Truth  needs  no  afleveration. 

Bell.  That's  according  to  the  Difpofition  of  your  Lover, 
for  fome  believe  you  moft,  when  you  mofl  abufe  and 
cheat  'em  ;  fome  are  fo  obftinate,  they  wou'd  damn  a 
Woman  with  Protefling,  before  fhe  can  convince  'em. 

Ela,  Such  a  one  is  not  worth  convincini^,  I  wou'd  not 
mnke  the  World  wife  at  the  expence  of  a  Virtue. 

Bell,  N.iy,  he  fliall  e'en  remain  as  Heaven  made  him 
for  me,  fince  there  are  Men  enough  for  all  ufes. 

Enter  Charmante  ^«^Cinthio,  drefi'd  in  their  Gothic 
Halits,  Scaramouch,  Harlequin  and  Mufick,  Char- 
mante and  Cinthio  kneel. 

Cin,  Can  you  forgive  us  ?  [Elaria  takes  him  up. 

Bell,  Thar,  Cinthio^  you're  convlnc'd,  I  do  not  won- 
der 5  but  how  charmante  is  infpii'd,  I  know  not, 

[Takes  him  up. 

Char,  Let  it  fuffice,  I'm  fatisfy'd,  my  Bellemante, 

Ela, 
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Ela»  Pray  know  my  Coufin  Florinda, 

IThey  falute  the  Lady, 
Bell,  Come,  let  us  not  lofe  time,    fince  we  are  all 

Priends. 

Char,  The  bed  ufe  we  can  make  of  it,  \s  to  talk  of 
Love. 

Bell,  Oh  !  we  Qiall  have  time  enough  for  that  here- 
after ;  befides,  you  may  make  Love  in^Dancing  as  well 
as  in  Sitting ;  you  may  gaze,  figh,  and  prefs  the  Hand, 
and  now  and  then  receive  a  Kifs,  what  wou'd  you 
more  ? 

Char,  Yes,  wifh  a  little  more. 

BelL  'W'e  were  unreafonable  to  forbid  you  that  cold 
Joy,  nor  fhall  you  wifh  long  in  vain,  if  you  bring  Mat- 
-    ters  fo  about,  to  get  us  with  my  Uncle's  Confent. 

Ela.  Our  Fortunes  depending  folely  on  his  Pleafure, 
which  are  too  confiderable  to  lofe. 

Cin.  All  things  are  order'd  as  1  have  written  you  at 
large  ;  our  Scenes  and  all  our  Properties  are  ready  ;  we 
have  no  more  to  do  but  to  banter  the  old  Gentleman  into 

■  a  little  more  Faiih,  which  the  next  Vifit  of  our  new  Ca- 

■  balift  Charmante  will  complete.  [The  Mufick  plays, 
.     Enter  fome  Amkks,  and  dance.   They  all  fit  the  while, 

Ela,  Your  Dancers  have  performed  well,  but  'twere  fit 
we  knew  who  we  have  trufted  with  this  Evening's  In- 
trigue. 

Cin.  Thofe,  Madam,  who  are  to  afiift  us  in  carrying 
on  a  greater  Intrigue,  the  gaining  of  you.  They  are  our 
Kinfmen. 

Ela.  Then  they  are  doubly  welcome. 

\^Here  is   a  Song  in  Dialogue,  uiih  Flute  Doux  and 
Harp/iccrds,  between  a  Shepherd  and  Shepherdefs ; 
|-  which  ended,  they  all  dance  a  Tigure  Dance. 

F      Cin.  Hark,  what  Noife    is  that  ?  fure^'cis  in  the  next 
Room. 

Doei.  within]  Scaramouch^  Scaramouch  ! 

[Scaramouch  runs  to  the  Door,  and  holds  it  fafl, 

Sc^.r.  Ha, the  Devil  in  the  likenefs  of  my  old  Maf- 

ler*s  Voice,  for  it  is  impoflible  it  fhouid  be  he  himfelf. 

Vol.  IY.  K  char. 
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char,  ir  it  be  he,  how  got  he  in  ?    did  you  not  k- 
-cure  the  Doors  \ 

Ela.  He  always  has  a  Key  to  open  'em.  Oh  !  what 
fhall  we  do  ?  there's  no  efcaping  him ;  he's  in  the  next 
Koom,  thro  which  you  are  to  pafs. 

Do^,  Scaramouch,  Knave,  where  are  you  \ 

Scar,  'Tis  he,  'tis  he,  follow  me  all 

IHe  goes  zvith  all  the  Company  behind 
the  l-ront  Curtain, 
VoB.  wffhin,']  I  tell  you,  Sirrah,  I  heard  the  Noife 
of  Fiddles. 

Peter  within.']  No  furely,  Sir,  'twas  a  Miltake. 

[Knocking  at  the  Door, 
Scaramouch  having  plac'd  them  all  in  the  Hangings 
in  rohich  they  make  the  figures.,  where  they  Jiand 
without  Motion    in  Pojlures,   he   comes  out.     He 
opens  the  Boor  with  a  Candle  in  his  Hand, 
Enter    the   Do5lor^  and  Peter  with   a   Light, 
Scar,  Blefs  me,  Sir  !  Is  it  you-^or  your  Ghoft  ? 
Voef,  'Twere  good  for  you,  Sir,  if  I  were  a  thmg  of 
Air  \  but  as  I  am  a  fubftantial  Mortal,  1  will  lay  it  on  as 

fubftantially-= l^anes  him.     He  crtes. 

Scar,  What  d'ye  mean,  Sir  ?  what  d'ye  mean  ? 
T>c6i,  Sirrah,  muft  I  ftand  waiting  your  Leifure,  while 
you  are  roguing  here  ?  1  will  reward  ye.         [Beats  htm. 
Scar,  Ay,  and  1  fhall  deferve  it  richly.  Sir,  when  you 

know  all,  ,       ,       ,    n         j 

Boa.  I  ouefs  all,  Sirrah,  and  I  heard  all,  and  you 
fhiU  be  rew'arded  for  all.  Where  have  you  hid  the  Fid- 
dles, you  Rogue  ? 

Scar.  Fiddles,  Sir! 

Vo6l.  Av,  Fiddles,  Knave. 

Scar.  Fiddles,  Sir  ! Where? 

Boa.  Here,  here  1  heard  'em,  thou  falie  Steward  ot 
thy  Mafter's  Treafure. 

Scar,  Fiddles,  Sir  !  Sure  'twas  Wind  got  mto  your 
Head,  and  whittled  in  your  Ears,  riding  fo  late.  Sir. 

Doa.  Ay,  thou  falfe  Varler,  there's  another  Debt  1 
owe  ihee,  for  bringing  me  fo  damnable  a  Lye :  My  t^i-o- 

trisi  s 
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'^'ac  ""'"i'T";^  """'  ^''  ^^^'^  ^"^  ^  L^^§"^  ^'•om  Town, 
and  found  thy  Roguery  out.  [Beats  him.     h^  cries 

Scar,  Is  this  the  Reward  I  have  for  befnc^  (o  dilisent 
lince  you  went?  ° 

DolH,  In  whaf,  thou  Villain?  'm  what? 

[r^£  Curtain  is  drawn  up,  and  difcovers  the 

Hangings  -where  all  of  them  Jland 

f        Scar.  Why  look  you,  Sir,  I  have,  to  furprize  you  with 

Plearure,  againft  you  came  home,  been  putting  up  this 

P«ece  of  Tapeftry,  the  beft  in  Italy,  for  the  Rarenefs  of 

the  Figure?,  Sir. 

Doi^.  Ha  !  hum— It  Is  Indeed  a  {lately  Piece  of  Work  • 
how  came  I  by  'em  ?  ' 

Scar,  'Twas  fent  your  Reverence  from  the  Virtuofo  or 
fome  of  the  Cabalifts.  ^ 

Bon.  I  muft  confefs,  the  Workmanflilp  is  excellent  '-^ 
but  ftill  1  do  infift  I  heard  the  Mufick.  ' 

Scar.  'Twas  then  the  tuning  of  the  Sphere?,  fome  Se- 
renade, Sir,  from  the  Inhabitants  of  the  Moon, 

Boa.  Hum,  from  the  Moon, and  that  may  be. 

Scar.  Lord,  d'ye  think    I  wou'd  deceive   your  Reve- 
rence ? 

Do6l.  From  the  Moon,  a  Serenade,' 1  fee  no  fians 

on't  here,  indeed  it  muft  be  fo I'll  think  on't  more 

Prithee  what  Story  s  this  ?      [Looks  on  the  HanTinTs 

Scar.  Why,  Sir,— 'Tis .  ^    "* 

Boa,  Hold  up  the  Candles  higher,  and  nearer. 

[Peter  and  Scaramouch  hold  Candles  near.    He  takes 

a  PerfpefliveyiKd  looks  thro  it ;  and  coming  nearer^ 

Harlequin,  uho  is  pUc\i  on  a  Tree  in  the  Hang. 

inis,  hits   him  on  the  Head  with  his  Trunchion. 

b  He  ftarts,  and  looks  about.     Harlecuin  Cits  flilU 

I.     Scar.  Sir '      ■'      ^ 

BofL  What  was  that  ftruck  me  ? 
Scar.  Struck  you,  Sir!   Imagination. 
Boa.  Can  my  Imagination  feel.  Sirrah  ? 
Scar.  Oh  the  moft  tenderly  of  any  part  about  one 
oir  . 

Boa*  Hum that  may  be. 

K  2  Scar, 
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Scar,  Are  you  a  great  Philofopher,  and  know  not  that. 

Sir  ? 

hoH,   This  Fellow  has  a  glimpfe  of  Profundity. 

[Afde,     Looks  again. 

I  like  the  Figures  well. 

Scar.  You  will,  when  you  fee  'em  by  Day-light,  Sir. 

[Har.  hits  him  again.     The  Do^or  fees  hltn, 

Boff,   Ha, — Is  that  Imagination  too  ? —  Betray'd,  be- 

tray'd,  undone  !  run  for  my  Piftols,  call  up  my  Servants 

Peter'  a  Plot  upon  my  Daughter  and   my  Niece  I 

'    [Runs  out  ivith  Peter.     Scaramouch  puts  out  the 
Candle^  they  come  out  of  the  Hanging,  ix^hkh 
ii  dravjn  away.     He  places  Vw  if^  a  Row  JHji_ 
at  the  Entrance, 
Scar.  Here,  here,  fear   nothing,  hold  by  each  other, 
that  when  I  go  our,  all  may  go  ;  that  is,  flip  out,  when 
you  hear  the  Dodor  is  come  in  again,  which  he  will  cer- 
tainly do,  and  all  depart  to  your  refpedive  Lodgings. 
Cin,   And  leave  ihee  to  bear  the  Brunt  ? 
Scar,  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  Til  put  it  into  my 
Bill  of  Charges,  and  be  paid  all  together. 

Enter  the  VoHor  with  Pifols,  and  Peter. 
j:}o^.  What,  by  dark?  that   (hall   not  fave  you,  Vil- 
lain';   Traitors  to  my  Glory  and  Repofe. Peter,  hold 

lail  'he  Door,  let  none  Tcape.  [They  all pp  out, 

'  Pet,  IM  warrant  you.  Sir.  [Dotlor  gropes  about^ 

ftamps  and  calls, 
T>o^.  Lights  there— Lights— I'm  fure  they  couM  not 

Tcape. 

Pet.  Impoffible,  Sir. 
Enter  Scaramouch  undrefs'd  in  his  Shirt,  tvith  a  Light  \ 
h:  farts. 
Scar.  Blefs  me  !-— -what's  here  ?  ' 

j)o^:  Ha— Who  art  thou  ?  [AfTjaz  d  tope  him 

enter  fo. 
Scar,  I,  who  the  Devil  are  you,  and  you  go  to  that  ? 
iRuhs  his  Eyes,  and  brings  the  Candle  nearer^ 
looks  on  him, 

-Mercy  upon  us! Why  what  is't  you.  Sir,  re- 

tui-n'd  fo  foon  ?  ^^^^ 
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-  TioH,  Return'd  !  {Lco'.ung  formtimes  on  hh:t^ 

fomethnes  about. 
Scar,  Ay,  Sir,  did  you  not  go  out  of  Town  laft  night, 
to  your  Brother  the  Advocate? 

Doch  Thou  Villaif!,  thou  queftion'il  me,  as  i?  thou 
knew'ft  not  that  I  was  return'd. 

Scar,  I  know.  Sir  !  how  fliou'd  I  know  ?  I'm  fure 
I  am  but  jufl:  awaked  from  the  fweeteft  Dream.—— 

Veer.  You  cream  ftill,  Sirrah,  but  I  fliall  wake  your 
Roguefhiip. — Were  you  not  here  but  now,  fhewin-^' mc 
a  piece  of  Tapeftry,  you  Viiiain  ?  "^ 

Scar,   Tapeftry  !  [Mopfophil  Ufln'mg  all  the  zvhik. 

DjcL  Yes  Rogue,  yes,  for  which  I'll  have  thy  Life.. 

lowering  a  P;JI:!. 
Scar.  Are  you  flark  m.iJ,  Sir  ?  or  do  I  dream  ftilf? 
Dcjf,  Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly,  Rogue,  who  were 
thofe  Traitors  that  were   hid   but  now  in  the  Difsuife  of 
a  piece  of  Hangings.  \_Ho!cis  the  Pifiol  to  hu  Breafl. 

Scar.  Blefs  me  !  you  amaze  me,  Sir.  What  confor- 
mity has  every  Word  you  fay,  to  my  rare  Dream !  Pr^y 
Jet  me  feel  you,  Sir, — '■ — Are  you  Imman  ? 

Don,  You  fhall  feel  I  am.  Sirrah,  if  thou  confefs  not. 

Scar,  Confefs,  Sir  1    What  fnail  I  confefs  ? I  im- 

derftand  not  your  Cabaliftical  Language ;  but  m  mine,  I 

confefs  that  you  wak'd  me  from  the  rareft  Dream 

Where  methought  the  Emperor  of  the  Moon- World  wai 
\n  our  Houfe,  dancing  and  revelling  ;  and  methoughts 
his  Grace  was  fallen  defperately  in  love  with  Mrs.  Elaria^ 
and  that  his  Brother,  the  Prince,  Sir,  of  Thunderland^ 
was  alfo  in  love  with  Mrs.  Bellemante ;  and  methoughts 

they  defcended  to  court  'em    in  your  Abfence ^— . 

And  that  at  laft  you  furpriz'd  'em,  and  that  they  tranf- 
form'd  themfelves  into  a  Suit  of  Hangings  to  deceive  you. 
But  at  lal^,  methought  you  grew  angry  at  fomethincr,  and 
they  all  fled  to  Heaven  again  ;  and  "after  a  deal  of  Thun- 
der and  Lightning,  I  wak'd.  Sir,  and  hearing  human 
Voice^s  here,  came  to  fee  what  the  Matter  was. 

[This  while  the  DoJior  lejjens  his  figns  of  Rage  by  de- 
grees, and  at  laft  (lands  in  diet  CcntempUtion. 
D»n,  May  I  credit  this  ? 

-K.  3  Scar> 
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scar.  Credit  it !  By  all  the  Honour  of  your  Houfe,  by 
xny  unfeparable  Veneraiion   for   the   Mstheraaiicks,  'iis 

''""iJ^^/^That  famous  RofycruJ^an,  who  yefterday  vifited 
me,  told  me  the  Emperor  of  the  Moon  was  m  love  wth^ 

n  fair  Moi-tal- This  Dream  is  Infpiration  m  this  tel- 

low He  muft  have  wondrous  Virtue  in  him,  to  be 

worthy  ofthefe  divine  Intelligences.  i^P^'- 

But  if  that  Mortal  ftiou'd  be  Elana  !  but  no  more,  I 

I  dare  not  yet  fuppofe  it-~perhaps  the  thing  was  real  and 
no  Dream/ for  oftentimes  the  grcfTer  part  is  hurried  avvay 
in  Sleep  by  the  force  of  Imagination,  and  is  wonder- 
iuily  agitated— This  le  low  might  be  prelent  m  his 
Sleep,!— of  this  we^ve  frequent  inftances— -1 11  to  my 
Daughter  and  my  Niece,  and  hear  what  Knowledge  they 

^'LorWill  you  fo?  VW  kcvii^  you,  the  Irolick  Ml 

so  round.  ,      •  ,  j*-    "^     • 

Doa.  scaramouch,  if  you  have  not  deceiy  d  me  in 
!his  Matter,  time  will  convince  me  farther  i  if  it  reft  here, 
1  fhall  believe  you  falfe.  . 

Scar,  Good  Sir,  fufpend  your  Judgment  and  your  An- 

^""''d^^^VA  do'r,  go  back  to  bed.  [Ex.Doft.4«^  Peter. 
Scar.  No,  Sir,  'tis  Morning  now— and  I  m  up  for  al 
day.— This  Madnefs  is  a  pretty  fort  of  pleafant  Dil- 
eafe,  when  it  tickles  but  in  one  Vein-Why  here  s  m) 
Matter  now,  as  great  a  Scholar,  as  grave  and  wife  a  Man 
in  all  Argument  and  Difcourfe,  as  can  be  met  with  ;  ye 
jiame  bu?  the  Moon,  and  he  runs  into  ridicule,  and  grow 
as  mad  as  the  Wind. 

Well  Dodor,  if  ihou  canft  be  madder  yet,  ^ 
We'll  find  a  Medicine  that  (ball  cure  your  fit, 
_— Better  than  all  Galmcus.  i^oes  out 
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SCENE  draws  off,  difcovers  Elaria,  Belle- 
mante  and  Mopfophil  in  Night-Gowns. 

Mop,  You  have  your  Leflons,  (land  to  it  bravely,  and 
the  Town's  our  own,  Madam. 

[They  put  themfclves  in  Pofiures  of  Sleeping,  lean- 
ing on  the  Table,  Mopfophi!  lying  at  their  Fee:, 
Enter  Doftor,  fofdy. 
T>d61,  Ha,  not  m  Bed  I  this  gives  me  mortal  Fears. 
'Bell,  Ah,  Prince«—  {she  fpeahs  as  in  her  Sleet^; 

Bod.  Ha,  Prince  !  [Goei  nearer,  and  liftens. 

Bell.  How  little  Faith  I  give  to  all  your  Courtfhip,  wha 
leaves  our  Orb  Hi  ^3011.  [  j«  a  fetgn'd  Voice, 

Dcci.  Ha,  faid  fheOrb?  [Gois  nearer.- 

Bell,  But  fince  you  are  of  a  celeftial  Race, 
And  eafily  can  penetrate 
Into  the  utmoft  limits  of  the  Thought, 
Why  (hou'd  1  fear  to  tell  you  of  your  Conqueft  ? 
"  'And  thus  implore  your  Aid. 

[Rifes  and  runs  to  the  Do(flor ;  kneels^  and 
holds  him  faj}.     He  (Jnws  fnns  of  %o\, 
J>on,  I  am  ravilL'd  !  ^^         J  i 

Bell,  Ah,  Prince  Divine,  take  pity  on  a  Mortal. 
TioH.  I  am  rapt ! 

Bell,  And  take  me  with  you  to  the  World  above  \ 
T>on,  The  Moon,  the  Moon   fhe  means ;  I  am  tranf- 
portecf,  over-joy 'd,  and  ecftafy'd  ! 

[Leaping  and  jumping  from  her  Hands^. 
p)e  feems  to  wa\e. 
B.U.  H3,  my  Uncle  come  again  to  interrupt  us! 
D(?(f?.  Hide  nothing   from  me,   my   dear  Bellemante 
fince  all  already  \s  dilcover'd  to  me — and  more. 

Ela,  Oh,  why  have  you  wak'd  me  from   the  foftef^ 
Dream  that  ever  Maid  was  bleft  with  ? 

Doei,  What— what  my  beft  Elaria  ?      [With  over-joy^ 
Ela,  Methought  I  ente'rtain'd  a  Demi- God,  one  of  the 
gay  Inhabitants  of  the  Moon. 

K4  Belh 
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BelL  Vm  fure  mine  was  no  Dream — I  v/ak'd,  I  heardj 
1  faw,  I  fpoke— and  danc'd  to  the  Mufick  of  the  Spheres-, 
and  methought  my  glorious  Lover  ty'd  a  Diamond  Chain 

about  my  Ar'm and  fee  'tis  all  fubftantial. 

[Shows  her  Arm, 
Ela.  And  mine  a  Ring,  of  more  than  mortal  Luftre.     ^ 
T>o^.  Heaven  keep  me  m.oderate!  left  excefs  of   Joy' 
fhou'd  make  my  Virtue  lefs.  ^         [Siifling  his  Joy. 

There  is  a  wondrous  Myftery  in  this, 

A  mighty  Eleiling  does  attend  your  Fates. 

Go  in  and  pray  to  the  chafte  Powers  above 

To  give  you  Virtue  for  fuch  Rewards.  [They  go  w, 

, How  this  agrees  with  what  the  learned  Cabalift   m- 

form'd  me  of  laft  Nioht!  He  faid,  that  great  Iredonozor, 
the  Emperor  of  the  Moon,  was  enamour'd  on  a  fan-  Mor- 
tal.    It  muft  be  To and  either  he  defcended  to  courc 

my  Daughter  perfonally,  which  for  the  rarenefs  of  the 
Kovehyr  ftie  takes  to  be  a  Dream ;  or  elfe,  what  they 
and  I  beheld,  was  vifionary,  by  way  of  a  fubhme  Intel- 
ligence: And  poffibly— 'tis  only  thus:  the  People  06 

that  World  converfe  with  Mortals 1  muft  be  fatisfy  d, 

in  ihis  main  Point  of  deep  Philofophy.  j 

I'll  to  my  Study, — for  I  cannot  reft,  | 

Till  I  this  weighty  Myftery  have  difcufs  d,  | 

[^Ex,  very  gravely >' 

SCENE,    7?;e  G:irde?t. 

Enter  Scaramouch  with  a  Ladder. 

Scar»  Tho  1  am    come  off  en  Cavalier  wiih  my  Mai 

fter,  I  am  not  with  my  Miftrefs,  whom  I  promifed  t(' 

confole  this  Night,  and  '*tis  but  juft  I  fhou'd  make  goo 

this  Morning  ;  'twill  be  rude  to  furprize  her  fleeping,  an 

moreo^Uant  to  wake  her  with  a  Serenade  at  her  Window, 

^        [Sets  the  Ladder  to  her  IVtndoWy  fetches    hi 

Lute^  and  goes  up  the  Ladder, 
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He  plays  and  fings  this  Song. 

when  Maidens  are  young  and  in  their  Spring  ^  _ 

OfPleafurey  of  Pkafure,  let 'e7n  take  their  full  Swin% 
full  Siuingy—fuU  Swing, 
And  love,  and  dance,  and  play,  and  fing. 
For  Silvia,  believe  it,  when  Toiith  is  done. 
There'' s  nought  but  hum  drum ^htim  drum,  humdium^ 
There's  nought  but  hum  drum,  hum  dr^m,  hum  drum. 

Then  Silvia  be  wife — be  wifew—he  wife, 
Tho  Painting  and  Dr effing  for  awhile  are'  Supplies ^ 
And  may        •  -'fur prize 

But  when  the  Fire's  going  out  in  your  Eyes, 

It  twink^ies,  it  twinkles,  it  twiijkles,  and  dies, 
A.nd  then  to  hear  Love,  to  hear  Love  from  you, 
fad  as  live  hear  an  Owl  cry^^ IVit  to  wco^ 

Wit  to  W08,  Wit  to  woo,  . 

Enter  Mopfophil  above. 

Mop.   What  woful  Ditty- making  Mortal's  this. 
That  Verthe  Lark  her  early  Note  has  fung, 
Does  doleful  Love  beneath  my  Cafement  ihriim-  ? 
'-^h.h,  Stxonio^  Scaramouch,  is  it  you? 

Scar,  Who  (hou'd  it  be  that  takes  fuch  pains  to  iue  e 

Mop,  Ah,  Lover  moft  true  blue. 

Enter  Harlequin  in  V/oman's  Clothes, 

Har.  If  I  can  now  but  get  admittance,  I  (Hall  not  on- 
ly deliver  the  young  Ladies  their  Letters  hona  iheir 
Lovers,  but  get'fome  opportunity,  in  this  Difguife,  to 
flip  ihis  Billet-Doux  into  Mopfophil's  Hand,  and  bob  my 
Comr^dQ  Scaramouch. —Ha,  What  do  Ifee?— MyM'- 
ftrefs  at  the  Window,  courting  my  Rival !   Ah  Gipiy  '. 

Scar.  But  we  lofe  precious  time,  fince  you  deli^n  me 
3  kind  Hour  in  your  Chamber,, 

Bar,  Oh  Traitor!  .     . 

Mop,  You'il  be  fure  to  keep  it  fronn  Harlequin. 

Har,  Ab  yes,  he,  hang  him  Fool,  be  lakes- you  for  a 

Saint. 

K   <  Scar, 
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Scar,  Harltquin!  Hang  him,  fliotten  Herring. 

Har,  Ay,  a  Cully,  a  Noddy. 

Mop.  A  meer  Zany. 

Har,  Ah,  hard-hearted  Turk, 

Mop,  Fit  foi-  nothing  but  a  Cuckold. 

Har,  Monfter  of  Ingratitude !  How  ftiall  I  be  reveng*cf  ? 

TT  ,j    ,    ,,     ,  i^czv* going  over  the  Balcony, 

•— Hold,  hold,  thou  perjur'd  Traytor. 

[Cries  out  in  a  Woman's  Voice, 
Mop,  Ha,  difcover'd!-.a  Woman  in  the  Garden! 
Bar.  Come  down,  come  down,  thou  falfe  perfidious 
Wretch.  .  ^ 

Scar.  Who  in  the  Devil's  Name,  art  thou? 
And  to  whom  deft  thou  fpeak  ? 

H4r.  To  thee,  thou  falfe  Deceiver,  that  haft  broke 
thy  Vows,  thy  lawful  Vows  of  Wedlock.  [Bawling  out. 
Oh,  oh,  that  I  lliou'd  live  to  fee  the  t)ay.  iCrmng. 

Scar,  Who  mean  you,  Woman  ? 

Har,  Whom  fiioud  1  mean  but  thou,— -my  lawful 
Spoule  ?  ^ 

JJ/o/'.  Oh  Villain  •  Lawful  Spoufe  »— Let  me  come  to 
*^^*'«  [Scar,  comes  downy  as  Mopfophil^/»^i  out 

of  the  Balcony. 
Scar,  The  Woman's  mad— hark  ye  Jade,  how  long 
have  you  been  thus  diftraded  ? 

Har,  E'er  fince  I  lov'd  and  trufted  thee,  falfe  Varlet. 
**— — See  here,  the  Witnefs  of  my  Love  and  Shame. 
[Bawlsy  and  points  to  her  Belly, 
^ufi  then  Mopfophil  enters. 
Mop,  How  !  with  Child  1   Out  Villain,  was  I  made  a 
Property  > 

Scar,  Hear  me. 

Har.  Ob,  thou  Heathen  Chriftian  !  was  not  one  W©» 
snan  enough  ? 

^op.  Ay,  Sirrah,  anfwer  to  that. 

Scar.  I  Ihall  be  facrific'd. 

Mop,  I  am  refolv*d  to  marry  to  morrow either  to 

the  Apothecary  or  the  Farmer,  Men  I  never  faw,  to  be 
?€Ycn§  d  on  thee^  thou  termagant  Infidel. 

Entsy 


7he  Emperor  of  the  Moon,    itj 

Enter  the  Doftor. 

DoSt,  What  Noife,  what  Out-cry,  what  Tumuli's 
this  ? 

^  Har,  Uz,  the  Dodor ! What  fhall  I  do  ? 

\Gets  to  the  Doory  Scar,  pulls  her  in> 

Bo^,  A  Woman  !  fome  Baud  I  am  fure ;  — Woman, 
what's  your  Bufinefs  here  ?  ha. 

Har,  1  came,  an't  like  your  SeigniorQiip,  to  Madam. 
the  Governante  here,  to  ferve  her  in  the  Quality  of  a 
Fille  de  Chambre  to  the  young  Ladies. 

Do^.  A  Tllle  de  Chambre  !  'tis  fo,  a  fhe  Pimp. 

Bar.  Ah,  Seignior [Makes  his  little  dapper  Leg 

infiead  of  a  Cun'Jy, 

DoH.  How  now,  what  do  you  mock  me  ? 

Har,  Oh  Seignior !  [Gets  nearer  the  Boor, 

Mop.  Stay,  ftay,  Miftrefs ;  and  what  Service  are  you 
able  to  do  the  Seignior's  Daughters  ? 

Har,  Is  this  Seignior  DodorB^/wr^!7 5  Madam? 

Mop.  Ye?. 

Har.  Oh  ',  he's  a  very  handfome  Gentleman — indeecf,' 

DcH,  Ay,  ay,  Vvhat  Service  can  you  do,  Miftrefs? 

Har.  Why  Seignior,  1  can  tie  a  Crevat  the  beft  of  any 

Perfcn  in  Naples^  and  1  can  comb  a  Periwig -^icd 

I  can^ 

Bo^,  Very  proper  Service  for  young  Ladies  j  you,  I 
believe,  have  been  Fille  de  Chambre  to  fome  young  Ca- 
valiers. 

Har,  Moft  true.  Seignior;  why  fhouM  not  th^  Cava* 
liers  keep  lilies  de  Chambre^  as  well  as  great  Ladies  Va- 
lets de  Chambre  P 

Bon,  Indeed  'tis  equally  reafonable.— '*Tis  a  Baud. 

But  have  you  never  ferv'd  Ladies  ? 
Har,  Oh  yes,  1  ferv'd  a  Parfon's  Wife, 
Vocf.  Is  that  a  grea  Lady  ?  f      n 

Har.  Ay,  furely,  Sir,  what  is  fheelfe?  tor  flie  wore 
her  Mantuas  oi  Brocade  d'  cr.  Petticoats  lac'd  up  to  the 
Gathers,  her  Points,  her  Patches,  Paints  and  Perfumes^^ 
and  fat  in  the  uppermoft  place  in  the  Church  too» 
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Mop,  But  have  you  never  fei'v'd  Countefles  and  Dut- 
chelTes  ? 

Har.  Oh,  yes,  Madam ;  the  laft  I  ferv'd,  was  an  Al- 
derman's Wife  in  the  City. 

Mop,  Was  that  a  Countefs  or  a  Dutchefs  ? 

Har,  Ay,  certainly—  for  they  have  all  the  Money  ; 
and  then  for  Clothes,  Jewels,  and  rich  Furniture,  and 
eating,  they  out-do  the  very  Vice-Reine  her  (elf. 

T>o5l.  This  h  a  very  ignorant  running  Baud,  — there- 
fore firft  fearch  her  for  Btlkts-Doux^  and  then  have  her 
pump'd. 

Har.  Ah,  Seignior, — Seignior.         [Scar,  fearches  h'lm^ 

findi  Letters, 

Scar,  Ha,  to  Elar'ta^ — and  Bellemante  / 

[Reads  the  Qutfidc^  pops  ^em  into  his  Eofom, 
Thefe  are  from  their  Lovers. 

— Ha,  a  Note  to  MopfophiL — Oh,  Rogue !  have  I  found 
you? 

Har,  If  you  have,  'tis  but  Trick  for  your  Trick,  Seig- 
nior Scaramouch^  and  you  may  fpare  the  Pumping. 

Scar,  For  once,  Sirrah,  I'll  bring  you  oft,  and  deliver 
your  Letters. — Sir,  do  you  not  know  who  this  is  \ 
Why  'tis  a  Rival  of  mine,  who  put  on  this  Difguife  to 
cheat  me  of   Miftrefs  MopfophiL — See   here's  a  Billet  to 
her. 

Voei,  What  is  he  > 

Scar,  A  Mungiel  Dancing-Mafter ;  therefore,  Sir,  flnce 
all  the  Injury's  mine,  I'll  pardon  him  for  a  Dance,  and 
let  the  Agility  of  his  Heels  fave  his  Bones,  with  your  Pei- 
miffion.  Sir. 

Do5l,  With  all  my  Heart,  and  am  glad  he  comes  off 

fo  comically.       ^  [Harlequin  dances, 

[A  knocking  at  the  Gate.     Scar,  goes  and  returva. 

Scar,  Sir,  Sir,  here's  the  rare  Philofopher  who  was 
here  yefterday. 

Do^^  Give  him  Entrance,  and  all  depart. 
Enter  Charmante. 

Char,  Bleft  be  t-hofe  Stars  that  iirft  conduced  me  to  fa 
much  Worth  and  Virtue;  you  are  their  Darling,  Sir,  fot: 
whom  they  wear  their  brighieft  Luftre,        " 

YOUE 
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YourPortime  is  eftablifti'd,  you  are  made.  Sir, 

Do^,  Let  me  contain  my  Joy. 

[Keeping  in  an  impatient  ^f, 
_May  I  be  worthy,  Sir,  to  apprehend  you  ? 

Char,  After  long  fearcbing,  watching,  fafting,  pray- 
ing, and  ufing  all  the  virtuous  means  in  Nature,  whereby 
we  folely  do  attain  the  higheft  Knowledge  in  Philofophy; 
it  was  refolv'd,  by  ftrong  Intelligence — you  were  the 
happy  Sire  of  that  bright  Nymph,  that  had  infafcinated, 
charm'd,  and  conquer'd  the  mighty  Emperor  Iredonozor^ 
the  Monarch  of  the  Moon. 

Doft,  I  am  undone  with  Joy  I  jruin*d  withTranfporr. 

[A fide, 
.—Can  it — can  it^  Sir, — be  pcdible  ? 

{.Stifling  his  ^oy,  which  breaks  om,. 

Char,  Receive  the  Bleirmg,  Sir,  with  Moderation. 

T)stl,  I  do,  Sir,  I  do. 

Char,  Thisyery  Nighr,  by  their  great  Art,  they  find. 
He  will  defcend,  and  i>,ew  himfelf  in  Glory, 
An  Honour,  Sir,  no  Mortal  has  receiv'd 
This  (ixty  hundred,  years. 

Dj;?.  Hum — fay  you  fo,  Sir;  no  Emperor  ever  de- 
fcend this  fix ty  hundred  years  ?  \Looks  [ad 
—Was  I  deceiv'd  laft  Night  ?  \,Afide, 

Char,  Oh  !  ye?.  Sir,  often  in  Difguife,  in  feveral 
Shapes  and  Form?,  which  did  of  old  occafion  fo  many 
fabulous  Tales  of  all  the  Shapes  oC^npiter  —  but  never  in 
their  proper  Gloi-y,  Sir,  as  Emperors.  This  h  an  Honour 
only  defign'd  to  you. 

Do6i,  And  will  his  Grace — be  here  in  Perfon,  Sir  ? 

Char,  In  Perfon and  with  him,  a  Man  of  mighty 

Quality,  Sir,  'tis  thought,  the  Prince  of  Thanderland — 
but  that's  but  whifper'd,  Sir,  in  the  Cabal,  and  that  be 
loves  your  Niece. 

Do5l.  Miraculous !  how  this  agrees  with  all  IVe  feen 
and  heard To  Night,  fay  you  Sir  ? 

char.  So  'tis  conjeftur'd.  Sir, fome  of  the  Caba- 

lifts  are  of  opinion,  that  laft  Night  there  was  fome  Sally 
from  the  Moon. 
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Do6i,  About  what  Hour,  Sir  ? 

Char.  The  Meridian  of  the  Night,  Sir,  about  the  Hours 
of  Twelve  or  One  ;  but  who  defcended,  or  in  what  Shape, 
is  yet  uncertain. 

Do6l,  This  I  believe,  Sir. 

Char.  Why,  Sir  \  r  ,  ^ 

BoH.  May  1  communicate  a  Secret  of  that  nature  ? 

Char.  To  any  of  the  Cabalifts,  but  none  elfe. 

Doa.  Then   know -laft  Night,  my  Daughter  and 

my  Niece  were  entertain'd  by  thofe  illuftrious  Heroes. 

Char.  Who,  Sir,  the  Emperor,  and  Prince  his  Coufin  ? 

T>o^,  Moft  certain.  Sir. 
But  whether  they  appear'd  in  folid  Bodies,  or  Pantomical, 
is  yet  a  Queftion ;  for  at  my  unlucky  approach,  they  ail 
transform^  themfelves  into  a  Tiece  of  Hangings. 

Char.  'Tis  frequent.  Sir,  their  Shapes  are  numerous; 
and  'tis  alfo  in  ^their  power  to  transform  all  they  touch, 
by  virtue  of  a  certain  Stone  they  call  the  EhuU. 

Dotl*  That  wondrous  Ebula^  which  Gonz^ales  had  ? 

Char.  The  fame,  by  virtue  of  which,  all  Weight  was 
taken  from  him,  and  then  with  eafe  the  lofty  Traveller 
flew  from  Parnajfui  Hill,  and  from  Hymeihus  Mounr^ 
and  high  Geran'ia,  and  Jcrocorinthus,  thence  to  Taygetus^ 
fe  to  Olympus  Top,  from  whence  be  had  but  one  ftep  to 
the  Moon.     Dizzy  he  grants  he  was. 

Dc^.  No  wonder.  Sir,  Oh  happy  great  Gtf»a^/«/ 

Char.  Your  Virtue,  Sir,  will  render  you  as  happy— but 

I  muft  hafte this  Night  prepare  your  Daughter  and 

your  Niece,  and  let  your  Houfe  be  drefs'd,  perfum'd,  and 
clean. 

Dg^.  It  fhali  be  all  perform'd,  Sir. 

Char.  Be  modefl:,  Sir,  and  humble  in  your  Elevation  • 
for  nothing  (hews  the  Wit  fo  poor,  as  Wonder,  nor 
Birth  fo  mean,  as  Pride. 

Do^.  I  humbly  thank  your  Admonition,  Sir,  and  fhall^ 
in  all  I  can,  ftruggle  with  human  Frailty. 

IBrhp  Char,  to  the  Door  hare.     Ex, 
Enter  Scaramouch,  peeping  at  the  other  Door. 

Scar.  So,  fo,  all  things  go  glorioufly  forward,  but  my 

own  Aaiourj  and  there  is  no  conviacing  this  obftinate 

'  "  '  Womaa 
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Woman,  that  'twas  that  Rogue  Harlequin  in  Difgnife, 
claim'd  me ;  Co  that  I  cannot  Co  much  as  come  to  deliver 
the  young  Ladies  their  Letters  from  their  Lovers.  I  muft 
get  in  with  this  damn'd  Miftrefs  of  mine,  or  all  our  Plot 
will  be  fpoil'd  for  want  of  Intelligence. 

Hum,  the  Devil  does  not  ufe  to  fail  me  at  a  dead 
Lift.  I  muft  deliver  thefe  Letters,  and  I  muft  have  this 
Wench — tho  but  to  be  revengM  on  her  for  abufing  me— 
Let  me  fee — fhe  is  refolvM  for  the  Apothecary  or  the 
Farmer.     Well,  fay  no  more,  honeft  Scaramouch  ;  thou 

ilialt  find  a  Friend  at  need  of  me and  if  I  do  not  fit 

you  with  a  Spoufe,  fay  that  a  Woman  has  oui-witted 
me. 


ACT    III.     SCENE   I. 

The  Street^  with  the  Torvn-Gate^  where  an 
Officer  jtands  with  a  Staff  like  a  London 
Confiable, 

Enter  Harlequin  riding  in  a  Calafh^  comes  through  the 
Gate  towards  theStage^  drefs'd  like  a  Gentleman  fitting 
in  it.     The  Officer  lays  hold  of  his  Horfe, 

Officer,T  TOld,  hold,  Sir,  you  I  fuppofe  know  the  Cu- 
J^X  ^^^^  ^''"^^t  ate  due  to  this  City  of  Naples^ 
from  all  Perfons  that  pa fs  the  Gates  in  Coach,  Chariot^ 
Calafh,  or  Siege  Volant, 

Har.  I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  Cuftom,  Sir,  but  what*s 
that  to  me ) 

Of.  Not  to  you,  Sir !  why,  what  Privilege  have  you 
above  the  reft  } 

Har,  Privilege,  for  what,  Sir  ? 

Off.  Why  for  palling,  Sir^wiih  any  of  the  before-named 

^""'S«'     "  "" Har. 
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Har,  Art  mad  ? — Doft  n®t  fee  I  am  a  plain  Bakev, 
and  this  my  Cart,  that  comes  to  carry  Bread  for  the  Vice- 
K^oy's,  S"^  ti^^  City's  Ufe  ? — ha. 

Ojf.  Are  you  mad,  Sir,  to  think  I  cannot  fee  a  Gentle- 
man Farmer  and  a  Calafh,  from  a  Baker  and  a  Cart  ? 

Har.  Drunk  by  this  Day— and  To  early  too  \  Oh  you're 
a  fpecial  Officer ;  unhand  my  Horfe,  Sirrah,  or  you  fhail 
pay  for  all  the  Damage  you  do  me. 

Qrc^  jjey  day  !  here's  a  fine  Cheat  upon  the  Vice-Roy  : 
Sir    pay  me,  or  I'll  feize  your  Horfe. 

^  [Har..//-z/cn  h'm.     They  fcujpe  a  In  tie, 

>jay^  and  you  be  fo  brisk,  I'll  call  the  Clerk  from 

his  OfBce. 

Q^ll^^^ Mr.  Clerk,  Mr.  Clerk. 

[Goes   to   the  Entrance  to  call  the  Clerk,  the 
mean  thne  Har.  whips  a  Frock  over  hlmfclf^ 
and  puts  clown  the  hind  part  cf  the  Cha- 
riot^, and  the?}  'tis  a  Cartn. 
Enter  Clerk. 

Cler,  What's  the^matter  here  ? 

of.  Here's  a  Fellow,  Sir,  will  perfuade  me,  his  Calafh 
is  a  Cart,  and  refufes  the  Cuftoms  for  paflmg  the  Gate. 

Cler,  A  Calafli Where  \ 1  fee  only  a  Carter 

and  his  Cart.  C^^^^  Ojficer  looks  on  him,_ 

Off.  Ha,  what  a  Devil  was  I  blind  ? 

j/ar,  Mr.  Clerk,  1  am  a  Baker,  that  came  with  Bread 
to  fell,  and  this  Fellow  here  has  f\opt  me  this  Hour,  and 
made  me  lofs  the  fale  of  my  Ware;  and  being, drunk, 
will  out-face  me  1  am  a  Farmer,  and  this  Cart  a  Calafh. 

Cler.  He's  in  an  Error,  Friend,  pafs  on. 

Har.  No  Sir,  I'll  have  fatisfadion  firft,  or  the  Vice- 
Roy  (liall  know  how  he's  ferv'd  by  drunken  Officers,  that 
are  a  Nufance  to  a  Civil  Government. 

Cler,  What  do  you  demand.  Friend  ? 

JJar,  Demand, 1  demand  a  Crown,  Sir. 

Of.  This  is  very  bard Mr.  Clerk .  If  ever  I  faw 

in  my  Life,  I  thought  1  faw  a  Gendeman  ^nd  a  Calafh.  . 

Cler.  Come,  come,  gratify  him,  and  fee  better  hereafter. 

Off,  Here  Sir,— if  Imull,Iinuft.  [Gives him  a  Crown. 

Cler.  Pafs  on.  Friend.  "        [Ex.  Clerk, 
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Har.  unfee}?,  puts  up  the  back  of  his  Cala(J),  and 
whips  off  his  Frock,  and  goes  to  drive  otu  The 
officer  looks  on  him,  and  jiops  him  again, 

O/.  Hum,  I'll  fwear  it  is  a  Calafti Mr.  Clerk,  Mr, 

Clerk,  come  back,  come  back.        iRuns  out  to  call  htm. 

He  changes  as  before, 
Ew/^r  Officer  ^«^  Clerk. 
—  Come  Sir,  let  your  own  Eyes  convince  you,  Sir. 
Cler.  Convince  me,  of  what,  you  Sot  ? 

Of.  This  is  a  Gentleman,  and  that  a ha 

\_Looks  about  on  H;ir. 
Chr.  Stark  drunk!  Sirrah,  if  you  trouble  me  at  every 
Miftake  of  yours  thus,  you  fhall  quit  your  Office. 

Off.  I  bt^  your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  am  a  little  in  Drmk  I 

confers,  a  liTtle  blind  and  mad Sir, This  muft  be 

the  Devil,  that's    certain.  [The   Clerk  goes  om. 

Har.  puts  up  his  Calafi  agaWy  and  pulls  off  ms 
Trock  and  drives  out, 
:  \vr.\\^  now  to  my  thinking,  *tis  as  plain  a  Calafh 

again  as  ever  I  faw  in  my  Life,  and  yet  Tm  fatisfy'd  'tis 
HOthing  but  a  Cart.  L^'^* 

SCENE  chrages  to  the  Doctor's  Houfe. 
The  Hall. 
Enter  Scaramouch  in  a  Chair,  which  is  fet  dawn  and 
open'd  on  all  fides,  and  on  the  top  reprefents  an  Apo- 
thecary's  Shop,  the  In  fide  being  painted  with  Shelves 
and  rows  of  Pots  and  Bottles  \  Scaramouch  fitting  m 
it  drefs'd  in  Blacky  with  a  fliort  black  Cloke,  a.  Ruff, 
and  little  Hat, 

Scar,  The  Devil's  in't,  if  either  the  Doctor,  my  Maf- 
ter,  or  Mopfophil,  know  me  in  this  Difguile--Aiid  thus 
1  may  not  onlv  cain  my  Miftrefs,  and  out  wit  Harlequin, 
but  deliver  the  Ladies  thofe  Letters  from  their  Lovers, 
which  1  took  out  of  his  Pocket  this  Morning;  and  who 
wou'd  fufpea  an  Apothecary  for  a  Pimp  J-Nor  can  the 
Tade  Mopfophil,  in  Honour,  refufe  a  Perfon  of  my  Gra- 
vity, and  fo  well  fet  up.^  Pointing  to  his  Shop. 
-—Hum,  the  Dodor  here  f^rft,  this  is  not  fo  well,  but 
I'm  prepar'd  with  Impudence  for  all  EncounteES. 
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Enurth  Dofto,%     Scaramouch  /*■«;„  him  gravely. 
—Moft  Reverend  Doftoi- BjiM^i,.  >     r- J' 

Diil.  Seignior L^"'^'* 

5u-r  I  might  thro  great  Pufillanimfty,  blufh  opTv; 
you  tn,s  Anx.en-,  did  not  I  opine  you  wer'e.s  L7S,s 
con,m.„,ca„ve  and  eminent ;  and'tho  you  hav!  no  Co' 
ntfance  of  me  your  humble  Serva„t,-yet  I  have  of  yof, 
-  ou  bemg  fo  gravely  fram'd  for  your  admirable  Sk  1 
both  ,n  Galen.cai  and  Paracelllan  yhLme„u\  a,.d  o.  W 
^P,:,^:if  "-"■'-  -  Vulnerary  E.eticks,  and  pu™ 

Mantis!"^"''''' ~^'"''   °f''"''°"  f-"""""  ™e-rare 

Sea.  And  iho  I  am  at  prefent  bufied  in  writin» 

thofe  few  Obfervations  I  have  accumulated  in  Z<^. 
gnnattons.  Sir;  yet  the  Ambition  I  afpit'd  to,  o/  bd". 

UefS  on  ?o:rr^:i:;n!;r  •2°"'-  '''^''^^'  '"^"^  '^ 
J^o^.  Seignior— —« 

^  Scar.  —Befidfs  a  violent  Inclination,  Sir,  of  beina  ini- 
tiated into  the  Denomination  of  your  J^arne'd  Fam  K^  ^ b ' 
hCon;.ga  Circumference  of  a  Matrixi^onial  T^e?  with 

Hvmt;  ^"i'^^V^'^'''^'""'  your  Condefcenfion  to  nw 
J^rParOneT  "'"'  '  ^'"'^  not  my  Operation  with 

,  f  "^^  aI'?^'''^  ^'''  "^"'^^  honoui-d  in  the  Overture 
and  my  Abilmes  C.all  not  be  wanting  to  fix  the  Co3 
-——Bur  have  you  been  a  Traveller,  Sir  > 

Scar.  Without  Circumlocutions,  Sir,  I  have  feen  all  rhs 
Regions  beneath  the  Sun  and  Moon.    '  '  *" 

^^^.  Moon,  Sir  !  You  never  travell'd  thither,  Sir' 

latiorif'"''"^?^"'''/''-^^^^'  ^'^S"^''>  bucbySpecu: 
^tion,  I  have,  and  made  mofl  confiderable  Remarks  on 
that   incomparable   Terra   Firma,  of  which  I  have   ^ 
compleateft  Map  in   Chriflendoi-J^and    whlh  (?  « 
It^r     '  '"^'"^'  "  '''  Cofmo,raph-^a  of  the  zl. 


Do^, 
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l>oa,  A  Map  of  the  Lunar  Mundnt^  Sir!  may  I  crave 

the  Honour  of  feeing  it  ?         ,         . ,      ^,        c -r     ^  ry, 
Scar,  You  (hall,  Sir,  together  wuh  a  Map  of  Terra  In>^ 
cognha '.  a  great  Rarity,  indeed,  Sir. 
Enter  Bellemante. 
Doa.  Jewels,  Sir,  worth  a  King's  Ranfom  ! 

Bell.  Ha, What  Figure  of  a  Thing  have  we  here, 

bantering  my    credulous  Uncle  >. This  muft  be  fome 

Scout  fent  from  cur  Forlorr^  Hope,  to  difcover  the  Ene^ny 

and  bring  in  frelh  Intelligence Hum,  that  Wmk 

tipt  me  fSme  Tiding.,  and  (lie  deferves  not  a  good  Look 

who  underftands  not  the  Language  of  the  Eyes .:>ir, 

Dinner's  on  the  Table.  ^ 

Do^.  Let  it  wait,  1  am  employ  d— — 

\She  creeps  to  the  other  Jide  of  Scaramouch, 
who  makes  Signs  with  his  Hand  to  her. 
Bell  Ha,  'tis  fo:— This  Fellow  has  fome  Novel  for  us, 
fome  Letter  or  InQruaions,  but  how  to  get  'J-- 

lAs  Scar,  talks  to  the  DoBor,  he  takes  the  Letters  b^ 

degrees  out  of  his  Pocket,  ^rid  tmfeen,  gives  em 

Bellemante  behind  him.  ...  . 

mSi.  But  this  Map,  Seignior ,  I  proteft  V^"  ^;^;«|'/ 

me  with  Curiofuy.     Has  it  fignify'd  all  thmgs  {o  exactly, 

^^.n  omitted   nothing,   Seignior     no  City>    Town 
Village,  or  Villa;  no  Caftle, River,  Budge,  Lake,  Sprmg 

"S."Areany.  Sir,  of  thofe  admirable  Mineral  Wa- 
ters  there    fo  frequent  in  our  V^orld  ? 

voune  ItalUr,,  Sir,  lately  come  from  thence,  gives  an 
Lcoult  of  In  excellent  sL«r,,.,  that  has  !=«dy  made  aa 
Ebu.ation  there,   in  great  Reputat.on  wuh  the  Lunary 

^'%.  Indeed,  Sir',  be  pleas'd  Se->nior,  to  'folve  me 
fotne  Queries  that  may  enode  fome  appearances  of  the 
Virtue  of  the  Water  you  fpeak  of.  ,.w_but  I 

scar.  Pox  upon  him,  what  Queft.ons  he  asks-W'  • 
mud  on  [Afae.-]  Why  Sir,  you  muft  ''"°«'.7;^^J™ 
of  this  Water  upon  Stagnation  ceruleates,  and  the  Crocu^ 
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upon  the  Stones  flaveces  ;  this  he  obferves to  be  Sir 

the  Indication  of  a  generous  Water.  ^      ' 

Tio5l,  Hum [Graved  nodding. 

Scar,  Now,  Sir,   be  pleased  to  obfeive   the  three  Re- 
gions :  if  they  be  bright,  without  doubt  Mars  is  powerful  • 
I.   tne  middle  Region  or  Caaiera  be  palled,  Filia  Sola  is 
breeding. 
Doa.  Hum. 

Scar  And  then  the  third  Region,  if  the  F^ces  be  volx. 
,  tiJe,  the  Biith  will  foon  come  in  Balneo,  This  I  obferved 
aHo  m  the  Laboratory  of  that  ingenious  Chymift  Lyfidorw, 
and  With  much  Pleafure  animadverted  that  Mineral  of  the 
iame  Zemdiand  Nadir,  of  that  now  fo  faa.ous  Water  -n 
t.ngiand,  near  that  famous  MetrcpoHs,  call'd  Iflimten. 

JDo^L  Seignior 

^  Scar  For,  Sir,  upon  the  Infufion,  the  Crows  Head 
mimediately  procures  the  Seal  of  Hermes ;  and  had  not 
Lac  Virgtms  been  too  foon  fuck'd  up,  I  believe  we 
might  have  feen  the  Confummation  oi  Amalgam  a, 

[Bellemante  having  got  her  Letters^  gees  off.     She 

Du^,  Mofthkely,  Sir. 

Scar,  Eut,  Sir,  this  Garamanteen  relates  the  ftran^eft 
Operation  of  a  Mineral  in  the  Lunar  World,  that  ev?r  I 
heard  of.  ^  t      * 

Don,  As  how,  I  pray,  Sir  > 
t.-lT-  ^^l'  ^''>  ^  '^'''^'  impregnated  to  a  Circulation 

TJ^JT''^T''' '  ^'f ''^  "^^  ^^"^"••'  S"->  the  ftrongeil 
i  e\er  drank  of.  ^  ^ 

Bo6i,  How,  Sir !  dli  you  drink  of  it  ?  ' 

Scar,  I  only  fpeak  the  words  of  Garamanteen,  Sir. 

Pox  on  him,  I  fhal!  be  trapr.  v Ande 

I>.^.  Cry  Mercy,  Sir [JJi 

Scar,  The  Lunary  Phyflcians,  Sir,  call  it  Urinam  Vul- 
tan'  It  cal)beates  every  ones  Excrements  more  or  lefs  ac- 
cording to  the  Gradus  of  the  natural  Calor. To  my 

Knowledge,  Sir,  a  Smith  of  a  very  fiery  Conftitution  is 
grown  very  opulent  by  drinking  thefe  Waters. 

Don.  How,  Sir,  grown  rich  by  drinking  the  Waters 
and  to  your  Knowledge  ? 

Scar^ 
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^  Scar.  The  Devil's  in  my  Tongue.  To  my  Knowledge 
Sir ;  for  what  a  Man  of  Honour  relates,  1  may  fafely 
affirm.  ^ 

Do^.  Excufe  me,  Seignior 

iPuts  off  his  Ha.t  again  gravely. 
Scar.  For,  Sir,  conceive  me  how  he  grew  rich  ^  fince 
he  drank  thofe  ^^aters  he  never  buys  any  Iron,  but  ham- 
mers it  out  of  Stercus  Proprius. 

Enter  Bellemante  with  a  Bilkt, 
Bell.  Sir,  'tis  three  a  Clock,  and  Dinner  will  be  cold. 
\_Gces  behind  Scaramouch,  and  gizes  him 
the  Note  and  gees  out, 
Do^,  I  come  Sweet-heart ;  .but  this  is  wonderful. 
Scar.  Ay,  Sir,  and  if  at  any  time  Nature  be  too  in- 
firm, and  he  prove  Coftive,  he  has  no  more  to  do,  but 
apply  a  Load- fl one  ad  Anum, 
Doef.  Is't  poflible  ? 
Scar.  Moft  true,  -Sir,  and  that  facilitates  the  Journey 

per  Vifcera, But  I  detain  you,  Sir  : another  time 

Sir, — I  will  now  only  be'  the' Honour  of  a  V^ord  or 'two 
with  the  Governante,  before  I  go. 

Boci    Sir,   fhe  fhall  wait  on  you,  and  I  fhall  be  proud 
of  the  Honour  of  your  Converfat'on.  lEx,  Doftor, 

Enter  to  him  Harlequin,  drefs'd  like  a  Farmer.,  as  before. 
Har.  Hum — ^What  have  we   here,  a  Taylor  or  a 
Tumbler  ? 

Scar.  Ha Who's  this  ?— Hum— What  if  it  Oiou'd 

be  the  Farmer  that  the  Dodor  has  promis'd  Mopfophil  to  ? 
My  Heart  mifgives  me.  ^They  look  at  each  ether  awhile, 
W  ho  wou'd  you  fpeak  with,  Friend  ? 

Har.  This  \s^  perhaps,  my   Riv.\l  the    Apothecary. — 
Speak  with,  Sir !   whv  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Scar.  Have  you  Affairs  with  Seignior  Doiftor,  Sir  ? 
Har.  It  may  be  1  have,  it  may  be  I  have  not.     What 
then.  Sir  ? 

While  they  feem  in  angry  Bifpute.,  enter  Mopfophil. 

M:p.  Seignior  Do(n:or   tells  me   1  have   a  Lover  v.'a"ts 

me^  fure  it  muft  be    the  Farmer  or  the  Apothecary.     No 

matter  which,  fo  a  Lover,  that  we^comeO:  Man  alive.      I 

am  refo'v'dto  take  the  firft  good  OfiVr,  thobut  in  revenge 

of 
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of  Harlequin  and  Scaramouch,  foi'  putting  Tricks  upon 
me Ha, Two  of  'em  ! 

Scar,  My  Miftrefs  here  !         [They  hoih  how,  and  ad- 
'vance^  putting  each  other  hy. 

Mop.  Hold  Gentlemen, — do  not  worry  me. 
Which  of  you  wou'd  fpeak  with  me  J 

Both.  1,  I,  I,  Madam 

Mop»  Both  of  you  ? 

Both,  No,  Madam,  I,  I. 

Mop.  If  both  Lovers,  you  are  both  welcome  ;  but  let's 
have  fair  Play,  and  take  your  turns  to  fpeak. 

Har.   Ay,  Seignior,  'ds  mod  uncivil  to  interrupt  me. 

Scar.  And  difingenuous,  Sir,  to  intrude  on  me. 

[Putting  one  another  ly. 

Mop.  Let  me  then  fpeak  firft. 

fiar,  I'm  dumb. 

Scar.  I  acquiefce. 

Mop.  I  was  inform'd  there  was  a  Perfon  here  had  Pro- 
pofitionsof  Marriage  to  make  me. 

Har.  That's  I,  that's  I—  [Shoves  Scar.  away. 

Scar,  And  I  attend  to  that  confequential  Finis. 

IShoves  Har.  away, 

Har.  1  know  not  what  you  mean  by  your  linis.  Seig- 
nior ;  but  I  am  come  to  offer  my  (elf  this  Gentlewoman's 
Servant,  her  Lover,  her  Husband,  her  Dog  in  a  Halter^ 
or  any  thing. 

Scar.  Him  I  pronounce  a  Paltroon,  and  an  ignominious 
Utenfil,  that  dares  lay  claim  to  the  renewed  Lady  of  my 
Priinum  Mobile  \  that  is,  my  beft  Affeftion?.      [In  Rage, 

Har.  I  fear  not  your  hard  Words,  Sir,  but  dare  aloud 
pronounce,  if  Donna  Mopfophil  like  me,  the  Farmer,  as 
well  3,s  1  like  her,  'tis  a  Match,  and  my  Chariot's  ready 
at  the  Gate  to  bear  her  off,  d'ye  fee. 

Mop.  Ah,  how  that  Chariot  pleads.  [Apde. 

Scar.  And  I  pronounce,  that  being  intoxicated  with  the 
fvveet  Eyes  of  this  refulgent  Lady,  I  come  to  tender  her 
my  nobleft  Particulars,  being  already  moft  advantage- 
oufly  fet  up  with  the  circumftantial  Implements  of  my  Oc- 
cupation, \^Poinis  to  the  Shop, 

Mop, 
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Mop,  A  City  Apothecary,  a  moft  genteel  Calling 

Which   fhaJl   I  chufe  ? Seignior  Apothecary,  Fil  not 

expoftuiate  the  circumftantial  Reafons  that  have  occafion'd 
me  this  Honour. 

Scar,  Incomparable  Lady,  the  Elegancy  of  your  Re- 
partees moft  excellently  denotes  the  Profundity  of  your  Ca- 
pacity. 

Har.  What  the  Devil's  all  this  ?  Good  Mr.  Conjurer, 
iland  by— and  don't  fright  the  Gentlewoman  with  your 
elegant  Profundities.  ^p,_^t^  i,\^  ^^^ 

Scar,  How,  n  Conjurer  !  I  will  chaftlfe  thy  vulgar  Ig- 
norance, that  yclepes  a  Philofopher  a  Conjurer.   [/»  Kage, 

Bar.  Lofaphers ! Priibee,  if  thou   be'ft   a  Ma"n, 

Q?eak  like  a  Man then. 

Scar,  Why,  what  do  I  fpeak  'ike?  what  do  I  fpeak 
like  ? 

Har,  What  do  you  fpeak  like  !— why  you  fpeak  like 
a  Wheel  Barrow. 
Scar,  How! 
Har,  And  how. 

\The'^  come  up  clofe  together  at  half  Sword  Parry  ; 
Jlare  on  each  other  for  a  while^  then  put  up  and 
bovj  to  each  other  avilly, 
Mop,  That's   well,   Gentlemen,    let's  have  all  Peace, 
whilel  furvey  you  both,  and  fee  which  likes  me  beft. 

\_She  goes  beivoeen  'ejn^  and  furvey s  ^ an  both ^ 
they  making  ridiculous  Bozvs  on  both  fideSy 
and  Grimaces  the  while. 
Ha,  now  on  my  Confcience,  my  two  foolifh  Lovers, 
Harlequin   and    Scaramouch ;    how   are    my   Hopes  de- 
feated ? — bur  faith  1*11  fit  you  both.  iShe  views  W  both. 
Scar,  So,  fhe's   confidering   ftill,  I  fhali  be  the  happy 
Dog.  [^/tde, 

Har,  She's  taking  aim,  fiie  cannot  chufe  but  l;ke  me 
beft.  [Jfde, 

Scar,  Well,  Madam,  how  does  my  Perfcn  propagate  ? 

IBcwmg  and  fmiling. 

Mop.  Faith  Seignior,  now  I  look  better  on  ycu,  I  do 

no:  like   your  Phifnomy  (o  Vv'eil  as  your  Intellects  \  vou 

dif. 
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difcoverinor  fome  circumftantial  Symptoms  that  ever  de" 
note  a  villanous  Inconftancy. 

Scar.  Ah,  you  are  pleas'd,  Madam. 
Uot^  You  are  mlftaken,  Signior,  I  am  difpleas'd  at 
your  Grey- Eyes,  and  black  Eye-brows,  and  Beard  ;  1  ne- 
ver knew  a  Man  with  thofe  Signs,  true  to  his  Miftrefs  or 
his  Friend.  And  1  wou'd  fooner  wed  that  Scoundrel  Sea- 
ramouch^  that  very  civil  Pimp,  that  mere  pair  of  chymical 
Bellows  that  blow  the  Dcdor's  projec1:ing  Fires,  that  De- 
puiv-urinal  Shaker,  that  very  Guzman  of  Sa  lamanca^th^H 
a  Fd'ow  of  your  infallible  S'ignum  Mallis. 

Har,  Ha,  ha,   ha,    you   have   your  Anfwer,    Seignior 

Friskin^^ and   may  fbut  up  your  Shop  and  be  gone.-— 

Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Scar.  Hum,  fure  the  Jade  knows  me.  [A[ide^ 

j^op.  And  as  for  you,  Seignior 

Bar.  Ha,  Madam.  IBovjing  and  fm'dwg, 

Mcp.  Thofe  Lanthorn  Jaws  of  yours,  with  that  moft 

villanous  Sneer  and  Grin,  and  a  certain  fierce  Air  of  your 

Eye?,  looks   altogether  moft  fanatically which  with 

your  notorious  W^hey  Beard,  are  certain  Signs  of  Knavery 
and  Cowardice  ;  therefore  I'ad  rather  wed  that  Spider 
Harlequin,  that  Sceleton  Buffoon,  that  Ape  of  Man,  that 
jack  of  Len%  that  very  Top,  thai's  of  no  ufe,  but  when 
'lis  whip'd  and  lafh'd,  that  piteous  Property  I'ad  rather 
wed  than  thee. 

Har,  A  very  fair  Declaration. 

Mop.  You  undei{\and  me and  fo   adieu  fweet  Glif- 

ter-pipe,  and  Sei^^nior  Dirty-Boots,  Ha,  ha,  ha.  \Runs  out. 

[They  flarul  looking  Jiwply  on  each 

othery  'jjiihout  [peaking  a  ^^vhde. 

Scar    That  I  fhou'd  not  know  that  Rogue  Harlequin. 

[A fide, 
Har.  That  Ifhou'd  take  this  Fool  for  a  Phyfician,  lAfide. 

How  long   have    you    coir.m.enc'd    Apothecary, 

Seignior  ? 

Scar.  Ever  fince  you  turn'd  Farmer. — ■. —  Are  not  ycu 
a  damn'd  Roiue  to  put  thefe  Tricks  upon  me,  and  mcft 
didionourably  break  all  Articles  between  us  ? 

liar. 
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Har,  And  are  not  you  a  damn'd  Son  of  a fome* 

thing to  break  Articles  with  me  ? 

Scar.  No  more  Words,  Sir,  no  more  Words,  I  find 
it  muft  come  to  Anions,  draw.  {Dra-joi^ 

Bar,  Draw  !_ fo  I  can  draw.  Sir.  ^Draws', 

They  make  a  ridiculous  cowardly  light.     Enter  the  Doc- 

tor^  which  they  feeing^  come   on   with  more  Courage, 

He  runs  between^  and  with  his  Cane  beats  the  Swords 

down, 

Do^,  Hold,  hold,  what  mean  you,  Gentlemen  ? 
^  Scar,  Let  me  go,  Sir,  I  am  provok'd  beyond  meafure, 

DoH,  You  muft  excufe  me,  Seignior. 

IParlies  with  Harlequin; 

Scar,  I  dare  not  difcover  the  Pool  for  his  Matter's  fake 
and  itjnay  fpoil  our  Intrigue  anon  ;  befides,  he'll  thea 
difcover  me,  and  I  fhall  be  difcarded  for  banterincr  the 
Doaor.  [Afide. 

—A  Man  of  Honour  to  be  fo  bafely  affronted  here. 

\_The  Do^or  comes  to  appeafe  Scaramouch, 

Har,  Shou'd  I  difcover  this  Rafcal,  he  wou'd  tell  the 
old  Gentleman  I  was  the  fame  that  attempted  his  Houfe 
to  day  in  Woman's  Clothes,  and  I  fhould  be  kicked  and 
beaten  moft  infatiably. 

Scar,  What  Seignior,  for  a  Man  of  Parts  to  be  im- 
posed upon,  and  whip*d   thro   the  Lungs  here like  a 

Mountebank's  Zany  for    fham  Cures Mr.  Dodor,  I 

muft  tell  you  'tis  not  civil. 

Zfocl,  I  am  extremely  forry  for  it,  Sir,— and  you  fhall 
fee  how  I  will  have  this  Fellow  handled  for  the  Affront 
to  a  Perfon  pf  your  Gravity,  and  in  my  HnnO.  _ 
Here  Pedro, 

Enter  Pedro. 
Take  thts  Intruder,  or  bring  fome  of  your  Fellows 
hither,  and  tofs  him  ia  a  Blanket.  [^Ex  c  Pedro, 

Har.  going  to  creep  away^  Scar,  holds  him, 

Har.  Hark  ye,  bring  me  off,  or  I'll  difcover  all  youc 

I""^g"^-  Ufide  to  him. 

Scar,  Let  me  alone. 

Vol.  IV.  •      L  j)o6t. 
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Do6i.  ril  warrant  you  fome  Rogue  that  has  fame  Plot 

on  my  Niece  and  Daughter. 

Scar,  No,  no,  Sir,  he  comes  to  impofe  the  groiTeft  Lye 
upon  you,  that  ever  was  heard  o^ 

Enter  Pedro  tuith  others^  with  a  Blanket,     They  put 

Harlequin  into  it^  and  tofs  him. 
Bar,  Hold,  hold,  I'll  confefs  all,  rather  than  indure  it. 
Dc^,  Hold,  what  will  you  confefs,  Sir. 

^He  comes  out^  wahs  ftck  Faces. 

Scar,  That  he's  the  greateft  Impoftor  in  Nature. 

Wou'd  you  think  it,  Sir  ?  he  pretends  to  be  no  lefs  than 
an  Ambaflador  from  the  Emperor  of  the  Moon,  Sir. 

DoSf,  Ha,    Ambaflador    from    the    Emperor    of    the 

Moon  I  C^«//^  off  his  Hat, 

Scar,  Ay,  Sir,  thereupon  I  laugh'd,  thereupon  he  grew 

anory I  laugh'd  at  his  Refentmem,  and  thereupon  we 

drew,  and  this  was  the  high  Quarrel,  Sir. 

r>o^.  Hum — Ambaflador  from  the  Moon.        IPaufes, 
Scar,  I  have  brought  you  off,  manage  him  as  well  as 
you  can. 

Ear.  Brought  me  off,  yes,  out  of  the  Frymg-pan  mto 

the  Fire.     Why,  how  the  Devil  fhall  I  ad  an  Ambaf- 

fador?  .  [4A^^- 

Doff.  It  muft  be  fo,  for  how  fhou'd  either  o\  thefe 

know  1  expeded  that  Honour?      [^He  addrejfes  him  with 

profound  Civility  to  Har. 
Sir,  if  the  Figure  you  make,  approaching  fo  near  ours 
of  this  World,  have  made  us  commit  any  undecent  In- 
dignity to  your  high  Charader,  you  ought  to  pardon  the 
Frailty  of  our  mortal  Education  and  Ignorance,  having  I 
never  before  been  blefs'd  with  the  Defcenfioo  of  any  from  ! 
your  World. 

Har,  What  the  Devil  Qiall  I  fay  now  ?  [Afidi.  j 

. I  confefs  1  am,  as  you  may  fee  by  my  Garb,  Sir, , 

a  little  Incognito^  becaufe  the  publkk  Meflage   I  bring  is 

\evy  private which   is,    that  the  mighty  Iredonoxiory 

Emperor  of  the  Moon,  with  his  moft  worthy  Brother,  the 
Prince  of  Thunderland^  intend  to  fup  with  you  to  Night, 

Therefore  be  fure  you  get  good  Wine. Tho  by 

the  way  let  me  tell  you,  'tis  for  the  fake  of  your  fair 
Daughter.  •^'■'"'« 
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Scar,  V\\  leave  the  Rogue  to  his  own  Management- 
I  prefumc,  by  your  whifpering.  Sir,  you  wou'd  be  pri- 
vate, and  humbly  begging  pardon,  take  my  leave.    \Exit* 

Hiir,  You  have  it,  Friend.  .  Does  your  Niece  and 
Daughter  drink,  Sir? 

Doth  Drink,  Sir? 

Har.  Ay,  Sir,  drink  hard  ? 

Doft,  Do  the  Women  of  your  World  drink  hard. 
Sir  ? 

Har*  According  to  their  Quality,  Sir,  more  or  lefs  5 
the  greater  theQuah'ty,  the  more  profufe  the  Quantity. 

Dc6f,  Why  that's  juft  as  'tis  here  ;  but  your  Men  of 
Quality,  your  Statefmen,  Sir,  I  prefume  they  are  fober, 
learned  and  wife. 

Har,  Faith,  no  Sir  ;  but  they  are,  for  the  mofl:  parr, 
what's  as  good,  very  proud  and  promifing,  Sir,  moft  li- 
beral of  their  Word  to  every  fauning  Suiter, .  to  purchafe 
the  ftate  of  long  Attendance,  and  cringing  as  they  pafs  ; 
but  the  Devil  of  a  Perfoi'mance,  without  you  get  the 
Knack  of  bribing  in  the  light  Place  and  Time  j  but  yet 
they  all  defy  ir.  Sir. 

Do^,  Juft,  juft,  as  'tis  here. — But  pray,  Sir,  how  do 
thefe  Great  Men  live  with  their  Wives  ? 

Har,  Moft  nobly,  Sir,  my  Lord  keeps  his  Coach,  my 
Lady  hers  ;  my  Lord  his  Bed,  my  Lady  hers ;  and  very 
rarely  fee  one  another,  unlefs  they  chance  to  meet  in  a 
Vifir,  in  the  Park,  the  Mall,  the  Tour,  or  at  the  BafTet- 
Table,  where  they  civilly  falute  and  parr,  he  to  his 
Miftrefs,  file  to  play. 

Deft,  Good  lack  !  juft  as  \\s  here. 

Har,  — Where,  if  file  chance  to  lofe  her  Money,  ra- 
ther than  give  our,  fiie  borrows  of  the  next  amorous 
Coxcomb,  who,  from  that  Minute,  hopes,  and  is  furc 
to  be  paid  again  one  way  or  other,  the  next  kind  Oppor- 
tunity. 

Dcfl    — Juft  as  'tis  here. 

Har,  As  ior  the  young  Fellows  that  have  Money,  they 

have  no  Mercy  upon  their  own   Perfons,  but  wearing 

Nature  off  as'faft  as  they  can,  fwear,  and  whore  and 

drink,  and  borrow  as  long  as  any  rooking  Citizen  will  lend, 

L  2  till 
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tin  having  dearly  purchafed  the  heroick  Title  of  a  Bully 
or  a  Sharper,  they   live  pity'd  of  their  Friendsj  and  de- 
fpis'd  by  their  Whores,  and  depart  this  tranfitory  World, 
diver fe  and  fundry  ways; 
"DoH,  Juft,  juft  as  'tis  here  ! 

Har,  As  for  the  Citizen,  Sir,  the  Courtier  lies  with  his 
Wife  ;  he  in  revenge,  cheats  him  of  his  Eftate,  till  rich 
enough  to  marry  his  Daughter  to  a  Courtier,  again  gives 

l^lm  all 'unlefs  his  Wife's  over-gallantry  breaks  him  5 

and  thus  the  World  runs  round. 

T)o^.  The  very  fame  'tis  here Is  there  no  prefer- 
ment, Sir,  for  Men  of  Parts  and  Merit  ? 

mr.  Parts  and  Merit !  what's  that  ?  a  Livery,  or  the 
hanifonie  tying  a  Cravat ;  for  the  great  Men  prefer  none 
but  their  Toot-men  and  Valets. 

Ds^,  By  my  Troth  juft  as  'tis  here, 
Sir,  1  find  you  are  a  Perfon  of  moft  profound  In- 
telligence-  under  Favour,  Sir,  are  you  a  Native  of  the 

Moon,  or  this  World  ? 

Har.  The  Devil's  in  him  for  hard  Queftions. 

• -I  am  a  Neapolitany  Si-*. 

Dc^,  Sir,  1   honour  you  ;    good  luck,   my  Country- 
man !    How  got  you  to  the  Region  of  the  Moon,  Sir  ? 
Har,  A  plaguy  inquifitive  old  Fool  ! 

Why,  Sir, -Pox  on't,  what  fhall  I  fay  ?  — I  be- 

ing-  one  day  in  a  mufing  Melancholy,  walking  by  the 
Sea-fide— there  arofe.  Sir,  a  great  Mift,  by  the  Sun's  ex- 
haling of  the  Vapours  of  the  Earth,  Sir. 
Do^J,  Right,  Sir. 

Har.  In  this  Fog,  or  MiO,  Sir,  I  was  exhal'd. 
Vo^.  The  Exhalations  of  the  Sun  draw   you   to   the 
Moon,  Sir  ? 

Har.  1  am  condemn'd  to  the  Blanket  again. — I  fay, 
Sir,  1  was  exhal'd  up,  but  in  my  way — being  too  heavy, 
was  drop'd  into  the  Sea. 

Do^,  How,  Sir,  into  the  Sea  ? 

Har,  The  Sea,  Sir,  where  the  Emperor's  Fifhermati 
calling  his  Nets,  drew  me  up,  and  took  me  for  a  ftrange 
and  monftrous  Fifli,  Sir,— and  as  fuch,  prefented  tiie  to 
bis  Mlghtinef^, — who  going  to  have  me  Spitchcock'd  for 
hi^  own  e.T.inv;— — —        '     •  Vo^, 
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Di?^.  How,  Sir,  eating  ? 

Har,  What  did  me  I,  Sir  (Life  being  fweet)  but  fall 
on  my  Knees,  and  befought  his  Glorioufnefs  not  to  eat 
me,  for  I  was  no  Fifh,  but  a  Man  ;  be  ask'd  me  of  what 
Country,  I  told  him  of  Naples  ^  whereupon  the  Empe- 
ror overjoy'd  ask'd  me  if  I  knew  that  moft  reverend  and 
learned  DotStor  Baliardo,  and  his  fair  Daughter.  I  told 
him  I  did  :  whereupon  he  made  me  his  Bed-fellow,  and 
the  ConfideHt  to  his  Amour  to  Seigniora  Elaria, 

Do^.  B'efs  me,  Sir !  how  came  ihe  Emperor  to  know 
my  Daughter  ? 

Har,  There  he  is  again  with  his  damn'd  hard  Quef- 

tions. Know  her,  Sir^ — Why — you  were  walking  a- 

broad  one  day. 

Doi^,  My  Daughter  never  goes  abroad.  Sir,  farther 
than  our  Garden. 

Har,  Ay,  there  it  was  indeed.  Sir, — and  as  his  High- 
nefs  was  taking  a  Survey  of  this  lower  World — thro  a 
long  Perfpedtive,  Sir, — he  faw  you  and  your  Daughter 
and  Neice,  and  from  that  very  moment  fell  moft  defpe- 
rately  in  love. But  hark,  the  found  of  Timbrels,  Ket- 
tle-Drums and  Trumpets. The  Emperor,  Sir,  is  on 

his  way,  prepare  for  his  Reception. 

[A  firange  Noife  is  heard  ofBrafs  Kettles^  and 
Pa?7s,  and  Bells,  and  many  tinkling  things. 

Jjo6i,  Vm  in  a  Rapture How  fhall  I  pay  my  Gra- 
titude for  this  great  Negotiation  J- but  as  I  may,  I 

humbly  offer,  Sir.  [_Prefem$  him  with  a  rich  King 

and  a  Purfe  of  Gold. 

Har,  Sir,  as  an  Honour  done  the  Emperor,  I  take 
your  Ring  and  Gold.     I  mult  go  meet  his  Highnefs. 

{Takes  leave. 
Enter  to  him  Scaramouch,  as  himfdj. 

Scar,  Oh,  Sir  I  we  are  af^onifhM  with  the  dreadful 
found  of  the  fweeieft  Mufick  that  ever  Mortal  heard,  but 
know  not  whence  it  comes.     Have  you  not  heard  it,  Sir? 

BcH.  Heard   it,  yes,  Fool, 'tis  the  Mufick  of  the 

Spheres,  the  Emperor  of  the'Moon- World  is  defcending. 

Scar,  How,  Sir,  no   marvel    then,    that   looking  to- 
wards the  South,  1  faw  fuch  fplendid  Glories  in  the  Air. 
L  3  VoCl, ' 
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DoH.  Ha,  faw'ft  thou  ought  defcendlng  in  the  Air  ? 

Scar,  Ob,  yes,  Sir,  Wonders !  hafte  to  the  old  Gallery, 
whence,  with  the  help  of  your  Telefcope,  you  may  dif- 
cover  all. 

T>o^,  I  would  not  lofe  a  moment  for  the  lower  Uni- 
verfe. 
Emtr  Elaria,  Bellemante,  Mopfophil,  dreji'd  tn  rich 
Antick  Hay'its, 

Ela,  Sir,  we  are  drefs'd  as  you  commanded  us,  what 
is  vour  farther  Pleafure  ?  •,  r     o  r 

'Vo^,  It  well  becomes  the  Honour  you're  delign  d  for, 
tl-is  Nioht  to  wed  two  Princes— come  with  me  and  know 
vour  happy  Fate.  [Hx.  DoHor  and  Scar. 

'  Kla.  Blefs  me !  My  Father,  in  all  the  reft  of  his  Dif- 
courfe  fhows  (6  much  Senfe  and  Reafon,  I  cannot  think 
him  mad,  but  feigns  all  this  to  try  us. 

Bsil.  Not  mad  !  Marry  Heavens  forbid,  thou  art  al- 
ways creating  rears  to  ftartle  one-,  why  if  he  be  not  mad, 
his  want  of ''Sleep  this  eight  and  forty  hours,  the  Noife 
of  ftrange  unheard-of  Inftruments,  with  the  fantaftick 
Splendor  of  the  unufual  Sight,  will  fo  turn  his  Brain  and 
dazzle  him,  that  in  Grace  andGoodnefs,  he  may  be  mad, 
if  he  be  not  ^— come,  let's  after  him  to  the  Gallery,  foe 
I  lon^  to  fee  in  what  fcowing  Equipage  our  princely 
Lovert  will  addrefs  to  us.  {Exeant. 

S  C  E  N  E,  T;^  Gallery  richly  adorn  d  with 
Scenes  and  Lights. 

Enter  Vo^or^  Elaria,  Bellemante,  and  Mopfophil.     Soft 

Mujick  is  heard. 
■     BelL  Ha -Heavens !  what's  here  ?  what  Palace  is 

this  ? — No  part  of  our  Houfe,  I'm  fure. 

Ela.  'Tis  rather  the  Apartment  of  fome  Monarch, 
Do^.  I'm  all  amazement  too  5  but  muft  not  Ihow  my 

lonorance. Yes,  Elaria,  this  is  prepared  to  entertain 

two  Princes. 

BelL  Are  you  fure  on*t,  Sir  ?  are  we  nor,  thmk  you, 

in  that  World  above,  I  often  heard  you  fpeak  of  ?    m 

the  Moon,  Sir  ? 
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"Dodi*  How  fhall  I  refolve  her- — Poi*  ou^ht  I  know,  we 
are.  \A[ide, 
Ela.  Sure,  Sir,  *tls  fome  Inchantment. 
Do^,  Let  not  thy  female  Ignorance  profane  the  higheft 
Myfteries  of  natural  Philofophy  :  To  Fools  it  feems  In- 
chantment  but  I've  a  Senfe  can  reach  it — fit  and  ex- 

ped  the  Event.— Hark,  I  am  amaz'd,  but  muft  conceal 
my  V/onder,  that  Joy  of  Fcols—  and  appear  wife  ai 
Gravity. 

Bell,  Whence  comes  this  charnoing  Sound,  Sir  ? 
Dp^.  From  the* Spheres — it  )s  familiar  to  me, 

iThe  Scene  in  the  Front  draws  cfl^  and  Jhews  the 
Hill  of  Parnaflus  ;  a  noble  Urge  Walk  of  Trees 
leading  to  it,  with  eight  or  ten  Negrces  upon  Pe- 
dejialsy  ranged  on  each  fide  of  the  Walks,  Next 
Keplair  and  Galileus  defcend  on  each  fide,  oppo- 
fite  to  each  other,  in  Chariots,  with  Perfpe^ives 
in  their  Hands,  as  viewing  the  Machim  of  (h& 
Zodiack.  Soft  Mupck  plays  fi'dU 
DoH,  Methought  I  faw  the  Figure  of  two  Men  de- 
fcend from  yonder  Cloud  oia  yonder  Hill. 

Ela.  I  thought  fo  too,  but  they  are  difappeai'd,  and 
the  wing*d  Chariot*s  fled. 

Enter  Keplair  and  Galileus. 
'BelU  See,  Sir,    they  approach.  [The  Bo5ior  rifes 

and  bows, 
Kep,  Moft  reverend  Sir,  we,  from  the  upper  World, 
thus   low  falute  you — Keplair  and  Galileus  we  are  called, 
fent  as  Interpreters  to  Great  Iredonozor^  Emperor  of  the 
Moon,  who  is  defcending. 

J?o^.  Moft  reverend  Bards — profound  Philofophers— • 
thus  low  1  bow  to  pay  my  humble  Gratitude. 

Kep,  The  Emperor,    Sir,  falutes  you,  and  your  fair 
Daughter. 

GaL' Andy  Sir,  the  Prince  of  Thunderland  falutes  you, 
and  your  fair  Neice. 
DoH,  Thus  low  I  fall  to  thank  their  Royal  Goodnefs. 

[Kneels*     They  take  him  up* 
Bell,  Came  vou,  moft  reverend  Bards,  from  the  Mooi^- 
World? 

L  4  Kef, 


248     The  Emperor  of  the  Moon. 

Kep,  Mod  lovely  Maid,  we  did. 
Voei,  May  I  prefume  to  ask  the  manner  how  ? 
Kep,  By  Cloud,    Sir,    thro    the  Regions  of   the    Air, 
down  to   the  fam'd  Parnajjns  5   thence   by  Water,  along 
the  River  Helicon^  the   reft  by  Poft    upon  two  'wingM 
Eagles. 

DocI,  Sir,  are  there  ftore  of  our  World  inhabiting  the 
Moon  ? 

Kep,  Oh,  of  all  Nations,  Sir,  that  lie  beneath  it  m  the 
Emperor's  Train  !  Sir,  you  will  behold  abundance  ;  look 
up  and  fee  the  Orbal  World  defcending  j  obferve  the 
Zodiack,  Sir,  with  her  twelve  Signs. 

[Next  the  Zodiack  defcends^  a  Symphony  playing  all 
the  while  ;  when  it  is  landed^  it  delivers  the 
twelve  Signs  :  Then  the  Song,  the  Perfons  of  the 
Zodiack  being  the  Singers.  After  which^  the  Ne- 
groes dance  and  mingle  in  the  Chorus. 

A  Song  for  the  Zodiack. 

LE  T  murmuring  Lovers  no  longer  repine^ 
But  their  Hearts  and  their  Voices  advance ; 
Let  the  Nymphs  and  the  Swains  in  the  kind  Chorus  joiny 

And  the  Satyrs  and  Fauns  in  a  Dance. 
Let  Nature  put  on  her  Beauty  of  May, 

And  the  Fields  and  the  Meadows  adorn  ; 
Let  the  Woods  and  the  Mountains  refund  with  the  Joyy 
And  the  Echoes  their  Triumph  return. 

Chorus. 

For  fince  Love  wore  his  Darts, 

And  Virgins  grew  Coy ; 
Since  thefe  wounded  Hearts, 
And  thofe  cou^d  dejlroy, 
There  ne'er  was  mere  Caufe  for  your  Triumphs  and  Joy. 

Hark,  hark,  the  Mufick  of  the  Spheres, 

Some  Wonder  approaching  declares  ; 
Such^  fuch,  as  has  not  hUfs'd  your  Eyes  and  Ears 

This  thoujand,  tboufand,  thoufand  Tears. 

See, 
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See,  fee  zvhat  the  Force  of  Love  can  make 

Who  rules  m  Heaven,  in  Earth  and  Sea; 
Behold  how  he  commands  the  Zod'iach 
While  the  fix^d  Signs  unhinging  all  obey. 
Not  one  of  which,  but  reprefents 

The  Attributes  of  Love, 
Who  governs  all  the  Elements 
In  Harmony  above. 

Chorus. 
Torfmce  Love  wore  his  Darts^ 

And  Virgins  grew  coy  ; 
Since  thefe  wounded  Hearts,  ' 
And  thofe  cou^d  deftroy. 
There  ne'er  was  more  Caufe  for  your  Triumphs  and  Joy, 

The  wanton  Avies  frjl  defcends. 

To  floow  the  Vigor  and  the  Play, 
Beginning  Love,  beginning  Love  'attends, 
When  the  young  Pajfign  is  all-over  Joy, 
He  bleats  his  f oft  Pain  to  the  fair  curled  Throntr, 
And  he  leaps,  and  he  bounds,  and  loves  all  the  day  lonu 
At  once  Love's  Courage  and  his  Slavery 

In  Taurus  is  exprejs'd, 
Tho  o'er  the  Plains  the  Conqueror  be,- 

The  generous  Beajl 
Does  to  theXcke  fubmit  his  noble  Breajl ; 
While  Gem'mi  fmiling  and  twining  of  Armr, 

Shews  Love's  foft  Indearments  and  Charms ; 
And  CancGT'sJIow  Motion  the  degrees  do  exprefs 
Refpertful  Love  arrives  to  Happinefs.  ' 

Leo  his  Strength  and  Majefiy^  '     ^ 

Virgo  her  bhfhing  Modefiy^.  C 

And  Libra  all  his  Equity.  C 

His  Subtilty  dees  Scorpio  ihow. 
And  Sagittarius  all  his  loofe  defirey 
By  Capricorn  his  forward  Humour  know. 
And  Aqua,  Lovers  Tears  that  taife  his  Fire, 
While  Pifce?,  which  intwin\i  do  move. 
Shew  thtfoft  flay,  and  wanton  Arti  of  Lo%u 

i^  5  ~        Choruj; 
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Chorus. 

For  [i nee  Love  wore  his  Darts, 

uind  Virgins  grew  coy ; 
Since  thefe  wounded  Hearts, 
And  thofe  coWd  dejlroy, 
Ihere  nier  was  more  Caufefor  Jriumphs  and  Joy, 

— ^See  how  fhe  turns,  and  fends  her  Signs  to  Earth. 

Behold   the  Ram,  Aries fee  Taurus   next  defcends  ; 

then  Gemini fee  how  the  Boys  embrace.' Next 

Cancer,  then  Leo,  then  the  Virgin  -,  next  to  her  Libra — 
Scorpio^  Sagittar,  Capricorn,  Aquarius,  Pifces.  This 
eight  thoufand  Years  no  Emperor  has  defcendsd,  but 
Incognito  ;  but  when  he  does,  to  make  his  Journey  more 
magnificent,  the  Zodiack,  Sir,  attends  him. 
I>o^,  *Tis  all  amazing,  Sir. 

Kep.  Now,  Sir,  behold  the  Globick  >Jf^orld  defcends 
?wo  thoufand  Leagues  below  its  wonted  Station,  to  (hew 
Obedience  to  its  proper  Monarch, 

[Afier  which,  the  Globe  of  the  Moon  appears,  firfi 
like  a  new  Moon,  as  it  moves  forward  it  in^ 
ereafes  till  it  comes  to  the  Full.  When  it  is  de- 
fcended,  it  opens,  andjljews  the  Emperor  and 
'  the  Prince.  They  come  forth  with  ail  their 
Train,  the  Flutes  playing  a  Symphony  before 
them,  which  prepares  the  Song^  Which  emkd  the 
Dancers  mingle  as  before, 

A  S  O  N  G. 

A   LL  Joy  to  Mortals,  Joy  and  Mirth^ 
jr\  Eternal  lO'S  fing*, 
Jhe  Gods  of  Lo\)e  defcend  to  Earthy 

Their  Darts  have  lofl  the  Sting, 
The  Touth  fnall  now  complain  ns  more 

0/ Sylvia's  needlefs  Scorn, 
But  flje  (hall  love,  if  he  adore. 

And  mslt  when  he  fiall  bu-rn^ 

7kt 
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The  Nymph  no  longer  fiall  be  fljy^ 

But  leave  the  jilting  Road ; 
^«^  Daphne  now  no  more  JJjall  fiy 

The  wounded  panting  God ; 
But  allf}}all  be  ferene  and  fairy 

No  fad  Complaints  of  Love 
Shall  fill  the  gentle  ivhifpering  Air, 

No  echoing  Sighs  the  Grove» 

Beneath  the  Shades  young  Strephon  lies^    , 

Of  all  his  mf;  pojfefs'd  ; 
Gazing  on  Sylvia^  charming  EyeSy 

IVhofe  Soul  is  there  confefs'd. 
All  foft  and  fiveet  the  Maid  appears y 

Wtth  Looks  that  know  no  Art, 
And  tho  flje  yields  with  trembling  lears^ 

she  yields  with  all  her  Heart, 

> See,  Sir,  the  Cloud  of  Foreigners  appear?,  Trench^ 

E-ngliih^  Spaniards^  Danes,  Turks,  RuJ/tans,  Indians^  2nd 
ihe  nearer  Climes  of  Chrlftendom  ^  and  laftly.  Sir,  be- 
hold the  mighty  Emperor 

f  ji  Chariot  appears^  made  like  a  Half  Moon^  iff 
which  IS  Cinthio/or  the  Emperor^  richly  drefs\t^ 
and  Charmante  for  the  Prince^  richy  with  a 
good  many  Hercts  attending^  Cinihio'j  Tram 
born  by  four  Cupids,  The  Song  continuet 
while  they  defcend  and  land.  They  addrefs 
themfelves   to  Elaria  and  Bellemante.  • 

JDclrtor  falls  en  his  Facty  the   reft  bow  very 
low  as  they  pafs.     They  make  ft;»s  to  Keplair. 
Kep.  The  Emperor  wou'd  have  you  rife,  Sir,  he  will 
cxped  no  Ceremony  from  the  Father  of  his  Mifbefs, 

[_rakes  him  up*.. 
I>o6i.    I  cannof,    Sir,    behold   his  Miohtinefs— — ^ihe 
Splendor  of  his  Majefty  confounds  me, 

Kep>»  You  muft  be  moderate,  Sir,  it  is  expcded. 

\The  two  Lovers  make  all  the  Signs  of  Love  ir:- 
dumb  /how  to  the  Ladies y  while  the  fofi 
Aiujick  plays  again  from  the  End  of  the  Song. 
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Vo6l,  Shall  i  not  have  the  Joy  to  hear  their  heavenly 
Voices,  Sir  ? 

Kep.  They  never  fpeak  to  any  Subjeft,  Sir,  when 
they  appear  in  Royalry,  but  by  Interpreters,  and  that  by 
way  of  Stentraphon,  in  manner  of  the  Delphick  Oracles. 

I>o6i.  Any  way,  fo  I  may  hear  the  Senfe  of  what  they 
WOuM  fay. 

Kep,  No  doubt  you  will Bnt  fee  the  Emperor  com- 
mands by  Signs  his  Foreigners  to  dance, 

{.Soft  Mufick  changes, 

A  very  Anticl^  Dance,     The  Dance  ended,  the  Front 

Scene  draws  ojf^  and  JIjovjs  a  Temple^  with  an 

Altar,    one  fpeaktng  thro  a   Stentraphon  from 

behind  it.     Soft  Mufick  plays  the  while. 

Kep,  Moft  Learned  Sir,  the  Emperor  now  is  going  to 
t^edare  himfelf,  according  to  his  Cuftom,  to  his  Subje<fts. 
Liften 

Sten.  Moft  Reverend  Sir,  whofe  Virtue  did  incite  us^ 
Whofe  Daughter's  Charms  did  more  invite  us ; 
We  come  to  orace  her  with  that  Honour, 
That  never  Mortal  yet  had  done  her  ; 
Once  only,  Jove  was  known  in  Story, 
To  vifit  Semele  in  Glory. 
But  fital  *twas,  he  fo  enjoy'd  her, 
Her  own  ambitious  Flame  deftroy'd  her. 
His  Charms  too  fierce  for  Flefh  and  Blood, 
She  dyM  embracing  of  her  God. 
We  gentler  marks  of  Padion  give, 
The  Maid  we  love,  fhall  love  and  live; 
Whom  vifibly  we  thus  will  grace. 
Above  the  reft  of  human  Race. 
Say,  is*t  your  Will  that  we  fhouM  wed  her. 
And  nightly  in  Difguifes  bed  her  ? 

DoH,  The  Glory  is  too  great  for  Mortal  Wife. 

[Kneels  with  Tranfport. ' 

Sten,  What  then  remains,  but  that  we  confummate 
This  happy  Marriage  in  our  fplendid  State  ? 

DoCh  Thus  low  I  kneel^  in  thanks  for  this  great  Blef^ 
iGng. 

Cintbtc 
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Cinihio  M^^i.Elaria  h-^  the  Hand;  Charmante,  Bel- 

lemante  ;  two  of  the  Singers  in  -vchhe  being  Priejls^ 

they  lead  Um  to  the   Altar,  the  whole  Company 

dividing  on  either  fide.     Where,  while  a  Hymeneal 

Song  is  fung,  the  Prieji  joins  their  Hands  :  The 

Song  ended,  and  they  marry" d,  they  come  forth\ 

but  before  they  come  forward,two  Chariots  defcend 

cne  on  one  fide  above,  and  the  other  on  the  other 

fide  J  in  which    is  Harlequin  drefs'd  like  a  Moc\ 

Hero^  with  others  ;  and  Scaramouch  in  the  othery 

drefs'd  fo  in  Helmets. 

Scar.  Stay  mighty  Emperor,  and  vouchfafe  to  be  the 

Umpire  of  our  Difference.  [_Cinthio  figns  to  Keplair/ 

Kep,  What  are  you  ? 

Scar»  Two  neighbouring  Princes  to  your  vaft  Domi- 
nion. 

Har.  Knights  of  the  Sun,  our  honourable  Titles, 
And  fight  for  that  fair  Mortal,  MopfophiL 

Mop.  Blefs  us! my  two  precious  Lovers,  I'll  war- 
rant *,  well,  I  had  better  take  up  with  one  of  them,  thaa 
lie  alone  to  Night. 

Scar.  Long  as  two  Rivals  we  have  lov'd  and  hop' J, 
Both  equally  endeavour'd,  and  both  fail'd. 
At  laft  by  joint  Confent,  we  both  agreed 
To  try  our  Titles  by  the  Dint  of  Lance, 
And  chofe  your  Mightinefs  for  Arbitrator. 
Kep.  The  Emperor  gives  Confent. 

[They  both,  all  arm^d  with  gilded  Lances  and 
Shields  of  Black,  with  Golden  Suns  painted. 
The  Mufick  plays  a  fighting  Tune,     They  fight 

at  Barriers,  to  the  Tune. Harlequin  is  often 

fail'd,  but  advances  fidl',  at  laft  Scaramouch 
throws  him,  and  is  Conqueror  \  all  give  judg- 
ment for  him. 
Kep,  The  Emperor  pronounces  you  are  Vidor..     ■   . 

[To  Scar. 
Bo^.  Receive  your  Miftrefs,  Sir,  as  the  Reward  of  your 

undoubted  Valour [Prefents  Mopfophil. 

Scar.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir,  and  Scaramouch  re- 
turns you  humble  Thanks,  .  [F«/f  off  his  Helmet^ 

J>o£f^ 
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Do^,  Ha, — Scaramouch  !       IBawls  out,  and  falls  in  a 
Chair,  They  all  go  to  him. 

My  Heart  mifgiveSj  me Oh,  I  ana  undone  and  cheated 

every  way,  \^Bawling  out. 

Kep.  Be  patient,  Sir,  and  call  up  all  your  Virtue, 
You're  only  cur*d,  Sir,  of  a  Difeafe 
That  long  has  reign*d  over  your  nobler  Faculties. 
Sir,  I  am  your  Phyfician,  Friend  and  Counfellor; 
It  was  not' in  the  Power  of  Herbs  or  Minerals, 
Of  Reafon,  common  Senfe,  and  right  Religion, 
To  draw  you  from  an  Error  that  unmann'd  you. 

Vodi,  1  will  be  patient,  Gemlemen,  and  hear  you, 
t— Are  not  you  Ferdinand  ? 

Kep,  I  am, — and  thefe  are  Gentlemen  of  Quality, 
That  long  have  lov'd  your  Daughter  and  your  Niece; 
T>on  Cinthio  this,  and  this  is  Don  Charmame^ 
The  Vice-Roy's  Nephews  both. 
Who  found  as  Men — *iwas  impoflible  to  enjoy  *em. 
And  therefore  try'd  this  Statagem. 

Cm,  Sir,  1  befeech  you,  mitigate  your  Grief, 
Altho  indeed  we  are  but  mortal  Men, 
Yet  we  fiiall  love  you,  ferve  you,  and  obey  you. 

Do^i.  Are  not  you  then  the  Emperor  of  the  Moon  ? 
And  you  the  Prince  of  Thunderland  ** 

Cin,  There's  no  fuch  Perfon,  Sir. 
Thefe  Stories  are  the  Fantoms  of  mad  Brains, 
To  puzzle  Fools  withal — the  Wife  laugh  at  'em- 
Come,  Sir,  you  fhall  no  longer  be  imposed  upon. 

DoH,  No  Emperor   of  the    Moon,    and    no  Moon- 
World  ! 

Char.  Ridiculous  Inventions. 
If  we'ad  not  lov'd  you,  you*ad  been  ftill  impos'd  on ; 
You  had  brought  a  Scandal  on  your  learned  Name, 
And  a!I  fucceediag  Ages  had  defpis'd  it.  [//«  leaps  up, 

Dofi.  Burn  all  my  Books,  and  let  my  Study  blaze, 
Burn  all  to  Afhes,  and  be  fure  the  Wind 
Scatter  the  vile  contagious  monftroHS  Lyes, 
■—— Moft  Noble  Youths — you've  honour'd  me  with  your 
Alliance,  and  you,  and  all  your  Friends,  Afliftances  in 
this  gloiious  Miracle,   I  invite  to  Night  to  rev«i  with 
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me. — Come  all  and  fee  my  happy  Recantation  of  all  the 
Follies,  Fables  have  infpir'd  till  now.  Be  pleafant  to  re- 
peat your  Story,  to  tell  me  by  what  kind  degrees  you 
cozen'd  me. 

1  fee  there's  nothing  in  Philofophy - 

Of  all  that  writ,  he  was  the  wifeft  Bard,  who  fpoke  this 

mighty  Truth 

"  He  that  knew  all  that  ever  Learning  writ, 
'*  Knew  only  this — that  he  knew  nothing  yet. 
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To  be  fpoken  by  Mrs.  Cooke. 

With  our  old  Plays,  as  with  dull  Wife  it  farei^ 
To  whom  you  have  been  marry'' d  tediom  Years^ 

loii  cry She^s  wondrous  good,  it  is  confefs'd^  "^ 

But  jlill  ^tis  Chapon  Boiiille  at  the  hefi  ;  C 

That  conjiant  Dijh  can  never  mal(e  a  teafi  :  3 

Tet  the  paWd  Pleafur^  you  muft  fttll  purfucy 

Tou  give  fo  fmall  Incouragement  for  new  ^ 

And  who  would  drudge  for  fuch  a  wretched  -^ge^ 

Who  want  the  Bravery  to  fupport  one  Stage  / 

The  wifer  Wits  have  now  new  Meafures  fet. 

And  taken  up  new  Trades^  that  they  may  hutt* 

No  more  your  nice  fan  t  a  flick  Pleafures  ferve^ 

Your  Pimps  you  pay  t  but  let  your  Poets  Jlarve. 

They  long  in  vain  for  better  Lfage  hop^d. 

Till  quite  undone  and  tir'd,  they  dropt  and  dropt  | 

Not  one  is  left  will  write  for  thin  third  Day, 

Like  defperate  Pickeroons^  no  Prize  no  Play^ 

And  when  they  have  done  their  befty  the  Recompence 

Jy,  Damn  the  Sot,  his  Play  wants  common  Senfe* 
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lll-natur'd  Wits^  who  can  fo  ill  requite 

The  drudging  Slaves,  who  for  your  Pleafure  write. 

Look  back  on  flourijhing  Rome,  ye  proud  Ingrates, 
And  fee  how  JIh  her  thriving  Poets  treats: 
Wijely  fje  priz,'d  'em  at  the  noblejl  Rate^ 
As  necejfary  Minijiers  of  State, 
And  Contributions  raised  to  make  "em  great. 
They  from  the  publick  RanJ^  flje  did  maintain. 
And  freed  from  want,  they  only  writ  for  Fame -^ 
And  were  as  ufeful  in  a  City  held. 
As  formidable  Armies  in  the  Field. 
They  but  a  Con  que  [I  over  Men  purfud," 
While  thefe  by  gentle  force  the  Soul  fubdu^d. 
Not  Rome  in  ail  her  happiejl  Pomp  cou'd  /JjOW 
A  greater  Csefar  than  we  boa(l  oj  now; 
Auguftus  reigns,  but  Poets  fitll  are  law. 

May  Caefar  live,  and  while  his  mighty  Hand 
Is  fcattering  Plenty  over  all  the  Land  j 
With  God-like  Bounty  recompenfmg  all. 
Some  fruitful  drops  may  on  the  Afufesfall; 
Since  honefi  Pens  do  hts  jufi  caufe  afford 
E^ual  Advantage  with  the  ufeful  Sword. 


THE 
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Amorous  Prince 


PROLOGUE. 


Ell  !  you  exfe6l  a  Prologue  to  the  Play^ 
.^  1^  And  you  expeft  it  too  Petition-way  - 


^  fS  With  Chapeau  bas  befeeching  you  t'  excujs 
T^^M^  A  damnd  Intrigue  of  an  unpra^is'd  Alufe  ; 
Tell  you  it's  Fortune  waits  upon  your  Smiles, 
And  when  you  frown^  Lord  how  you  kill  the  whiles  J 
Or  elfe  to  rally  up  the  Sins  of  th*  Age^ 
And  bring  each  Fop  in  Toivn  upon  the  Stage  \ 
And  in  one  Prologue  run  tnore  Vices  o'er^ 
Than  either  Court  or  City  knew  before  : 
Ah  !  that's  a  Wonder  which  will  pleafe  you  tcc^ 
But  my  Commtjfions  not  t)  pleafe  you  now, 
Itrfi  then  for  you  grave  Dons,  who  love  no  Phy 
But  what  is  regular.  Great  Johnfon'i  way  ^ 
Who  hate  the  Monfieur  with  the  Farce  and  Droits 


But  are  for  things  well  faid  with  Spirit  and  Soul  y  ^ 
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"Tts  >^ou  I  mean,  whofe  Judgment  will  admit 
2^0  Interludes  of  fooling  with  your  Wit  • 
You*re  here  defeated^  and  anon  will  cry, 
^Sdeath  /  wou^d  'twere  treafon  to  write  Comedy* 
So  !  there's  a  Party  loji  ;  now  for  the  refi, 
V/ho  fwear  they^d  rather  hear  a  fmutty  Je/i 
Spoken  by  Nokes  or  Angel,  than  a  Scene 
Of  the  admir\i  and  well-penned  Catali'ne  ; 
Who  love^  the  Comtek  Hat,  the  Jig  and  Dance, 
Things  that  are  fitted  to  their  Ignorance  : 
Ton  ICO  are  quite  undone,  for  here's  no  Farce 
Damn  rne  I  you'll  cry,  this  Play  will  be  mine  A- 
^ot  Jertous,  nor  yet  comick,  what  is't  then  ? 
Th'  imperfeii  jffi^e  of  a  lukeivar??}  Brain  : 
'Twas  born  before  its  time,  and  fuch  a  Whelp  ; 
As  all  the  afier 'lickings  could  not  help. 
Bait  it  then  as  ye  pleafe.  We'll  not  defend  it^ 
£Hf  he  that  df^'at^frovn  ity  kt  kirn  fimd  it. 
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Dramatis  Perfon^, 


MEN. 

Frederick,  Son  to  the  Duke. 

Curtiusy  his  Friend. 

LorenzOf  a  rich  extravagant  Lord,  a  kind  of  Favorite  to 

Frederick, 
\Antomoy  a  Nobleman  of  'Florence, 
Mberto^  his  dear  Friend,  a  Nobleman  alfo. 
Pietroy  Man  to  Curtius, 
Galliardy  Servant  to  the  Prince. 
Valet  to  Antonio. 

WOMEN. 

Clarwa^  Wife  to  Antonio, 

Jfmenia,  Sifter  to  Antonio,  m  love  With  Athrtol 

Laura,  Sifter  to  Lorenzo,  in  love  with  Curtius, 

Chris,  Sifter  to  Curtius,  difguisM  like  a  Country  Maid, 

in  love  with  Frederick 
IfahelU,  ^oman  to  Ctarina, 
Lucia,  Maid  to  Cloris, 
Guilliatn,  Man  to  Clorii,  a  Country-fellow. 
Pages  and  Mufick.  * 

'  S  C  E  N  E,  r^f  Court  of  Florence. 


ACT 
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A  C  T   I.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

The  Chamber  ofOXons, 

Enter  Cloris  dreff;  in  her  Night  Attire^  with  Frederick 
drejfmg  himfelf» 

C^<''  A  ^^  ^'''^  yo"  ^eave  me  now  to  Fears, 

r\  Which  Love  \i  felfcan  hardly  fatisfy  ? 
But  rhofe,  and  that  together  fure  will  kill  me, 
If  you  ftay  long  away. 

^    Tred,  My  Dear,  'u's  almoft  day,  and  wemuft  part; 
Should    thofe   rude  Eyes  'mongft  whom  thou   dweirft 

perceive  us, 
'Twould  prove  unhappy  both  to  iheeand  me. 

Clor,  And  will  you.  Sir,  be  conftant  to  your  Vows? 

¥tsd.  Ah  Claris  J  do  not  queftion  what  I've  fwoin  j 
If  thou  would'ft  have  it  once  again  repeated, 
I'll  do*r.    By  all  that's  good,  I'll  marry  thee ; 
By  that  moft  Holy  Alrar,  before  which  we  kneel'd, 
When  fiift  I  faw  the  brighteft  Saint  that  e'er  ador'd  it ; 
I  il  marry  none  but  thee,  my  deareft  Cloris^ 

Clcr,  Sir,  you  have  faid  enough  to  gain  a  credit 
With  any  Maid,  tho  fhe  had  been  deceiv'd 
By  fome  fuch  Flatteries  as  thefe  before. 
I  never  knew  the  pains  of  Fear  till  now ;  [Sighs* 

And  ycu  muft  needs  forgive  the  Faults  you  make, 
For  had  I  ftiH  remained  in  Innocence, 
I  fliould  have  ftiJl  believ'd  you. 

Fred,  Why  dofl  tliou  nor,  my  Love  ? 

C^r.  Some  doubts  I  have,  but  when  I  look  on  you, 
Tho  1  muft  bluOi  to  do  fo,  they  all  vaniOi  j 
Bui  I  provide  againft  your  abfence,  Sir. 

Ired, 
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Fred,  Make  no  provifion,  Cloris,  but  of  Hope, 
Prepare  thy  felf  againft  a  Wedding  day. 
When  thou  (liah  be  a  little  Deity  on  Earth. 

dor,  I  know  not  what  it  is  to  dwell  in  Courts, 
But  fure  it  muft  be  fine,  fince  you  are  there ; 
Yet  I  could  wiflb  you  were  an  humble  Shepherd, 
And  knew  no  other  Palace  than  this  Cottage  ^ 
Where  1  would  weave  you  Crowns,  of  Pinks  and  Daifics, 
And  you  (liould  be  a  Monarch  every  May, 

Fred.  And  Cloris,  I  could  be  content  to  fit 
With  thee,  upon  fome  fhady  River's  Bank, 
To  hear  thee  fing,  and  tell  a  Tale  of  Love. 
Por  thefe,  alas  1  I  could  do  any  thing  j 
A  Sheep-hook  I  could  prize  above  a  Sword  ; 
An  Army  I  would  quit  to  lead  a  Flock, 
And  more  efteem  that  Chaplet  wreath'd  by  thee, 
Than  the  viftorious  Bay ; 
All  this  I  could,  but  Dear  I  have  a  Father, 
Whom  for  thy  fake,  to  make  theegreat  and  glorious, 
I  would  not  lofe  my  Int'reft  with. 
But  Cbrisy  fee,  the  unkind  day  approaches, 
And  we  muft  kifs  and  part.^ 

dor.  Unkind  k  is  indeed,  may  it  prove  fo 
To  all  that  wifli  its  prefence, 
And  pafs  as  foon  away, 
That  welcome  Night  may  re-afTume  its  place, 
And  bring  you  quickly  back, 

Fred.  With  great  impatience  I'll  exped  that  Hour, 
That  fiiall  condud  me  in  its  Shades  to  thee  •, 
Farewel. 

dor.  Farewel  Sir,  if  you  muft  be  gone.  [Sighs, 

Fred,  One  Kifs,  and  then  indeed  1  will  begone. 

[KiJJes  her. 
A  new  blown  Rofe  kift  by  the  Morning  Dew, 
Has  not  more  natural  Sweetnefs. 
Ah  Cloris  J  can  you  doubr  that  Heart, 
To  whom  luch  Bleftings  you  impart? 
rJnjuftly  you  fufpeft  that  Prize, 
Won  by  fuch  Touches  and  fuch  Eye?. 

My 
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My  Fatreft,  turn  that  Face  away, 
Unlefs  I  could  for  evei  ftay  ; 
Turn  but  a  little  while  I  go. 

dor.  Sir,  I  muft  fee  ihelaft  of  you, 

Fred,  I  dare  not  difobey  ;  adieu  till  Evening.       [Exit^ 
Enter  Lucia. 

dor.  How  now,  Lucia ;  is  my  Father  up  ? 

Luc,  No,  not  a  Moufe  ftirs  yet ;  I  have  kept  a  true 
Watch   all  this   Night,  for  I  was  cruelly  afraid  left  we 
fhould  have  been  furpriz'd'       ■'■  ■ 
Is  the  Prince  gone  ?  but  why  do  I  ask,  that  may  read  It 
in  your  fad  Looks. 

dor.  Yes,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  too  has  taken— 

[Sighs. 

Luc,  What  has  he  taken  ?  I'll  fwear  you  frighten  me. 

dor.  My  Heart,  Lucia, 

Luc,  Your  Heart,  I  am  glad  'tis  no  worfe. 

dor,   Why,  what  doft  think  he  fhould  have  taken  ? 

Luc,  A  thing  more  hard  to  hard  to  have  been  reco- 
vered again. 

dor.  What  thing  prithee  ? 

Luc.  Your  Maiden-head. 

dor.  What's  that  > 

Luc.  A  thing  young  Gallants  long  extremely  for, 
And  when  they  they  have  it  too,  they  fay 
They  care  not  a  Daify  for  the  Giver, 

dor.   How  comeft  thou  fo  wife,  Lucia  .«* 

Luc.  Oh  the  fine  Gentleman  that  comes  a-nlghts  with 
the  Prince,  told  me  fo  much,  and  bid  me  be  fure  never  to' 
part  with  h  for  fine  Words ;  for  Men  would  lye  as  often 
as  they  fwore  ;  and  fo  bid  me  tell  you  too. 

dor.  Oh  Lucia  ! 

Luc,  Why  do  you  figh? 

dor.  To  think  if  Princes  were  like  common  Men, 
How  I  Qiould  be  undone, 
Since  I  have  given  him  all  I  had  to  give ; 
And  who  that  looks  on  him  can  blame  my  Faiih? 

Luc,  Indeed  he  furpaffes  D^tww  far; 
But  Tad  forgot  my  felf,  you  are  ihe-Prince's  Wife  ; 
He  faid  you  Ihould  be  kneel'd  to,  and  ador'd, 

And 
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And  never look'd  on  but  on  Holy-days: 
That  many  Maids  fhould  wait  upon  your  call. 
And  ftrow  fine  Flowers  for  you  lo  tread  upon. 
Mufick  and  Love  fhould  daily  fill  your  Ears, 
And  all  your  other  Senfes  fliould  be  ravifli'd' 
With  wonders  of  each  kind,  great  as  your  Beauty. 

Clor.  Lucia,  methinks  you  have  learnt  to  fpeak  fine 
things.  ^ 

Luc,  I  have  a  thoufand  more  I've  heard  him  fay ; 
Oh  I  could  liften  a  whole  Night  to  hear  him  talk-  * 
But  hark,  I  hear  a  Noife,  the  Houfe  is  up, 
A«d  muft  not  find  us  here. 

dor.   Lock  up  this  Box  of  Jewels  for  me. 

Luc.  Oh  rare  !  what  did  thefe  come  to  night  ? 

Clor.  Yes,  yes,  away.  '  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.     A  Grove, 

Enter  Curtius  and  Pietro. 

Cur,  I  wonder  the  Prince  ftays  fo  long  5 
I  do  not  like  thefe  Night- works  ; 
Were  I  not  confident  of  C/c)r;i's  Virtue, 

Which  fhall  no  more  be  tempted. 

1  hear  fome  coming,  and  hope  'tis  ^^ 
Pietro,  are  the  Ho'rres  ready  I 

Pier.  Yes  my  Lord.  {Exit. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Cur,  Sir,  you  are  welcome  fiom  Cloris*s  Arms. 

Fred.  \5^ith  much  ado,  I  am  got  loofe  from  thofe  faic 
Fetteis,  bur  not  from  thofe  of  her  Beauty  ; 
By  thefe  fhe  ftill  inflames  me, 
In  fpite  of  all  my  humours  of  Inconftancy; 
So  Ibft  and  younj:,  fo  fair  and  innoctnt. 
So  full  of  Air,  and  yet  of  Languifhment  •, 
So  much  of  Nature  in  her  Heart  and  Eye^ 
So  timorous  and  fo  kind  without  difguife  : 
Such  untaught  Sweets  in  every  part  do  move. 
As  'gainft  my  Reafon  does  compel  my  Love  ; 
Such  artlefs  fmileslook  fo  unorder'd  too. 
Gains  more  than  all  the  charms  of  Courts  can  do ; 

From 
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Prom  Head  to  Foot,  a  fpotlefs  Statue  feems. 
As  Art,  not  Nature,  had  compos'd  her  Limbs; 
So  white,  and  fo  unblemifh'd,  oh  Curiius  / 
I'm  ravifht  beyond  Senfe  when  I  but  think  on't  ; 
How  much  more  muft  my  Surprize  be. 
When  1  behold  thefe  W^onders. 

Cur,  And  have  you  Teen  her,  Sir,  in  all  this  Beauty  ? 
Oh  Hell !  ly/ide. 

Fred,  Curtius,  1  will  not  bide. my  Soul  from  thee; 
1  have  feen  all  the  marvels  of  that  Maid. 

Cur.  My  Soul,  learn  now  the  Art  of  being  difguisM  ; 

, 'Tis  much,  my  Lord,  that  one 

Bred  in  fuch  (imple  Innocence, 

Should  learn  fo  foon  fo  much  of  Confidence  : 

Pray,  Sir,  what  Arts  and  Cunning  do  you  ufe  ? 

Fred.  Faith  time  and  importunity  refufe  no  body. 

Cur,  Is  that  the  way?  had  you  no  other  Aids  \ 
Made  you  no  promife  to  her,  Sir,  of  Marriage? 

Fred,  Oh,  yes  in  abundance,  that's  your  only  bait, 
And  tho  they  cannot  hope  we  will  perform  h^ 
Yet  it  fecures  their  Honour  and  my  Pleafure. 

Cur,  Then,  Sir,  you  have  enjoy 'd  her  ? 

Fred.  Oh  yes,  and  gathered  Sweets  „ 
Would  make  an  Anchoret  negleft  his  Vow, 
And  think  he  had  miftook  his  way  to  future  blifs, 
Which  only  can  be  found  in  fuch  Embraces- 
Twas  hard  to  gain,  but,  Curtius,  when  once  Vidor, 
Oh  how  the  joys  of  Conqueft  did  enflave  me  ! 

Cur.  Bur,  Sir,  methinks'cis  much  that  fhe  fhould  yield. 
With  only  a  bare  prom.ife  that  you'd  many  her. 

Fred.  Yes,  there  was  fomething  more— —.but— — 

Cur,  Bur,  what  Sir,  you  are  not  married. 

Fred,  Faith  yes,  I've  made  a  Vow, 
And  that  you  know  would  go  as  far  as  any  other  Man. 

Cur.  But  (lie  it  feems  forgot  you  were  the  Prince  ? 

Fred,  No,  fhe  urg'd  tha'  too. 
And  left  no  Arguments  unus'd 
Might  make  me  fenfible  of  what  I  did; 
JSut  I  was  fixt,  and  overcame  them  ai, 

Re- 
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Repeating  ftill  my  Vows  and  Pafllons  for  her 
Till  in  the  prefence  of  her  Maid  and  Heaven* 
We  folemnly  contrafted. 

Cur,  Bur,  Sir,  by  your  permifllon  was  it  well  ? 

Fred,  What  wouldit  thou  have  him  do 
That's  all  on  fire,  and  dies  for  an  Enjoyment  ? 

Cur,  But  having  gain'd  it,  do  you  love  her  ftilj  > 

'Ered,  Yes,  yes,  extremely, 
And  would  be  conftant  to  the  Vows  I've  made 
Were  I  a  Man,  as  thou  art  of  thy  {t\^ -,  ' 

But  with  the  aid  of  Counfels  I  muft  chufe, 
And  what  my  Soul  adores  I  muft  refufe. 

Cur,  This  PafUon,  Sir,  PoiTeffion  will  deftroy, 
And  you'l  love  \t(s^  the  more  you  do  enjoy. 

Tred,  That's  all  my  hope  of  cure  ;  I'll  ply  that  game 
And  flacken  by  degrees  th'  unworthy  flame.  ' 

Cur,  Methinks,  my  Lord,  it  had  more  generous  been 
To  ve  check 'd  that  flame  when  firft  it  did  be<^in 
E'er  you  the  flighted  Vrftory  had  won,  ' 

And  a  poor  harmlefs  Virgin  quite  undone  : 
And  what  h  worfe,  you've  made  her  love  you  too. 

"Bred,  Faith  that's  the  greater  mifchief  of  the  two ; 
I  know  to  fuch  nice  virtuous  Souls  as  thine. 
My  jufl:er  Inclination  \^  a  Crime : 
But  I  love  Pleafures  which  thou  canft  not  prize, 
Beyond  dull  gazing  on  thy  Miftrefs'  Eyes, 
The  lovely  Objeft  which  enflaves  my  Heart, 
Muftyet  more  certain  Cures  than  Smiles  impart: 
And  you  on  Laura  have  the  fame  defign. 

Cur,  Yes,  Sir,  when  juftify'd  by  Laws  divine. 

Ertd,  Divine  !  a  pleafant  Warrant  for  your  Sin, 
Which  being  not  made,  we  ne'er  had  guilty  been. 
But  now  we  fpeak  of  Laura^ 
Prithee  when  is't  that  I  fhall  fee  that  Beauty? 

Gtir.  Never  I  hope  [Afide.']  I  know  not,  Sir, 
Her  Father  ftill  is  cruel,  and  denies  me, 
What  (he  and  I  have  long  made  fuit  in  vain  for  i 
But,  Sir,  your  Intereft  might  prevail  with  him, 
.When  he  fhall  know  I'm  one  whom  you  efteeao } 

Vol.  IY.  M  He     ^ 
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He  will  allow  my  flame,  and  my  addrefs, 
He  whom  you  favour  cannot  doubt  Succefs. 
fred.  This  day  I  will  begin  to  ferve  thee  in  it. 
Cur,  Sir,  'twill  be  difficult  to  get  accefs  to  her, 
Her  Father  is  an  humorous  old  Man, 
And  has  his  fits  of  Piide  and  Kindnefs  too. 

-pred.  Well,  after  Dinner  I  will  try  my  Power, 
And  will  not  quit  his  Lodgings  till  I  have  won  him. 
Cur,  I  humbly  tiiank  you,  Sir. 
jred.  Come  let  us  hafte,  the  Day  comes  on  apace. 

[_Ex,  Fr«d. 
Cut.  I'll  wait  upon  you,  Sir. 
Ob,  Clorii^  thou'rt  undone,  falfe  amorous  Girl ; 
Wa's  it  for  this  I  bred  thee  in  obfcurity, 
Without  permitting  thee  to  know  what  Courts  meant. 
Left  their  too  powerful  Temptation 
Mioht  have  betray'd  thy  Soul  > 
Not  fufferirig  thee  to  know  thy  Name  or  Parents, 
Thinking  an  humble  Life  might  have  fecur'd  thy  Virtue  : 
And  yet  I  (hould  not  hate  thee  for  this  Sin, 
Since  thou  an  bred  in  fo  much  Innocence, 
Thou  cculdft  not  dream  of  Falfity  in  Men:  ^ 
Oh  that  it  were  permitted  me  to  kill  this  Prince, 
t*his  falfe  perfidious  Prince  ^ 
And  yet  he  knows  not  that  he  has  abus'd  me. 
When  did  1  know  a  Man  of  fo  much  Virtue, 
That  would  refufe  fo  fweet  and  foft  a  Maid  ? 

Mn    he  is  juft  and  good,  only  too  much  mifled 
By  Youth  and  flartery;  ,jl    r^  .     j«  • 

And  one  to  whom  my  Soul  is  ty  d  by  Friendlhip; 

Yet  wltat's  a  Friend,  a  name  above  a  Sifter  > 

Is  not  her  Honour  mine? 

And  fliall  not  I  revenge  the  lofs  of  it  ? 

Jt  is  but  common  Juilice. 

But  firft  I'll  try  all  gentle  means  I  may. 

And  let  him  know  that  Cloris  is  my  Sifter ; 

And  if  he  then  perfevere  in  his  Crime, 

I'll  lay  my  Intereft  and  my  Duty  by. 

And  punifti  him,  or  with  my  Honour  die.  S,Extt 

scen: 
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SCENE  III.     T'be  Apartment  ^/Antonio. 

Enter  Lorenzo  pulitni  in  of  Ifabella. 

Xi'r.  Nay,  nay,  Ifahelh,  there's  no  avoiding  me  now, 
you  and  I  muft  come  to  a  parley.  Pray  what's  the  reafon 
you  took  no  notice  of  me,  when  I  came  with  Co  civil  an 
addrefs  too  ? 

Ifal,  Can  you  ever  think  to  thrive  in  an  Amour,  when 
you  take  notice  of  your  M4ftrers,  or  any  that  belongs  to 
her,  in  pubh'ck,  and  when  (he's  a  married  Woman 
too  ? 

Lor,  Good  Ifabella,  the  lofer  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 
I  am  fure  it  has  been  a  plaguy  dear  Amour  to  me. 

Ifak  Let  me  hear  you  name  that  again,  and  you  fliall 
mifs  of  my  affiftance. 

Lor,  Nay,  do  but  he«r  me  a  little ;  I  vow  'tis  tha 
ftrangeft  thing  in  the  World,  a  Man  muft  part  from  To 
Minch  Money  as  I  have  done,  and  be  confin'd  to  Signs 
and  Grimaces  only,  to  declare  his  Mind  \n:  if  a  Manilas 
a  Tongue,  let  him  exercife  It,  I  fay,  as  lone  as  he  pays 
for  fpeaking.  °  ^  ' 

Ifab.  Agaifi  with  your  paying  for*t?  I  fee  you  are  not 
to  be  reclaimed  ;  farevvel_««. 

Lor,  Stay  good  Ifabella,  ftay,  and  thou  fhalt  hear  not 
ooe  word  of  that  more,  tho  I  am  foundly  urg*d  to't. 

Ifab,  Yes,  yes,  pray  count  them,  do  ;  I  know  yon 
long  to  be  at  ir,  and  I  am  fure  yo8  will  find  you  are  in 
Arrears  to  us. 

Lor.  Say  you  fo,  I  am  not  of  that  opinion:  but  weK^' 

let  me  fee here  'tis,  here  \h, my  Bill  o£ 

Charge  for  courting  Clar'ma, 

IBraws  out  his  Table  Book^  and  reads'^ 

Ifab,  And  here's  mine  for  the  returns  that  have  been 
made  you  \  begiji,  begin.  [Pulls  out  her  Book. 

Lor.  lumy  two  hundred  Crowns  to  ifAbelia  for  under- 
taking. 

Jfah,  Item,  I  have  promised  Lorenzo  to  ferye  hzm  in 
his  Amour  with  all  Fidelity. 

M  2  zor: 
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Lor.  W^ell,  I  own  that  Debt  paid,  if  you  keep  your 

word out  with  it  then-- —  \_He  crojjes  that  out. 

Item,  two  thoufand  Crowns  in  a  Bracelet  for  Clarina  5 
what  fay  you  to  that  now,  Ifabella  .^ 

Ifah.  Item^  the  day  after  they  were  prefenied,  flie  fa« 
luted  you  with  a  fmile  at  the  Chappel. 

Lor.  And  doft  thou  think  it  was  not  dearly  bought? 
Ifah.  No  Man  in  Florence  fliould  have  had  it  a  Souce 
cheaper. 

Lor»  Say  you  (0^  Jfahella  .«•  out  with  it  then. 

ICroJJes  it  out* 
Item^  one  hundred  more  to  thee  for  prefeniing  them. 

Ifab,  Which  I  did  with  fix  lyes  in  your  Commeadation, 
worth  ten  Piftole^  a  piece  for  the  exaftnefs  of  a  Lye; 
write  there  indebted  to  me— — 

Lor,  Nay  then  thou  doft  deferve  it ;  Refts  due  to 
Jfahella.  [Writes, 

it €772 ,  Innumerable  Serenades,  Night- walks.  Affronts  and 
Tears ;  and  laftly,  to  the  Poets  for  Songs,  and  the  like. 

Ifah,  All  which  was  recompenfed  in  the  exceffive 
laughing  on  you  that  Day  you  praunc'd  under  our  Win- 
dow on  Horfeback,  when  you  made  fuch  a  d«al  of  Ca- 
priol  and  Curver. 

Lor.  Yes,  where  I  ventured  my  Neck  to  fhew  my 
Aftivity,  and  therefore  may  be  well  accounted  amongft 
my  Lofles. 

ifab.  Then  (he  receiv'd  your  Prefents,  fuffer'd  youc 
Serenades,  without  fending  her  Foot-men  to  break  youi* 
Pate  v/iih  the  Fiddles. 

Lor.  Indeed  that  was  one  of  the  beft  Signs ;  for  I 
have  been  a  great  Sufferer  in  that  kind  upon  -the  like 
occafions :  but  doft  thou  think  in  Conkience  that  this 
fliould  fatisfy  ? 

}fah.  Yes,  any  reafonable  Man  in  the  World,  for  the 
fiift  Month  at  lead  ;  and  yet  you  are  ftill  up  with  your 
£xpences,  as  if  a  Lady  of  her  Quality  were  to  be  gain'd 

without  them.^ -Let  me  hear  of  your  Expences  more, 

and  rU 

Lor.  Oh  fweet  ifabella  !  upon  my  Knees  1  beg  thou 
wilt  take  no  fatal  Refoluiion  j  for  I  proieft,  as  I  am 

Mar 
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Man  of  Honour,  and  adore  thy  Sex,  thou  fhalt  only  fee,, 
not  hear  of  my  Expences  more  ;  and  for  a  fmall  lefti- 
mony  of  ir,  here  take  this;  there's  twenty  Piftoles  upon 
Reputation.  [Gives  her  Money ^ 

Ifab,  Fy,  fy,  Ms  not  brave,  nor  generous  to  nan^e 
the  Sum,  you  (Viould  have  flid  it  mto  my  Coat,  without 
faying  what  you  had  done. 

Lor.  What  fignifies  that  mun,  as  long  as  'tis  current, 
and  you  have  it  fure  ? 

Ifab.  Well,  leave  the  management  af  your  Affairs  K) 

me What  fhall  we  do  ?  here's  Alberto. 

Enter  Alberto. 

Lor,  Well,  who  can  help  ii  ?  1  cannot  walk  invifible. 

Alb,  Lorenz.0^  what  making  Love  to  Ifabella^ 

Lor*  She'l  ferve,  my  Lord,  for  want  of  a  better. 

lf<xb.  That's  but  a  coarfe  Complement. 

Lor.  *Twiil  ferve  to  difguife  a  Truth  however. 

lAfids  to  her.  Ex,  Ifab. 
Faith  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  Vvas  fuch  another  Damfel  as  thJ5, 
that  fav'd  me  five  hundred  Pound  once  upon  a  time  -, 
and  I  have  l6v'd  the  whole  Tribe  of  Waiting-v/omea 
the  better  ever  fince. 

Alb,  You  have  reafon  ;  how  was  it  ? 

Lor,  Why  look  you,  Sir,  I  h«d  made  Love  a  long 
time  to  a  Lady  *,  but  (he  fhall  be  namelefs,  fince  (he  was 
of  a  quality  not  to  be  gain'd  under  the  aforefaid  Sum : 
well,  1  brought  it,  came  pouder'd  and  perfum'd,  ani 
high  in  expe^ation. 

Alb.  Well,  Sir. 

Lor.  And  fhe  had  a  very  pretty  Wench,  who  was  to 
condud  me,  and  in  the  dark  too;  and  on  my  Con- 
fcience,  I  e'en  fell  aboard  of  her,  and  was  as  well  ac- 
commodated for  my  five,  as  five  hundred  Pounds,  and 
fo  return'd. 

Alb.  A  great  defeat  to  the  Lady  the  while,  on  nray 
word. 

Lor.  Ay,  fhe  fmelt  the  Plot,  and  made  a  Vow  to  fof- 
low  the  Italian  mode  for  the  future  ;  and  be  ferv'd  in 
Affairs  of  that  kind  by  none  but  an  old  Woman. 
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Alh*  'Tw*  wittily  refo!v*cl. 

ior.  Are  you  for  the  Prefence  this  Mornlflg  \ 

Alb,  No,  I  have  bufinefs  here  with  Antdnio* 

Lor,  Your  Servant,  my  Lord.  [Exit, 

'Alt.  I  do  not  like  this  Fellow's  being  here. 
The  moft  notorious  Pimp  and  Rafcal  in  Italy  5 
""Tis  a  vile  fhame  that  fuch  as  be  (hould  live, 
Who  have  the  form  and  fenfe  of  Man  about  theaij 
And  in  their  Adion  Beaft  ; 
Aad  that  he  thrives  by  too. 

Enter  Ifabella. 
*~- — Jfahella^  is  Antonio  ftirring  ? 

J  fab*  He  is,  plcafe  your  LordPnip  to  walk  b. 

A.lh»  You  may  teil  him  1  wait  here  : 
lor  J  would  avoid  all  opportunity  of  feeing  Clarma, 

[AJide, 

Jfah,  2vly  Lord,  you  need  not  ftand  upon  Ceremonies. 

[Exit  Alberto. 
Enter  Clarina  and  Ifmena,  drefs'd  like  one  another  iri 
every  things  laughing  and  beholding  one  another, 

^ Drefs'd  already  I  now  on  my  confcience  I  know 

not  which  is  which ;  Pray  God  Antonio  be  not  miftaken 
at  nighr,  for  Til  be  fworn  I  am  by  day-light. 

Ifm,  Doft  think  I  may  pafs  thus  for  Clarina  ? 

Ifah,  Madam,  you  are  the  fame  to  a  hair  •,  wouM  I 
inight  nevei-  ftir  if  i  can  do  any  thing  but  wonder. 

Clar,  But  hark,  ifabella,  if  thou  fiiou'dft  have  heard 
amifs,  and  that  ihy  information  fhould  not  be  good,  thou 
haft  defeated  us  of  a  defign,  wherein  we  promife  our 
felves  no  little  pleafure. 

Ifm,  Yes  I  vow,  all  the  Jeft  is  loft  if  k  be  h, 

Ifab,  I  doubt  'twill  be  a  true  Jeft  on  your  fide.  [Afide» 
r-I  warrant  you,  Madam,  my  Intelligence  is  good  ^  and 
to  affure  you  of  what  I  bave  faid,  1  dare  undertake  you 
fhall  hear  the  fame  over  again ;  for  juft  now  Alberto  is 
come  to  vifit  my  Lord,  who  I  am  fure  will  entertain  him 
with  no  other  ftories,  but  ihofe  of  his  Jealoufy,  and  to 
perfuade  him  to  court  you. 

Clar,  'Tis  ftrange,  fince  he  fet  hitn  that  Task  fo  long 
Dgo,  he  would  not  begin  before. 

Ifm. 
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Ifm,  Nay,  pray  God  he  begin  now  ;  Sifter,  he  has 
hitherto  took  me  for  thee,  and  fometimes  his  Eyes  give 
me  hope  of  a  fecret  Fire  within,  but  'twill  not  out  \  and 
1  am  fo  impatient  till  he  declares  himfelf,  that  if  he  do 
not  do  it  foon,  I  fhall  e'en  tell  him  who  lam;  for  per- 
haps the  Wife  rakes  off  the  appetite,  which  would  fliarpen 
upon  knowledge  of  the  Virgin. 

Clar,  What  then,  you*Il  have  all  the  Sport  to  your  fetf? 
—But,  Ifmena,  remember  my  lit:le  Revenge  on  Antcmo 
muft  accompany  your  Love  to  Alhertc, 

Ifab.  But  why  this  refemblance  r  for,  Madam,  fince  he 
never  fasv  you,  and  takes  Jfrmna  to  be  you  j  might  you 
not  ftill  pafs  fo,  without  this  iikenefs  ? 

Clar.  Didft  thou  not  fay  Antcnio  left  the  Court  and 
City,  on  purpofe   to  give  Alberto   the  more  freedom  to 

court  me  ? Whilft  he  was  away,  I  needed  bur  retire, 

and  Ifmena  appear,  and  'twould  fuffice  ;  but  now  he  is 
return'd,  he  may  chance  to  fee  them  together,  enpajfanty 
or  fo,  and  this  drefs  will  abufe  him  as  well  as  Albirtx)  ; 
for  without  that,  this  Plot  of  ours  fignifies  lirtle. 

Ifm»  Ay,  truly  for  my  parr,  I  have  no  other  dc(^!> 
than  doing  oiy  Sifter  a  fervice. 

Ifab.  The  plot  is  very  likely  to  thrive  I  fee,  fince  you 
are  fo  good  at  difl«mbling. 

Ifm,  Fie  Jfabella^    what  an  ill  opinion  you  have  o1 

me  > But  Sifter,    'tis  mwch  Alberto  beieg  fo   intimate 

with  Antovio,  fhould  never  fee  ypu  all  ihi§  whole  fi.t 
Months  of  your  being  married. 

Clar.  Had  you  been  Wed  any  where  but  in  a  Monaf^ 
tery,  you  woy'ld  have  known  'fis  not  the  cuftom  here  far 
Men  to  expofe  iheic  Wives  to  the  view  gT  any. 

jfah,  I  hear  them  coming,  let's  away,  and  pray  liften 
to  the  Trmhs  I  have  already  told  you.         {They  reftr^ 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Alberto*    Clarina  and  Ifmena  lijien» 
A\b^  Once  more  Antonio^  welcome  back  to  Court. 
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Ant,  Oh  my  dear  Friend,  I  long'd  for  thy  Embraces: 
—How  goes  the  Game  I  left  with  thee  to  play  ? 
What  fays  my  Wife,  my  beautiful  CUrina  -? 

Alh,  Clarina  !- 

Ant.  Yes  Clarha^  have  you  not  feen  her  yet  ? 
I  left  the  Court  on  purpofe,  for  'twas  not  handfome 
For  me  to  introduce  you, 
Left  fhe  had  look'd  upon't  as  fome  defign. 

Alb,  Seen  her — yes — 

Ant,  And  I  conjur'd  her  too,  to  give  you  freedoms 
Even  equal  to  Antonio  ; 
As  far  as  I  durft  prefs  with  modefty. 
And  with  presence  of  Friend fhip  ; 
And  have  you  not  attempted  her  ? 

Alb,  Yes but  'tis  in  vain. 

Ant,  Oh  villanous  DifTembler !  iAjide, 

Alb.  She's  cruel,  ftrangely  cruel. 
And  I'm  refolv'd  to  give  the  Court  (hip  o'er. 

Ant,  Sure,  Friend,   thou   haft   not    us'd  thy  wonted 
power. 

Alb,  Yes,  all  that  I  know  I  am  matter  of,  I  us'd. 

Ant,  But  didft  thou  urge  it  home  ?  did  fhe  not  fee 
Thy  Words  and  Aftions  did  not  well  agree  ? 
Canft  thou  dlfTemble  well  ?  didft  cry  and  meir. 
As  if  ihe  pain  you  but  cxprefs'd,  you  felt  ? 
Didft  kneel,  and  fwear,  and  urge  thy  Quality, 
Heightning  it  too  with  fome  Difgrace  on  me  ? 
And  did(\.  thou  too  affail  her  feeble  fide  ? 
Tor  the  beft  bait  to  Woman  is  her  Pride  '• 
Which  fome  mif  call  her  Guard  : 
Didft  thou  prefent  her  with  the  fet  of  Jewels  ? 
For  Women  naturally  are  more  inclin'd 
To  Avarice,  than  Men  :  pray  tell  me  Friend. 
—Vile  Woman  !  dJd  ?nQ  take  them 

Alb,  I  never  ask'd  her  that. 

Clar,  Poor  Antonio^  how  I  pity  him.  \Afide, 

Ant.  No  !  . 

Alb.  No,  I've  done  enough  to  fatfsfy  thy  Jealoufy. 
Here  take  your  fet  of  Jewels  back  again  ;     {Gives  a  Box, 
Upon  my  Life  Clarina  fs  all  Chaftity. 

Ant^ 
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Ant*  I  were  the  happieft  Man  on  Earth,  were  this  but 
But  what  are  fingle  Courifhips  ? — give  her  thefe,     (true.f 
Which  will  affift  thy  Tongue  to  win  her  Heart ; 
And  that  once  got,   the  other  foon  will  follow  ; 
There's  far  more  Women  won  by  Gold  than  Induftryj 
Try  that,  my  dear  Alberio, 
And  fave  thy  Eyes  the  trouble  of  diffembling. 

Alh,  Content  thee  here,  and  do  not  tempt  thy  FatCj, 
I  have  regard  unto  thy  Honour,  Friend ; 
And  fhould  fhe  yield,  as  Women  are  no  God;?, 
Where  were  thy  future  Joys  ? 
What  is'c  could  make  thee  happy,  or  ref^ore 
That  true  Contentment  which  thou  hadfl  before  ? 
Alas  !  thou  tempi'ft  me  too,  for  I  am  frail^ 
And  Love  above  my  Friendfhip  may  prevail. 

Ant,  This  will  not  do  ; 
Ko,  as  thou  art  my  Friend,  and  lovTl  my  Honour^ 
Purfue  Clarina  further ; 

Rally  afrefh,  and  charge  her  with  this  Frefent, 
Difturb  her  every  night  with  Serenades ; 
Make  Love-Songs  to  her,  and  then  fing  them  too  ^ 
Thou  hail:  a  Voice  enough  alone  to  conquer. 

Alb,  Fool  Antonio  !  lAfidgo. 

Ant.  Come,  wilt  thou  undertake  it  once  again  > 
Alb,  I  would  not. 

Ant,.  I  am  refolv'd  to  get  this  tryal  made, 
And  if  tijou  doft  refufe  thy  Amity, 
I'll  try  a  Friend  more  willing,  tbo  lefs  faithful ; 
With  thee  my  Wife  and  Honour  too  are  fafe  t 
For  fhould  fhe  yield,  and  I  by  that  were  loft, 
'Twere  yet  fome  eafe, 
That  none  but  thou  wert  witnefs  to^t. 

Alb,  Well,  if  it  muft  be  done,  Tad  rather  do'f^. 
Than  you  fhould  be  expos'd  to  th'  fcorn  of  others. 

Ant,  Spoke  like  my  noble  Friend  , 
Come  dine  with  her  to  day,  for  1  muft  leave  yoUj 
And  give  you  all  the  opportunity 
A  real  Lover  wifhes  with  a  Miftrefs. 
Jfm,  So  we  have  heard  enough.      [Ex,  Glar.  and  Ifm^ 
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Ant»  Oh  were  CUrina  chafte,  as  on  my  Soul 
I  cannot  doubt,  more  than  that  I  believe 
All  Womankind  maj  be  fediic'd  from  Virtue; 
I  were  the  Man  of  all  the  World  mofl  blefs'd 
In  fuch  a  Wife,  and  fuch  a  Friend  as  thou. 
Alh.  But  what  if  1  prevail,  Antonio  / 
Ant,  Then  Til  renounce  my  faith  in  Womankind, 
And  place  my  fatisfadion  in  my  Anwty. 

But  fee  fhe  come?,  I'll  leave  you  to  your  task. 

Enter  Ifmena  and  Ifabella. 

Ifm,  Anio-nio  not  yet  gone 

This  muft  fecure  me.  [PtilU  down  her  Veil. 

Ant.  Clarina,  why  thus  clouded  ? 
JfaL  I  fee  he  has  moft  hnppily  miftakan. 
Jfm,  I  was  going,  Sir,  to  viiit  Laura — 
Ant.  You  ffiuft  not  go,  I've  bufinefs  to  the  Duke, 
And  you  muft  entertain  my  Friend  till  my  return  ; 
It  is  a  freedom  not  ufual  here  amongft  Ladies, 
But  I  will  have  it  (o  ; 
^Whom  I  efteem,  I'll  have  you  do  fo  too. 
Jfm,  Sir,  1  am  all  obedience. 

lEx'it  Antonio,  /he  pulls  eg  her  Veil ;  Al- 
berto falutes  her  with  feeming  lownefs.. 
Alh.  Oh  how  my  SouPs  divided 
Betvveen  my  Adoration  and  my  Amity  !  [Ajide» 

■FriendOiip,  thou  facred  band,  hold  faft  thy  Intereft  j 
For  yonder  Beauty  has  a  fubtle  power, 
Andean  undo  that  kiwt,  which  other  Arts 
Could  ne'er  invent  a  way  for. 

Enter  Antonio,  and  lijlens  at  the  Door, 
Ant,  V\\  fee  a  little  how  he  behaves  himfelf.      {Aftde* 
Alb,  But  {he^  Antonio's  Wife:  my  Yutn^  Antonio, 

[Afide. 
A  Y6uth  that  made  an  Intereft  In  my  Soul, 
When  1  had  Language  fcarce  to  exprefs  my  fenfe  of  If. 
Ant,  Death  !  he  fpeaks  not  to  her.  {Ajide* 

Alh.  So  grew  we  up  to  Man,  and  ftill  more  fit;. 
And  (hall  a  gaudy  Beauty, 
A  thing  which  t'other  day  I  never  faw, 
Beprive  oy  Heart  of  that  kiad  Heai, 


The  Amorous  Prince.    275 

And  place  a  new  and  unknown  Fire  wichin  ?         [Aj}de% 
Clarina,  'tisunjuft. 

Jffn,  Sir,  did  you  fpeak  to  me? 

Alb»  I  have  beiray'd  my  felf [Afide, 

Madam,  I  was  faying  how  unjaft  it  was 

Antonio  fhould  leave  me  all  alone  with  a  Lady, 

Being  certainly  the  worft  to  entertain  them  in  the  World. 

Ant.  His  Face  aflures  me  he  fpeaks  of  no  Love  to  her 
now. 

jfm,  Alas,  be  fpeaks  not  of  me. 
Sure  Ifahella  was  miftaken,  who  told  me  that  he  lov'd  me. 

AlbertOy  if  thou  art  obligM  to  me,  \Afide^ 

For  what  I  have  not  yet  obferv'd  in  thee, 
Oh  do  not  fay  my  Heart  was  eafily  won. 
But  blame  your  Eyes,  whofe  forces  none  can  fhurf. 

Ant,  Not  a  word,  what  can  he  mean  by  this  ? 

]fm.  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  fit  a  while  ? 

Ifah.  Madam,  the   inner  Chamber  is  much  barter,  fo? 
there  he   may  repofe  upon   the  Cufliions  till  my  Lord  s 

return  ;  I  fee  he  is  not  well 

—And  you  are  both  fick  of  one  Difeafe.  [AjiJe^ 

Alb*  I  ihank  you,  here's  more  Air, 

i And  that  1  need,  for  I  am  all  on  fire,  [^fide. 

And  every  Look  adds  fuel  to  my  flame. 
. — I  muft  avoid  thofe  Eyes,  whofe  Light  mifguides  me  r 
—Madam,  1  have  fome  bulinets  calls  me  hence. 
And  cannot  wait  my  Friend's  return. 

Jfm.  Antonio,  Sir,  will  think  'tis  my  negleft 
That  drove  you  hence  j  pray  ftay  a  little  longer. 

Alb.  You  Qiall  command  nftf,  if  you  can  difpenfe 
With  fo  dull  Company, 

Jfab.  I  can  with  any  thing  Antonio  loves, 

Alh.  Madam,  it  is  a  Virtue  thai  becomes  you; 
lor  tho  your  Husband  Oiould  not  merit  this, 
Tour  Goodnefs  is  not  lefs  to  be  admir'd  ; 
But  he's  a  Man  fo  truly  worth  your  KindneG, 
That  'cwere  a  Sin  to  doubt 
Your  Paffion  for  liim  were  not  juflly  paid, 

Jfm,  Sir,  I  believe  you,  and  1  h©p£  he  thinks 
Tiiat  my  opinion  of  him  ecjuals  yours ; 

^    -         -  ^  -  ;*Tfs 
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'Tis  plain  he  loves  me  not  ;  lA[ide, 

Perhaps  his  Virtue,  thinking  me  CUrina, 
May  hide  the  real  Pallion  of  his  Soul. 
Oh  Love,  what  dangerous  Paths  thou  mak'ft  us  tread  ! 
Ant,  Cold,  cold  as  Devotion,   oh   inhuman   Friend^- 

Alb.  What  fh'dl  I  do  next  ?  I  muft  either  be  rude. 
And  fay  nothing,  or  fpeak  of  Love  to  her ; 
And  ^hen,  my  Friend,  thou'rt  loft  fhould  I  prevail. 
And  I'm  undone  lliould  the  not  hear  ray  Tale, 
Which  for  the  World  I  woald  not  have  her  hear  ; 
And  yet  I  fear  my  Eyes  too  much  declare. 

^  Ifin,  Since  he's  in  fo  ill  an  Humour,  let*s  leave  him 
I'm  fatisfy'd  now  that  thou*rt  miftaken.  ' 

l^x.  Ifmena  and  Ifabella  unfem» 

Alb,  But  they  fhall  gaze  no  more  on  hers, 
Kor  ftray  beyond  the  limits  of  a  juft  Salute. 
—I  will  my  Honour  to  my  Love  prefer. 
And  my  Antonio  (liall  out-rival  her.       ILocks  about,  and 

tnijfes  them^ 
—-Ah,  am  I  left  alone  !  — how  frail  h  Man  ! 
That  which  laft  Moment  I   refolv'd  upon, 
I  find  my  Heart  already  difapproves, 
And  grieve  her  lofs ;  can  this  be  ought  but  Love  ? 
My  Soul's  diflatisfy'd  now  flie  is  gone. 
And  yet  but  now  I  wifh'd  to  be  alone. 
— -Inform  me.  Love,  who  fhares  the  better  parr, 
Iriendfhip,  or  thee,  in  my  divided  Heart.     iOffers  to  ^^» 
Enter  Antonio,  andfia\s  him. 

Ant.  Whither  in  fuch  hafte  ? 
Thou  look'ft  e'en  as  fad  as  a  Lover  repuls'd, 
I  fear  that  Fate's  not  thine. 

Alb,  Now  for  a  lye  to  fatisfy  him.  lAfide, 

Prithee  difcharge  me  of  this  toil  of  dilTembling, 
Of  which  I  grow  as  weary  as  fhe's  of  hearing  it. 

Ant,  Indeed  ! 

Aib,  Sure  thou  haft  a  defign  to  make  her  hate  me. 

<dnt*  Do  you  think  fo  in  earneft,  why,  was  (he  »ngry"> 
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Jilb,  Oh  !  hadft  thou  feen  her  pi-etty  blufhing  Scorn 
Which  ftie  would  fain  have  hid. 
Thou  woulft  have  pitied  what  1  made  her  fufFer. 

Ant.  Is't  poflible  ! 
And  didft  prefent  her  with  the  Box  of  Jewels  ? 

Alh.  Yes. 

Anu  And  kneel,  and  crV  and  fwear,  and— — 

Alb,  All,  all. 

Anf.  I  hardly  gave  thee  time  for  fo  much  Courtfhi'p^ 
But  you  are  fure  fhe  was  difpleafed  with  it  ? 

Alh.  Exiremely. 

Anf,  Enough  Alberto  ;  adieu  to  thee  and  FriencHliip* 

Alb,  What  mean  you  ? 

Ant,  Afk  your  own  Giiilr,  it  will  inform  thee  beff. 

Alb,  Thou  canft  not  think  Clarina  has  abus'd  thee. 

Ant,  I  do  not  think  fhe  has,  nor  have  you  try'd  her; 
In  that  you  have  not  only  difoblig^d  me, 
But  now  you  would  impofe  upon  my  Weaknefs, 

Did  I  not  fee  how  unconcerned  you  were. 
And  hardly  paying  her  a  due  refpedt; 
And  when  fhe  even  invited  thee  to  fpeak, 
Moft  rudely  thou  wen  filent  ? 

Alb,  Be  calm  Antonio,  I  confefs  my  error,'' 
And  hate  that  Virtue  taught  me  to  deceive  thee  ; 

—Here  take  my  hand, 

I'll  ferve  you  in  good  earneft. 

Ant,  And  now  I  do  believe  thee, 
Go —  thou  fhalt  lofe  no  time,  I  muft  aWay, 
My  Soul's  in  torment,  till  I  am  confirm'd 
Of  my  Clarina's  Virtue  ; 
I  do  believe  thou  haft  a  generous  Shame, 
For  what  thou'ft  faid  and  done  to  me  thy  Friends 
For  could  I  doubt  thy  Love,  oh  how  ridiculous 
This  acl  of  mine  would  leem  \ 
But  'tis  to  thee,  as  to  my  Soul  I  come, 
Difputing  every  petty  Crime  and  Doubt. 

Alb,  Antonio^  is  there  need  of  Oaths  between  us  ? 

Ant,  No,  I  credit  thee  ;  go  in, 
Aod  priihee  drefs  thy  Eyes  in  all  their  Charms ; 

Fo? 
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Whore. 

lExeunt  fever  ally, 


For  this  uncertainty  difturbs  me  more. 
Than  if  I  knew  CUrina  were  a Whore 


A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The  Jfmment  of  Frederick. 

Entir  Frederick  with  a  Letter^  and  Galliard. 

^''^^.  ^T^"^  ^^^°^  ^^  tofpeak  to  her,  fay  ye,  'tis 
,  -L^  ftrange  ;    didft  fay   it  was  the  Prince  that 
lent  thee  \ 

Ser,  My  Lord,  I  did,  but  he  fays,  he  cares  not  for  a 
thoufand  Princes. 

Fred.  I  am  refolv'd  I  will  fee  this  Woman  ; 
— Harkye,  go  back  again  and  fay—  Iw/si/fers, 

Enter  Lorenzo  drunk. 

Lor.  Hah  the  Prince he  muft  not  fee  me  in  this 

pickle  ;  for  1  would  not  lofe  my  Reputation  of  Wenching 
tor  this  of  Drinking  ;  and  1  am  fme  I  cannot  be  excel- 
lent  at  both,  they  are  inconfiftent. 

Ser,  I  fhall,  my  Lord.  lExir* 

Lor.  Your  Highnefs's  humble  Servant. 

Fred.  Ha,  ha,  what  Lorenzo  in  debauch  ? 

Lor.  Now  my  Tongue  will  betray  me  :-= Faith,  my 

Lord,  I  have  took  fix,  but  am  come  briskly  oif  j  by  this 
hand,  my  Lord,  I  am  Cock  over  five  ftout  Rogues  too 
I  can  tell  you  at  this  fport, 

Fred,  I  did  not  think  thou  hadft  had  that  Virtue. 

Lor,  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  'tis  neceffjiy  ihofe  of  my  Office 
and  Quality  fhould  have  more  Virtues  than  one  to  recofn- 
mend  them ;  but  to  tell  you  truth,  for  now  1  am  moft 
apt  for  that,  I  was  drunk  in  mere  Malice  to   day. 

I-'red.  Malice,  againft  whom  prithee  ? 

Lcr,  Why,  why,  Sir,  the  humorous  old  Fellow  my  Fa- 
ihtr,  he  will  not  hear  rcafon  from  me  when  I  am  fober. 
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My  Lord,  you  know  Curtius  is  an  honeft  Fellow,  and 
one  of  US  too  ;  my  Sifter  Laura  is  a  good  pretty  Weach, 
he  loves  her,  and  ftie  likes  him  ;  and  becaufe  this  tefty 
old  Blade  has  done  hirafelf,  do  you  think  I  can  brii^ 
him  to  confider  ?  No,  not  for  my  Life,  he  won't  con- 
fider,  Sir  j  and  now  am  I  got  drunk  to  fee  how  that  will 
edify  him. 

Fred,  How  !  is  Laura,  the  Miftrefs  of  Curtius,  youc 
Sifter? 

Lor,  Yes  marry  is  (he,  Sir,  at  leaft  by  the  Mother's  fide  ; 
and  to  tell  you  truth,  we  are  too  good-natur'd  to  believe 
S  ah  at  or  our  Father. 

Fred,  Thy  Sifter,  and  Daughter  to  Salvator  ? 
Lor.  So  faid  my  Mother,  but  fhe  was  handfome;  and 
on  my  confcience  liv'd  e*en  in  fuch  another  debauch'd 
World  as  'tis  now,  let  them  fay  what  they  will  of  their 
primitive  Virtue. 

Fred,  May  not  I  fee  this  Sifter  of  thine,  Lorejjzo  ? 
Lor,  Yes  by  Venus   ftiall  you,  Sir,  an   fhe  were  my 
Mother. 

Tred.  But  art  fure  thy  Father  will  permit  us  > 
Lor,  My  Father  permit  us  !  he  may  do  what  he  will 
when  I  am  fober,  but  being  thus  fortify 'd  with  potent 
Wine,  he  muft  yield  obedience  to  my  Will,  Why,  my 
Lord,  I'll  tell  you,  I'll  make  htm  ask  me  blefljng  when 
I  am  in  this  almighty  Power. 

Fred.  And  is  thy  Sifter  fp  very  fine  ? 
Lor.  The  Girl  is  well,  and  if  fhe  were  not  my  Sifter^ 
1  would  give  you  a  more  certain  Proof  of  my  opinion 
of  her  5  fhe  has  excellent  good  Hair,  fine  Teeth,  and 
good  Hands,  and  the  beft  natur'd  Fool — Come,  come. 
Sir,  ril  bring  you  to  her,  and  then  Til  leave  you  ; 
For  1  have  a  fmall  Affair  of  Love  to  difpatch. 

Fred.  This  is  a  freedom  that  fmes  not  v/ith  the  Hu- 
mour of  an  Italian, 

Lor.  No  faith,  my  Lord ;  I  believe  my  Mother  playM 
foul  play  with  fome  EnglifJjman,  1  am  fo  willing  to  do 
you  a  good  ofKce  to  my  Sifter.  And  if  by  her  Humou* 
you  become  of  that  opmion  too,  I  fhall  hope  to  render 
my  felf  more  acceptable  to  you  by  that  Franchife. 


28o    The  Amorous  Prince. 

Enter  Galliard,  whifpen. 
Fred*  Thou  knoweft  my  grateful  Temper, 
No  matter  5  here  carry  this  Letter  to  Cloris, 
And  make  feme  excufe  for  my  not  coming  this  Evening, 
IGives  him  a  Letter^  and  goes  out  with  Lorenzo* 
Ser,  So,  poor  Lafs,  'tis  a  hundred  to  one  if  fhe  be  not 
lay'd  by  now,  and  Laura  mud  fucceed  her :  Well,  even 
Frederick,  I  fee,  is  but  a  Man,  but  his  Youth  and  Qualify 
will  excufe  him  ;  and   'twill  be  cali'd  Gallantry  in  him, 
when  in  one  of  us,  'lis  Ill-nature  and  Inconftancy. 

SCENE    IL 

Enter  Ifmena  and  Ifabella. 
JfaB,  Nay,  Madam,  'tis  in  vain  to   deny  it ;  dc^  you 
think  I   have  liv'd   to  thefe  years,  and  cannot  interpret 
crofs   Arms,  imperfed  Replies,  your  fudden  Weepingj, 
your  often  Sighing,  your  melanchcly  Walks,  and  making 
Verfes  too  ?  and  yet  I  mufl  not  fay  that  this  is  Love. 
Jfm.  Art  thou  fo  notable  a  Judge  of  it  ? 
Ifab,  I  fhould  be,  or   I  am  a  very  dull  Scholar ;  for  I 
have  loft  the  foolifh  Boy  as  many  Darts,  as  any  Woman 
of  my  age  in  Florence, 

Ifm.  Thou  haft  paid  dear  for  thy  knowledge  then. 
Ifah,  No,  the  hurt  one  did,  the  other  ftill  made  good, 
with  very  li-tle  Pain  on  either  fide. 

J/w.  I  muft  ccnfefs,  I  think  it  is  not  fo  hard  to  oet 
Wounds,  as  'lis  to  get  them  cur'd  again.  ^ 

Ifah,  I  am  not  of  your  opinion,  nor  ever  faw  that 
Adan  who  had  not  Faults  to  fpare,  as  well  as  Charais  to 
kill. 

Ifm,  Since  thou'rt  fo  good  a  Judge  of  Man,  prithee 
tell  me  how  thou  lik'ft  Alberto, 

Ifab,  1  knew  'twould  come  to  this lAjide^ 

Why,  well,   Madam. 
Jfm,  No  more  than  fo  ? 

Ifab,  Yes  wondrous  well,  fince  I  am  fure  he  loves  yoa, 
and  that  indeed  raifes  a  Man's  Value. 
Jfm.  Thou  an  deceiy'd^  X  do  not  think  he  loves  me, 

Jfah 


The  Amorous  Prince.    281 

Ifah*  Madam,  you  cannot  but  fee  a  thoufand  Marks 
©n*t. 

Ifm,  Thou  haft  more  Skill  than  I  ;  but  prithee  why 
does  he  not  tell  me  fo  himfelf  ? 

Ifah,  Oh  Madam,  whilft  he  takes  you  for  Clarinay 
'Twould  fhew  his  difrefpefl  to  tell  his  Love  ; 
But  when  he  knows  Iftnena  h  the  Objed, 
He'll  tire  you  with  the  wifhM  for  ftory. 

Ifm.  Ah,  thou  ait  a  pleafing  Flatterer. 
Enter  Page, 

Page,  Madam,  Alberto  is  without. 

Jfm,  Tell  him  Tm  indifpos'd,    and  cannot  fee  him 
now. 

Ifab,  Nay,  good  Madam,  fee  him  now  by  all  means, 
For  I  am  fure  my  Lord  Antonio  is  abfent  on  purpofe. 
—Bid  him  come  in  Boy.  [£»/^  Page, 

Enter  Alberto. 

Jfm,  Antonio^  Sir^  xs  not  returned. 

Alb,  Madam,  this  Vifit  was  not  meant  to  hira. 
But  by  a  Caufe  more  prefling  1  am  brought, 
Such  as  my  Padion,  not  my  Friendfhip  taught  ; 
A  Paflion  which  my  Sighs  have  only  ftiewn. 
And  now  beg  leave  my  bafhful  Tongue  may  own. 
The  knowledge.  Madam,  will  not  much  (urprife. 
Which  you  have  gain'd  already  from  mine  Eyes; 
My  timorous  Heart  that  way  my  Tongue  wouM  fpare, 
And  tells  you  of  the  Flames  you've  kindled  tnere  : 
'Tis   long  I've  fuflPered  under  this  Conftraint, 
Have  always  fuffer'd,  but  ne'er  made  Complaint; 
And  now  againft  my  will  I  muft  reveal 
What  Love  and  my  Refpeft  would  fain  conceal. 

Jfm,  What  mean  you,  Sir  ?  what  have  you  feen  in  me, 
That  fhould  encourage  this  temerity  ? 

Alb,  A  world  of  Beauties,  and  a  world  of  Charms, 
And  every  Smile  and  Frown  begets  new  harms ; 
In  vain  1  ftrove  my  Paflion  to  fubdue, 
Which  ftill  increas'd  the  mora  I  look'd  on  you  ; 
Nor  will  my  Heart  permit  me  to  retire,  ^ 
But  makes  my  Eyes  the  convoys  to  my  Fire, 
And  not  one  Glance  you  fend  is  caft  away.  ^  ^ 
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7/w.  Enough,  my  Lord,  have  you  nought  dfe  to  fay  ? 
The  Plot's  betray'd,  and  can  no  further  go  ;        [Swiles, 
The  Stratagem's  difcover'd  to  the  Foe  ; 
I  find  Antonio  has  more  Love  than  Wit 
And  Til  endeavour  too  to  merit  it. 

Alb.^  V^at  you  have  faid,  I  do  confefs  is  true, 
Antonio  beg'd  I  would  make  love  to  you  ; 
But,  Madam,  whilft  my  Heart  was  unconfin'd, 

A  thoufand  ways  the  Treachery  I  declined - 

But  now,  Clarina,  by  my  Life  I  fwear, 
It  is  my  own  concern  that  brings  me  here  : 
Had  he  been  juft  to  you,  I  had  fupprefs^d' 
The  I'lames  your  Eyes  have  kindled  in  my  Brtaft  • 
But  his  Sufpicion  rais*d  my  PalHon  more. 
And  his  Injuftice  taught  me  to  adore  ; 
But  'tis  a  Pailion  which  you  may  al.'ovv'. 
Since  its  effecls  fnall  never  injure  you. 

/>.  You  have  oblig'd  me,  Sir,  by  your  Conh(^ovi^ 
And  I  fhall  own  it  too  at  fuch  a  rate, 
A»  both  becomes  my  Duty  to  Antonio, 
And  my  ReQ)eft  to  you  ;  but  I  muft  beg 
You'll  never  name  your  Padlon  to  me  more. 
That  guilty  Language,  Sir,  1  muft  not  hear  ; 
—■And  yet  your  fiience  kills  me,  lAftde, 

Jfab,  Very  well  diffembled.  [A fide* 

Alb,  I  ca*i  obey  you.  Madam,  the  I  cannot  live, 
Whilfi:  you  command  me  filence  ; 
For  'tis  a  Flame  that  dares  not  look  abroad 
To  feek  for  pity  from  another's  Eyes. 

Ifm.  How  he  moves  me  !  if  this  were  real  now, 
Or  that  he  knew  \o  whom  he  made  this  Counfhip — 

lAftde. 

Alb,  Oh  do  not  turn  away  as  if  difpleas*d, 

Ifm,  No  more,  yoy've  difcompos'd  my  thoughts  j 
Be  gone,  and  never  let  me  fee  thy  Face  again. 

Alb,  Madam,  I  go,  and  will  no  more  offend  you, 
—But  I  will  look  my  laft — farewel.  [Pff^^^  i°  P* 

Jfab,  Pray,  Madam,  call  him  back,  he  may  be  defperate, 
—-My  Lord,  return . 

Jfm.  Alberto,  tell  me  what  you'd  have  me  do. 

Alb. 
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Alh.  Ah  Madam,  do  not  put  me  to  my  choice. 
For  Lovers  are  unreafonable  ; 
If  I  might  name  it,  1  would  have  you  love  me. 

Jfm,  Love  you,  and  what  would  be  the  end  of  that ) 

Alb»  I  cannot  tell,  but  wifh  you  were  inclined 
To  make  a  tryal,  Madam  ; 
I  have  no  thought  or  wifn  beyond  thatBklling, 
And  that  once  gain'd,  fure  I  fhould  ask  no  more. 

Jfm.  Were  I  inclin'd  to  this,  have  you  conllder'd 
The  fatal  Confequences  which  attend 
The  breach  of  Vows  and  Friendfhip  ? 

Alb,  Madam,  Antonio  firft  was  falfe  to  you. 
And  not  to  punifti  that  were  fuch  a  Virme 
As  he  would  never  thank  you  for; 
By  all  thai*6  goo4  till  he  prov'd  fo  to  you, 
He  had  my  Soul  in  keeping ; 
But  this  aft  makes  me  yefolve 
To  recompenfe  his  Folly. 

Ifm,  You've  found  the  eafieft  Paflage  to  my  Heart, 
You've  took  it  on  the  weakeft  -fide ; 
—But  I  miifl:  beg  you  will  pretend  no  further. 

Alb,  Divine  Clarina^  let  me  pay  my  Thanks 
In  this  fubmiflive  Pofture,  and  never  rife,  [Knuis* 

Till  I  can  gain  fo  much  upon  your  Credit, 
As  to  believe  my  Paflion  tends  no  farther 

Than  to  adore  you  thus and  thus  poflTefs  you. 

[Kiffes  her  hand,  and  bowr. 

Jfm.  Have  not  I  diflambled  finely,  Jfabella  .^      [Afide. 

Jfab.  Yes,  if  you  could  make  me  believe  'ii«  Co. 

[A fid  Cm 

Jfm.  Rife,  Sir,  and  leave  me,  that  I  may  blulh  alone 
For  what  I've  parted  with  fo  eafily ; 
Pray  do  not  vifit  me  again  too  foon, 
—But  ufeyour  own  difcretion,  and  be  fecret. 

Alb.  Madam,  the  blefled  Secret  here  is  lodg'd. 
Which  Time  flialJ  ne'er  reveal  to  human  Knowledge. 

\Ex,  Alia. 

Jfm,  I'm  glad  he's  gone  before  Antonio's  retHrn. 

Enter 
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Enter  Laura  weeping. 
—What,  Laura  all  in  Tears  !  the  reafon  pray. 

Lau.  Madam,  the  Prince,  conduced  by  my  Brother, 
About  an  Hour  fince  made  me  a  Vifit; 
The  Man  of  all  the  World  I  would  have  fliun'd^ 
Knowing  his  amorous  and  inconftant  Temper. 
—At  his  approach  he  blufht  and  ftarted  back ' 
And  I  with  great  amazement  did  the  like. 
With  fear  I  loft  all  power  of  going  from  him. 
As  he  had  done  of  making  his  Addrefs  • 
He  gaz'd  and  wonder'd,  and  I  gaz'd  on  him, 
And  from  his  filence  I  becaipe  amaz'd. 
— My  Brother  ftood  confounded  at  our  Poftures, 
And  only  by  the  motion  of  his  Head 
(Which  now  he  Airn'd  to  me,  then  to  the  Prince) 
We  knew  that  he  had  Life. 

Ifm.  Well,  how  recovered  ye  ? 

Lau,  The  Prince  thenkneel'd,  but  could  approach  no 
nearer  ; 
And  then  as  if  he'd  taken  me  for  fome  Deity, 
He  made  a  long  diforder'd  amorous  Speech, 
Which  brought  me  back  to  Senfe  again  : 
^ut  Lorenzo  told  him  that  I  was  a  Mortal, 
And  brought  him  nearer  to  me, 
'Where  he  began  to  make  fuch  Vows  of  Lore 

Jfm.  What  then? 

La:^.  Then  I  am  ruinM 
To  all  I  faid  he  found  a  contradidion. 
And  my  denials  did  but  more  inflame  him; 
I  told  him  of  the  Vows  I'ad  made  to  Curms^ 
But  he  reply 'd  that  Cur  this  was  a  Subjed. 
But  fure  at  laft  I'ad  won  upon  his  Goodnefs, 
Had  not  my  Father  entec'd. 
To  whom  the  Prince  addreft  himfelf ; 
And  with  his  nwving  tale  fo  won  upon  him, 
Or  rather  by  his  Quality, 
That  he  has  gain'd  his  leave  to  vifit  me, 
And  quite  forbids  me  e'er  to  fpeak  to  Curtius^. 

Jfnu  Alas  the  day,  h  this  all  ? 

Lah,  All !  can  there  be  more  to  make  me  miferable  ? 
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Jjm,  I  fee  no  reafon  thou  haft  to  complain : 
Come,  wipe  your  Eyes,  and  take  a  good  Heart ;  for  I'll 
tell  thee  a  Story  of  my  own,  that  will  let  thee  fee  I  have 
much  more  caufe  to  weep ;  and  yet  I  have  a  thcufand 
little  Stratagems  in  my  Head,  which  give  me  as  many 
hopes.  This  unlucky  reftraint  upon  our  Sex,  makes  us 
all  cunning  ;  and  that  (hall  affift  thee  now  with  my  help, 
I  warrant  thee  j  come  in  with  me,  and  know  the  reft. 

SExeunt, 

Ifah.  So,  (o^  difguife  it  how  you  will,  I  know  you  are 
d  real  Lover;  and  that  fecret  fhall  advance  my  Love- 
defign.  Yes  Madam,  now  1  will  be  ferv'd  by  you,  or 
you  {hall  fail  to  find  a  Friend  of  me,  [Ex.  Ifab. 

SCENE   III. 

Enter  Lorenzo  drunk^  with  a  Page^  and  Mufick^  as  m 

the  dark. 

Lor*  Here's  the  Door,  begin  and  play  your  beft, 

But  let  them  be  foft  low  Notes,  do  you  hear  ?  \The'j  play. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant,  Mufick  at  my  Lodgings!  it  is  Alberto  \  oh  how 

I  love  him  for't if  Clar'ma ftand  his  Courtfhip,  I  am 

made  •,  1  languifh  between  Hope  and  Fear. 

Lor.  Stay  Friend,  1  hear  fomebody,        [^Mufick  ceafes* 
Pag.  'Tis  nobody,  Sir. 

Enter  Ifabella. 
Ifah.  'Tis  Lorenzo,  and  my  Plots  ripe  ;  [A/ide, 

Lorenzo  retires  the  while  a  little  further. 
'Twill  not  fure  be  hard  to  get  him,  under  pretence  of 
feeing  Clarina,  into  my  Chamber,  and  then  Til  ordev: 
him  at  my  pleafure  :  Ifmana  is  on  my  fide,  for  I  know  all 
her  Seciets,  and  (he  muft  wink  at  mine  therefore. 

\She  retires. 
Lor.  Thou  art  in  the  right  Boy, 
I  think  indeed  'twas  nothing.  IPlays  again* 

Enter  Alberto, 
Alh.  She  yields,  bad  Woman  ! 
Why  fo  eadly  won  ? 
By  me  too,  who  am  vby  Husband's  Friend : 

C-h 
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Oh  dangerous  Boldnefs !  unconfiderfng  Woman  ! 
I  lovM  thee,  vvhilft  I  thought  thou  couldft  not  yield  ; 
But  now  that  Eafinefs  has  undone  thy  Intereft  and  my  Heart, 
I'jl  back,  and  tell  thee  that  ft  was  to  try  thee. 

L(ir,  No,  no,  'twas  my  Fears,  away  with  the  Song, 
ril  take  it  on  your  word  that  *tis  fit  for  my  purpofe. 

'Eld,  I'll  warrant  you,  my  Lord, 

SONG. 

IN  vain  1  have  laboured  the  Viftor  to  prove 
Of  a  Heart  that  can  ne*er  give  attendance  to  love  J 
So  hard  to  be  doney 
That  nothing  fo  ^oung 
Could  e*er  have  refijied  a  PaJJion  fo  long. 

Yet  nothing  I  left  imattempted  or  faid, 

That  might  fofien  the  Heart  of  this  pitilefs  Maid ', 

Butjiillflje  w^sfiy^ 

And  would  blufljmg  deny, 
Whilfi  her  willinger  Eyes  gave  her  Language  the  lye, 

Since^  Phillis,  my  Vaffton  you  vow  to  defpife. 
Withdraw  the  falfe  Hopes  from  your  pattering  Eyes  : 

For  whilfi  they  infpire 

A  refijilefs  vain  Fire^ 
We  (hall  grow  to  abhor,  what  ive  now  do  admire, 

[Ex.  Mufick. 

Alb,  What's  this,  and  at  Ckrtna's  Lodgings  too  ? 
Sure  'tis  Antonio,  impatient|of  delay. 
Gives  her  a  Serenade  from  me. 

Enter  Ifabella. 
Ifab.  'Tis  the  Fool  himfelf — my  Lord,  where  are  vou  ? 
Alb,  How !    a  Woman's  Voice  !    his  dark,   I'll  ad- 
vance. 

Lor,  Thou  Simpleton,  I  told  thee  there  was  fomebodyrf 

Pag,  Lord,  Sir,  'tis  only  ifabella  that  calls  you. 

Lor,  Away  Sirrah,  1  find  by  my  Fears  'tis  no  Woman. 

[Goes  out  with  the  Page, 

Ifab, 
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•    Jfah,  Why  don*t  you  come  ?  here's  nobody. 
Alb,  Here  I  am. 
Jfab.  Where? 

Alb,  Here.  [Gives  her  hh  Hand, 

Ifab,  My  Lord,  you  may  venture,  Clarina  will  be  alone 
within  this  Hour,  where  you  fhall  entertain  her  at  your 
freedom :  but  you  muft  ftay  a  while  in  my  Chamber  till 
my  Lord's  a  bed ;  for  none  but  I  muft  know  of  the  fa- 
vour (he  defigns  you. 

Alb,  Oh  Gods!   what  Language  do  I  here 

Palfe  and  Perfidious  Woman,  I  might  have  thoughf, 

Since  thou  wert  gain'd  fo  eafily  by  me, 

Thou  wouldft  with  equal  hafte  yield  to  another. 

Ifab,  It  is  not  Lorenao,  what  fhall  I  do  ?    [She  Jieah  in. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Page. 
Lor,  A  Vox  of  all  damn'd  cowardly  fear  !  Now  did  I 
think  I  had  drunk  Nature  up  to  Refolution  :   I  have  heard 
of  thofe  that  could  have  dar'd  in  their  Drink  i  but  1  find, 
drunk  or  fober,  'tis  all  one  in  me. 

Alb,  The  Traitor's  here, 
,Whom  I  will  kill  whoe'er  he  be. 
Lor,  Boy,  go  fee  for  Ifahella, 
Boy,  1  fee  a  Man  fhould  not  be  a  Coward  and  a  Lover 

at  once Ifabeila^  IfabeiUy  (he's  gone,  Sir.        [Calls, 

Alb,  Yes'V^illain,  file's  gone,  and  in  her  room 
Is  one  that  will  chaftife  thy  Boldnefs. 

Lor.  That's  a  proud  word  tho,  whoe'er  thou  be  ;  but 
how  I  fhall  avoid  it,  is  pad  ray  Underftandlng. 
Alb,  Where  art  thou,  Slave  ? 

[Alberto  gropes  for  him,  he  avoids  him, 
Pag.  Take  heart  Sir,  here's  company  which  I  will 
Get  to  aflift  you  ■ 

Enter  Antonio. 
Sir,  as  you  are  a  Gentleman,  aflift  a  Stranger  fet  upon  by 
Thieves.  [They  fight,  Antonio  vjith  Alberto, 

Alberto /<?///,  is  wounded.  Lor.  runs  away  the  while. 
Alb.   Whoe'er  thou  be'ft  that   takes  the  Traitor's  part. 
Commend  me  to  the  wrong'd  Antonio, 
Ant,  Alberto  I  dear  Alberto^  is  it  thee  ? 
Alb,  Antonto  / 

Ant, 
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Ant,  I  am  afliam'd  to  fay  I  am  Antonio ; 
Oh  Gods,  why  would  you  fuffer  this  miftake  ? 

^Ib.  I  am  not  wounded  much. 
My  greateft  pain  is  my  concern  for  thee ; 
Friend,  thou  art  wrong'd,  falfely  and  bafely  wrong'd  5 
Clarlnay  whom  you  lov'd  and  fear'd. 
Has  now  betray'd  thy  Honour  with  her  own. 

Ant*  Without  that  fad  addition  to  my  Grief, 
I  (hould  not  long  have  born  the  weight  of  Life, 
Having  deftroy'd  thine  by  a  dire  miftake. 

Alb,  Thou  art  decelv'd. 

Ant.  Alas,  v;hy  was  it  not  permitted  me 
To  lofe  my  Friend,  or  Wife  \  had  one  furviv'd, 
1  might  have  dy'd  in  fllence  for  the  other; 
Oh  my  Alberto  !  oh  Clarina  too ! \Weep5\ 

Alb,  Come,  do  not  grieve  for  me,  I  fliall  be  well, 
I  yet  find  ftrength  enough  to  get  away  ; 
And  then  Til  let  thee  know  my  Pate  and  thine,    [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Clarina,  Ifmena,  and  Ifabella  weeping* 

Ifab,  For  Heaven  fake,  Madam,  pardon  me. 

Clar,  Be  dumb  for  ever,  falfe  and  treacherous  Woman, 
Was  there  no  way  but  this  to  mask  your  Cheat  ? 
A  Lye  which  has  undone  us  all. 

Ifab,  Alas,  'twas  in  the  dark,  how  could  1  know  him? 
Pray  forgive  it  me,  and  try  my  future  Service. 

Clar,  I  never  will  forgive  thee,  naughty  Girl ; 
Alberto  now  incens'd  will  tell  Antonio  all, 

Ifab,   What  need  you  care.  Madam  ? 
You  are  fecure  encugh. 

Clar,  Thou  falv'ft  an  Error  with  a  greater  ftill ; 
Deft  thou  not  know  Antonio*s  Jealoufy, 
Which  yet  is  moderate,  rais'd  to  a  higher  pitch. 
May  ruin  me,  ifmena^  and  thy  felf  ? 

}fm.  Sifter,  there  cannot  be  much  harm  in  this; 
'Tis  an  ill  chance,  *tis  true,  for  by  it  we  have  loft 
The  pleafure  of  an  innocent  Revenge 

Upon 
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Upon  Antonio  \  but  \^  undeiftood. 
We  have  but  mifs'd  that  end. 

Ciar,  Oh  Ifmena! 
This  Jealoufy  is  an  unapprehenfive  madnefs, 
Anon-fenfe  which  does  ftill  abandon  Reafon, 

Ifab.  Madam,  early  in  the  Morning 
ril  to  Alberto's  Lodgings,  and  tell  him  the  miftake. 

Clar,  'Twill  be  too  late. 

Ifm.  Sifter,  what  think  you  if  I  go  my  felf? 

Clar.  You  fhould  not  be  fo  darincr ; 
Eefides,  I  blufh  to  think  what  ftrange  opinion 
He'll  entertain  of  me  the  while. 

Ifm,  Do  not  let  that  aiSift  you. 
Fetch  my  Veil,  and  [{Antonio  chance  to  ask  for  me. 
Tell  him  I'm  gone  to  Laura,  f£".x;.  ifab. 

Believe  me,  1  will  fet  all  ftrait  again. 

Enter  Ifabella  v:hh  the  Veil, 

Clar,  Thou  haft  more  Courage,  Girl,  than  I. 

Ifm.  What  need  is  there  of  much  of  that,  to  encounter 
a  gay  young  Lover,  where  I  am  fure  there  cannot  be 
much  danger? 

CUr,  Well  take  your  chance,  I  wifti  you  luck  Sir 
For  I  am  e'en  as  much  bent  upon  Revenge,  ' 

As  thou  art  upon  Marriage. 

Ifm.  Come,  my  Veil,  this  and  the  Night  will  enou-^h 
^^^"^■^  "^«-  lExeunt. 

;  S  C  E  N  E    V.    Difcovers  Alberto  and 
Antonio. 

Mb.  Nay  thou  Oialt  fee't  before  thou  doft  revenge  if 
In  fuch  a  cafe,  thy  felf  (hould  be  the  Witnefs,  ' 
She  knows  not  what  has  paft  to  night  between  us 
Nor  fhould  file,  if  thou  couldft  contain  thy  Raae  \ 
And  that,  Antonio,  you  fhall  promife  me  ;       ^ 
To  morrow  place  thy  felf  behind  the  Arrac, 
And  from  thy  Eyes  thy  own  Misfortunes  know. 
What  will  not  difobliged  Paflion  do  ?             [Apde, 

VOL.  17.  N  ^„. 
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Ant.  I'll  hide  my  Anger  in  a  feeming  Calm, 
And  what  I  have  to  do,  confult  the  while. 
And  mask  my  Vengeance  underneath  a  Smile.     [Ex.  Ant. 

Page.  My  Lord,  there  \s  without  a  Lady 
Defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Alb,  Who  is't  > 
Page,  I  know  not,  Sir,  fhe's  veil'd. 

Enter  Ifmena  weeping. 
Alb.  Conduft  her  in. 

Jfm,  Oh  AlbertOy  IfabelU  has  undone  us  all ! 
Alh.  She  weeps,  and  looks  as  innocent. 

— What  mean  you,  falfediflembling  Clarina  ? 

What,  have  you  borrow'd  from  Deceit  new  Charms, 
And  think'ft  to  fool  me  to  a  new  belief? 

ifnj.  How  Sir,  can  you  too  be  unkind  ?  Nay  then  *ti$ 
time  to  die  ;  alas,  there  wanted  but  your  Credit  to  this  mi- 
ilake,  to  make  me  truly  miferable. 

Alb.  What  Credit  ?  what  Miftake  ?  oh  undecei\'e  me. 
For  I  have  done  thee  Injuries  paft  Forgivenefs, 
If  thou  be'ft  truly  innocent. 

Ifm,  If  ifabelU^  under  pretence  of  courting  me  for 
Lorenz^i  whom  (lie  defigns  to  make  a  Husband,  has 
given  him  feedoms  will  undo  my  Honour,  if  not  pre- 
ven;ed  foon. 

Alb,  May  I  credit  this,  and  that  it  was  not  by  thy 
Command  fhe  did  it  ? 

I/m.  Ee  witnefs  Heaven,  my  Innocence  in  thij. 
Which  if  you  will  believe,  I'm  fafe  again. 

Alb.  I  do  believe  thee,  but  thou  art  not  fafe. 
Here,  take  this  Ponyard,  and  revenge  thy  Wrongs, 
Wrongs  which  I  dare  not  beg  a  Pardon  for. 

[He  gives  her  a  Dagger, 
ffm.  Why,  Sir,  what  have  you  done  ?  have  you  de- 
ceived m.c,  and  do  you  not  indeed  love  me  ? 

Alb,0\\  Clarma  !  do  not  ask  that  Queftion, 
Too  much  ofthat  has  made  me  ruin  thee; 
It  made  me  jealous,  drunk  with  Jealoufy, 
And  then  I  did  unravel  all  my  Secrets. 

;/w.  What  Secrets,  Sir  ?  you  have  then  feen  Antonio, 
Alb,  Yes. 

Ifm. 
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Ifm,  Hah Now  Wit,  if  e'er  thou  didft  pofTefs  a 

Woman,  aflift  her  at  her  need.  [AJide. 
Well,  Sir,  rife  and  tell  me  all. 

All>.  I  will  not  rife  till  you  have  pardon'd  me. 
Or  punifh'd  my  Misfortune, 

Jfm,  Be  what  it  will,  I  do  forgive  it  thee. 

Alb,  Antonioy  Madam,  knows  my  Happinefs, 
For  in  my  Rage  I  told  him  that  you  lov'd  me ; 
What  fliall  I  do  ? 

Jfm»  I  cannot  blame  you  tho  it  were  unkind. 

Alb,  This  I  could  help,  but  I  have  promised  him. 
That  he  fhall  be  a  witnefs  of  this  Truth  ; 
What  fay  you,  Madam,  do  I  not  merit  Death  > 
Oh  fpeak,  and  let  me  know  my  doom  whate'er  ft  be, 

Ifm,  Make  good  your  Word. 

Alb,  What  mean  you  ? 

Iffn.  What  you  have  promifed  him,  perform  as  you 
intended. 

Alb,  What  then? 

Ifm.  Then  come  as  you  defign*d  to  vifit  me. 

Alb.  But  let  me  know  what  *tis  you  mean  to  do. 
That  I  may  a£l  accordingly, 

ifm.  No.    Anfwer  me  to  every  Queftion  ask'd. 
And  I  perhaps  may  fetall  ftrait  again  ; 
It  IS  now  late,  and  I  muft  not  be  miffing : 
But  if  you  love  me,  be  no  more  jealous  of  me. 
Farewel. 

Alb.  Muft  I  be  ignorant  then  of  your  Defign  ? 

Ifm,  Yes,  Alberto  ; 
And  you  fhall  fee  what  Love  will  make  a  Woman  do. 

\^He  leads  her  out. 

Alb,  Now  am  I  caught  again,  inconftant  Nature. 
- — Would  fhe  had  lefs  of  Beauty  or  of  Wit, 
Or  that  Antonio  did  but  lefs  deferve  her; 
Or  that  file  were  not  married. 
Or  Tad  lefs  Virtue,  for  'tis  that  which  awes  me. 
That  tender  fenfe  of  nothing, 
And  makes  the  other  Reafons  feem  as  Bugbears. 
—1  love  Clarina  more  than  he  can  do. 
And  yet  this  Virtue  doth  oppofe  that  Love, 

^  N  2  Tells 
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Tells  me  there  lurks  a  Treafon  there 
Againft  Antonio's  and  Clarina's  Virtue, 

'Tis  but  too  true  indeed,  and  I'm  not  fafe, 

Whilft  I  conceal  the  Criminal  within  : 

I  muft  reveal  it,  for  whilft  I  hide  the  Traitor, 

I  feem  to  love  the  Treafon  too  ; 

1  will  refign  it  then,  fince  'tis  lefs  blame 

To  perifh  by  my  Pain,  than  live  with  Shame.  [Exit, 


ACT    III.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Laura. 

Ired.T     Aura,  confider  well  my  Quality, 

J y  And  be  not  angry  wich  your  Father's  Confidence, 

Who  lett  us  here  alone. 

Lau*  He  will  repent  that  Freedom  when  he  knows 
What  ufe  you've  made  on't,  Sir. 

Fred.  Fy,  fy,  Laura^  a  Lady  bred  at  Court,  and  yet 
want  Complaifance  enough  to  entertain  a  Gallant  in  pri- 
vate !  this  coy  Humour  is  not  a-la-mode, Be  not  fo 

peeviOi  with  a  Heart  that  dies  for  you. 

Lau.  Pray  tell  me,  Sir,  what  is't  in  me  that  can  encou- 
rage this  ? 

Fred.  That  which  is  in  all  lovely   Women;,  Laura ; 
A  thoufand  Blufhes  play  about  your  Cheeks, 
Which  fhows  the  brisknefsofthe  Blood  that  warms  them. 

.^ If  I  but  tell  you  how  I  do  adore  you, 

You  ftrait  decline  your  Eyes  ; 
Which  does  declare  you  underftand  my  meaning. 
And  every  Smile  or  Frown  betrays  your  Thoughts, 
And  yet  you  cry,  you  do  not  give  me  caufe. 
Enter  Maid, 

Maid.  Curtius,  Madam,  waits  without. 

Fred.  I  do  not  like  his  hafte, 

■ ■  Tell  him  he  cannot  be  admitted  now, 

Z.au* 
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l4«.  Sir,  he  is  one  that  merits  better  treatment  from 
you  ; 
How  can  you  injure  thus  the  Man  you  love  ? 

Tred.  Oh  Madam,ask  your  Eyes,  thofe  powerful  Atira^l?, 
And  do  not  call  their  Forces  fo  in  queftion. 
As  to  believe  they  kindle  feeble  Fires, 
Such  as  a  Friendfliip  can  furmount.     No,  Lauray 
They've  done  far  greater  Miracles, 

Lau.  Sir,  'tis  in  vain  you  tell  me.of  their  Power, 
Unlefs  they  could  have  made  a  nobler  Conqueft 
Than  Hearts  that  yield  to  every'petty  Viftor. 
»         Look  on  me  well, 
Can  nothing  here  inform  you  of  my  Soul, 
And  howitfcorns  to  treat  on  thefe  Conditions? 

{Looki  on  him,  he  gazes  with  a  half  Smile, 

Fred.  Faith,  no,  Laura, 
I  fee  nothing  there  but  wondrous  Beaury, 
And  a  deal  of  needlefs  Pride  and  Scorn, 
And  fuch  as  m^y  be  bumbled. 

Lai4»  Sir,  you  miftake,  that  never  can  abate. 
Bur  yet  I  know  your  Power  may  do  me  injuries  ; 
But  I  believe  you're  guihy  of  no  Sin, 
Save  your  Inconftancy,  which  is  fufficient; 
And,  Sir,  1  beg  I  may  not  be  the  firft    [Kneels  and  weepi. 
May  find  new  Crimes  about  you. 

Fred,  Rife  Laura,  thou  haft  but  too  many  Beauties, 
Which  pray  be  careful  that  you  keep  conceal'd. 

[Offers  to  gffl 

Lau,  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir, 

Tred, — But  why  fhould  this  interpofing  Virtue  check  me  2 
—  Stay  Laura,  tell  me ;  muft  you  marry  Cnrtius  / 

Lau,   Yes  Sir,  1  muft. 

Fred,  Laura,  you  muft  not, 

Lau,  How,  Sir ! 

Fred.  1  fay  you  fliall  not  marry  him, 
Unlefs  you  offer  up  a  Vi<flim, 
That  may  appeafe  the  Anger  you  have  rais'd  in  me, 

Lau,  ril  offer  up  a  thoufand  Prayers  and  Tears. 

Fred,  That  will  not  do. 

N  3  Since 
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Since  thou'ft  deny'd  my  juft  Pretenfions  to  thee, 
No  lefs  than  what  1  told  you  of  fhall  fatisfy  me. 

Lau.  Oh  where  is  all  your  Honour,  and  your  Virtue? 

Fred,  Juft  where  it  was,  there's  no  fuch  real  thing. 
1  know  that  thau  wert  made  to  be  pofTeft, 
And  he  that  does  refufe  it,  loves  thee  leaft. 

. -There's  danger  in  my  Love,  and  your  Delay, 

And  you  are  moft  fecure  whilft  you  obey. 

[He  pnlU  her  gently, 

Lau.  Then  this  fliall  be  my  Safety,  hold  off, 

[Jhe  draws  a  Badger, 
Or  ril  forget  you  are  my  Prince.  [He  laughs*- 

Fred.  Pretty  Virago^  how  you  raife  my  Love  J 

• 1  have  a  Dagger  too  ^  what  will  you  do  ? 

IShows  her  a  Dagger* 
Enter  Curtius. 

Cur.  How  !  the  Prince  !  arm'd  again  ft  Laura  too  ! 

\Draws* 

Fred,  Traitor,  deft  draw  upon  thy  Prince? 

Cur.  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  meant  it  on  a  Rayifher, 
A  foul  mifguided  Villain,  '  [S<?w;. 

One  that  fcarce  merits  the  brave  name  of  Man  ; 
One  that  betrays  his  Friend,  forfakes  his  Wife, 
And  would  commit  a  Rape  upon  my  Miftrefs, 

Fred,  Her  Prefence  is  thy  Safety,  be  gone  and  leave  me. 

Cur.  By  no  means,  Sir^  the  Villain  may  return, 
To  which  fair  Laura  fhould  not  be  expos'd. 
■   Fred.  Slave,  dar'ft  thou  difobey  ?         {_Ofers  to  fight* 

Cur,  Hold,  Sir,  and  do  not  make  me  guilty  of  a  Sin, 
Greater  than  that  of  yours. 

Enter  Salvator. 

Salv,  Gods  pity  me;  here's  fine  doings ! — Why  how 
came  this  roiftring  Youngfter  in  my  Houfe  r*  Sir,  who 
fent  for  you,  faah? 

Cur,  Love. 

Salv.  Love,  with  a  witnefs  to  whom  \  my  Daughter  ? 
«~No,  Sir,  fhe's  otherwife  difpos'd  of  I  can  alfure  you. 
Be  gone  and  leave  my  Houfe,  and  that  quickly  too  \  and 
sjiank  me  that  1  do  not  fecure  thee  for  a  Traitor. 

Cur.  Will  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

$alv^ 
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Salv.  Not  a  woid.  Sir,  go  be  gone  ;  unlefs  your  High- 

nefs  will  have  him  apprehended.  [To  Fred. 

Fred.  No  Sir,  it  fhall  not  need — Curtius^  look  to  heap 

from  me* [Comes  up  to  h'lm,  and  tells  him 

jo  in  a  menacing  Tcne^  and  ^o 
out  fever  ally. 
Salv*  Go  Mrs.  Minks ^  get  you  in.    [Ex,  Salv.  and  Laur. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Frederick  pajfmg  in  anger  over  the  Stage, 
meets  Lorenzo, 

Lor,  O  Sir,  I'm  glad  I've  found  you  ;  for  I  have  the 
rareft  News  for  you. 

Fred,  What  News  ? 

Lor,  Oh  the  Devil,  he's  angry  ;  ^Why^  Sir,  the 

preuieft  young 

Ind,  There's  for  your  Intelligence. 

\Strtkes  him^  and  goes  out. 

Lor.  So,  very  well;  how  mortal  is  the  favour  of 
Princes !  thefe  be  turns  of  State  now  ;  what  the  Devfi^ 
ails  he  trow  \  fure  he  could  not  be  offended  with  the 
News  I  have  brought  him  ;  if  he  be,  he's  flrangely  out 
ef  tiine :  and  fure  he  has  too  much  Wit  to  grow  virtuous 
at  thefe  Years.  No,  no,  he  has  had  fbme  repuhe  from  a 
Lady ;  and  that*s  a  wonder ;  for  he  has  a  Tongue  and  a 
Purfe  that  feldom  fails :  if  Youth  and  Vigour  would 
ftretch  as  far,  he  were  the  wonder  of  the  Age?^ 
Enter  Curtius. 

Cur,  Lorenzo^  didft  thou  fee  the  Prince  > 

Lor,  Marry  did  I,  and  feel  him  too. 

Cur,  Why,  did  he  ftrike  you  > 

Lor,  I'm  no  true  Subjed  if  he  did  not  ;  and  that  only 
for  doing  that  Service  which  once  was  moft  acceptable  to 
him. Prithee  what's  the  matter  with  him,  hah  ? 

Cur,  I  know  nor,  leave  me. 

Lor,  Leave  thee,  what  art  thou  out  of  humour  too  ? 
Let  me  but  know  who  'tis  has  difoblig'd  thee,  and  Til  — " 

Cur,  What  wilt  thou? 

Lor.  Nevei:  fqe  his  face  more,  if  a  Man. 

N  4  Cur»- 
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Cur.  And  what  if  a  Woman  ? 

Ur,  Then  fhe*s  an  idle  peevifti  Slut,  I'll  warrant  her. 

Cur,  Conclude  it  fo,  and  leave  me. 

Lor.  Nay,  now  thou  haft  faid  the  only  thing  that  coul^ 
keep  me   with  thee,  thou   mayft  be  defperate  ^    I'll  tell 
you  Curuus^  thefe  female  Mifchiefs  make  Men  take  dange- 
rous Refolutions  rometimes. 

Enter  Alberto. 

All,  Curiiusy  I've  fomething  lo  deliver  to  your  Ears. 

^        -        ...  [Wkifpers, 

Cur,  Any  thing  from  Alberto  is  welcome. 

Lor,  Well,  I  will  be  hang'd  if  there  be  not  fome  MiT- 
chief  in  agitation  ;  it  cannot  be  wenching ;  they  look  all 
too  dull  and  fober  for  that ;  and  befides,  then  I  fhould 
have  been  a  party  concerned. 

Cur,  The  place  and  time. 

Alb,  An  hour  hence  i'th'  Grove  by  the  Riyer-fide; 

Cur.  Alone  thou  fayft  ? 

Alb,  Alone,  the  Prince  will  have  it  fo. 

Cur.  I  will  not  fail  a  moment.  lEx.  Alb. 

—So  this^has  eas'd  my  Heart  of  half  its  Load. 

Lor,  rjl  fneak  avvay,  for  this  is  fome  fighting  Bufinefs, 
and  I  may  perhaps  be  invited  a  Second,  a  Compliment  I 
care  not  for.  [Offers  to  go. 

Cur,  Lorenzo^  a  word  with  you. 

Lor,  'Tfs  fo,  what  fhall  I  do  now  ?  lAfide, 

Cur,  Stay, 

Lor,  I  am  a  little  in  hafte,  my  Lord. 

Cur.  I  fhall  foon  difpatch  you. 

Lor,  I  believe  (o^  for  I  am  half  dead  already  with 
Fear.  [^Afide.-] — Sir,  I  have  promis'd  to  make  a  vifit  to  a 
Lady,  and 

Cur.  What  I've  to  fay  will  not  detain  you  long. 

Lor.  What  aDog  was  I,  I  went  not  when  he  firft  defir'd 
me  to  go  ?     Oh  Impertinency,  thou  art  juftly  rewarded  ! 

Cur,  Lorenzo,  may  I  believe  you  love  me  ? 

Lor,  Now  what  fhall  I  fay,  Ay  or  no  ?  \_Aftde, 

The  Devil  take  me  if  I  know. 

Ctir.  Will  you  do  me  a  favour  ? 

Lor,  There  \i%  again.  .  I A  fide. 

Cur. 
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Cur,  I  know  I  may  truft  thee  with  a  fecrer. 

Lor.  Truly  Curtius^  I  cannot  tell, 
In  fome  cafes  I  am  not  very  retentive. 

Cur,  I  am  going  about  a  buflnefs,  that  perhaps 
May  take  up  all  the  time  I  have  to  h've, 
And  I  may  never  fee  thy  Sifter  more  ; 
Will  you  oblige  me  in  a  MefTage  to  her  ? 

Lor,  You  know  you  may  command  me  ; 
— I'm  glad  'tis  no  worfe.  [Ajtde, 

Cur,  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  Cabinet, 
And  there  I'll  write  to  Laura  ^ 
And  prithee  if  thou  hear'ft  that  I  am  dead. 
Tell  her  I  fell  a  Sacrifice  to  her. 
And  that's  enough,  fhe  undeiftands  the  reft. 

Lor.  But  harkye,  Cunim,  by  your  favour,  this  is  but  a 
fcurvy  Tale  to  carry  to  your  Miftrefs ;  1  hope  you  are  not 
in  earneft. 

Cur.  Ye?. 

Lor.  Yes  !  why,  what  a  foolifh  idle  hitmour's  this  in 
you  ?  I  vow  'twill  go  near  to  break  the  poor  Girl's 
Heart ;,         Come  be  advis'd,  Man. 

Cur,  Perhaps  I  may  confider  on'i  for  that  reafon. 

Lor.  There  are  few  that  go  about  fuch  bufinefles,  but 
have  one  thing  or  other  to  confider  in  favour  of  Life  •,  I 
find  that  even  m  the  mo(t  magnanimous : — Prithee  who 
is't  with  ? 

Cur.  That's  counfel  ;  and  pray  let  this  too  which  I 
have  told  you  be  a  fecrer,  for  'twill  concern  your  Life. 

Lor.  Good  Curtiusy  take  it  back  again  then  j  for  a 
hundred  to  one  but  my  over-care  of  keeping  it  will  be- 
tray h. 

Cur.  Thou  loveft  thy  felf  better. 

Lor,  Well,  that's  a  comfort  yet.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.    A  IVool 

Enter  Cloris  drefs'^d  like  a  Country-Boy^  followed  hy 

Guilliam  a  Clown  ;  Cloris  reading  a  Letter, 
Ch,  read?.     Cloris  hware  of  Men  j  /*r  tho  1  w^  [elf 
h  (fne^ 

N  5  Tet 
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"Xet  I  have  the  TraiUles  of  my  SeXy  andean  dlffemble  too  j 

Trtift  none  of  »s,  for  if  thou  do(iy  thou  an  undone  \ 

We  make  Vows  to  all  alike  we  fee^ 

And  even  the  hefi  of  Men,  the  Prince, 

Js  not  to  he  credited  in  an  affair  of  Love* 

—Oh  Curtius,  thy  advice  was  very  kind  ; 

Had  it  arriv'd  before,  Tad  been  undone  ! 

•—Can  Frederick  too  be  falfe? 

A  Prince,  and  be  unjuft  to  her  that  loves  him  too  ? 

■ — Surely  it  is  impoflible— < 

Perhaps  thou  lov'ft  me  too,  and  this  may  be 

[Pointing  to  the  Letter* 
Some  Plot  of  thine  to  try  my  Conftancy  ;  ^ 

— -Howe'er  it  be,  fince  he  could  fail  laft  night 
Of  feeing  me,  I  have  at  leaft  a  caufe  to  juftify 
This  fhameful  change  •,  and  fure  in  this  Difguife, 
1  fhall  not  foon  be  known,  doft  think  I  fhall  ? 

\_Looks  on  her  [elf, 

GuiL  Why  forfootb,  what  do  you  intend  to  pafs  for,, 
a  Maid  or  a  Boy  ? 

do,  Why,  what  1  feem  to  be,  will  it  not  do  ? 

Guil.  Yes,  yes,  it  may  do,  but  I  know  not  what  5 
I  would  Love  would  tranfmography  me  to  a  Maid  now, 
■  We  fhould  be  the  prettieft  Couple  : 
Don't  you  remember  when  you  drefs'd  me  up  the  laft 
Carnival,  was  not  I  the  woundieft  handfome  Lafs  a  body 
could  fee  in  a  Summer's  day  ?  There  was  Claud  the 
Shepherd  as  freakiQi  after  me,  I'll  warrant  you,  and 
iimper'd  and  tript  it  like  any  thing. 

do.  Ay,  but  they  fay  'tis  dangerous  for  young  Maids 
to  live  at  Court. 

GhH.  Nay,  then  I  (liould  be  loth  to  give  temptation. 
^— Pray  forfooth,  what's  that  you  read  fo  often  there  ? 

do.  An  advice  to  young  Maids  that  are  in  love. 

Guil,  Ay,  ay,  that  fame  Love  is  a  vengeance  thing, 
Wou'd  I  were  in.  love  too;  I  fee  it  makes  a  body  valiant; 
One  neither  feels  Hunger  nor  Cold  that  is  poflcft  with  it. 

do.  Thou  art  i'th'  right,  it  can  do  Miracles, 

Guil,  So  it  feems,  for  without  a  Miracle  you  and  I 
fould  never  have  rambled  about  ihefe  Woods  all  night 

witbout 
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without  either  Bottle  or  Wallet :  I  could  e'en  cry  tor 

hunger  now. 

do.  What  a  dull  Soul  this  Fellow  hath  ? 
Sure  it  can  never  feel  the  generous  Pains 
Of  Love,  as  mine  does  now  ;  oh  how  I  glory 
To  find  my  Heart  above  the  common  rate  ! 
Were  not  my  Prince  inconftanr, 
I  would  not  envy  what  the  Blefled  do  above  :  • 
But  he  is  falfe,  good  Heaven  !—     \_Weeps,     Guil.  ho-wls],^ 
—What  doft  feel,  that  thou  fhouldft  weep  with  me  ? 

Gull  Nothing  but  Hunger,  fharp  Hunger,  forfooth. 

C/<?.  Leave  calling  me  forfooth,  it  will  betray  us. 

GmL   What  fhall  I  call  you  then  ? 

do.  Call  me  PhMert,  or  any  thing  ; 
And  be  familiar  with  me  :  put  on  thy  Hat,  left  any  come 
and  fee  us. 

Guil.  'Tis  a  hard  name,  but  Til  learn  it  by  heart, 
.—Well  Philtbert — what  Ihall  we  do  when  we  come  to 
Court?  [Puts  on  his  Hat, 

Befides  eating  and  drinking,  which  I  fhall  do  in  abun» 
dance. 

do.  We  muft  get  each  of  us  a  Service  : 
,         But  thou  art  fuch  a  Clown. 

GhU.  Nay,  fay  not  fo,  honeft  Philtbert :  for  look  ycj 
I  am  much  the  properer  Fellow  of  the  two.        [JValk,s, 

do.  Well,  try  thy  fortnne  ;  but  be  fure  you  never  dif- 
cover  me,  whatever  Queftions  may  chance  to  be  asked 
thee. 

GidH,  I  warrant  thee,  honeft  Lad,  I  am  true  and  trufty  ; 
But  I  muft  be  very  famiiiar  with  you,  you  fay. 

do.  Yes,  before  Company. 

Cud,  Pray  let  me  begin  and  praftife  a  little  now, 
An't  pleafe  you,  for  fear  I  fliould  not  be  faucy  enough. 
When  we  arrive  at  Court. 

do.  I'll  warrant  you  you'll  foon  learn  there. 

Guil.  Oh  Lord,  Philtbert  !  Philtbert  /  1  fee  a  Man  a 
comina  moft  deadly  fine,  let's  run  away. 

Clo^T\ms  thou  haft  ferv'd  me  all  this  night,  there's 
not  a  Bulh  we  come  at,  but  thou  ftart'ft  thus. 

Guili 
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GuiL  'Tis  true  you  are  a  Lover,  and  may  flay  the 

danger  on  t ;  but  I'll  make  fure  for  one. 

C/^.  It  is  the  Prince,  Oh  Gods !  what  makes  he  here  ? 
With  Looks  cliforder'd  too  ;  this  Place  is  fit  for  Death 

and  fad 
Defpafr ;  the  melancholy  Spring  a  fleepy  murmur  makes, 
A  proper  Confort  for  departing  Souls, 
When  mfx'd  with  dying  Groans,  and  the  thick  Bouehs 
Compofe  a  difmal  Roof; 

Dark  as  the  gloomy  Shades  of  Death  or  Graves. 
—He  comes  this  way.  Til   hide  my  fdf  awhile. 

IGoes  behind  a  'Buflj, 
Enter  Frederick. 
l^rtd.  But  yet  not  this,  nor  my  defpight  to  Laura^   ■ 
Stall  make  me  out  of  love  tvith  Life, 
Whilft  I  have  youthful  Fires  about  my  Heart : 
—Yet  I  muft  fight  with  Curtius, 
And  To  chaftife  the  Pride  of  that  fond  Maid, 
Whofefaucy  Virtue  durft  controul  my  Flame. 
—And  yet  I  love  her  not  as  I  doCloris', 
But  fain  I  would  have  overcome  that  Chaftity, 
Of  which  the  foolifh  Beauty  boafts  fo. 

Clo.  Curtius  I  thank  thee,  now  I  do  believe  thee. 
Guilliam,  \'i  thou  feeft  any  fighting  anon,       iJhe  Prince 
Be  fure  you  run  out  and  call  fome  body.  walks, 

Guil.  You  need  not  bid  me  run  away,  when  I  once 
fee  them  go  to  that. 

Enter  Curtius. 
Car,  Sir,  I  am  come  as  you  commanded  me. 
Tred.  When  you  confider  what  you've  lately  done^ 
You  will  not  wonder  why  I  fent  for' you  ;, 
And  when  I  mean  to  fight,  I  do  not  ufe  to  parly: 
Come  draw. 

Cur,  Shew  me  my  Enemy,  and  then  if  I  am  flow r 

Fred,  1  am  he,  needft  thou  one  more  powerful  ? 
Cur,  You,  Sir  !   what  have  I  done  to  make  you  fo  t 
Fred,  If  yet  thou  want'ft  a  further  proof  of  it, 
Know  I'll  difpute  my  Claim  to  Laura. 

Cur,  That  muft  not  be  with  me,  Sir  5 
Cod  forbid  ihai  1  (hould  raife  my  Arm  againft  my  Prince. 
"  If 
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■     ■  If  Lmra  have  fo  little  Faith  and  Virtue, 
To  render  up  that  Right  belongs  to  me, 
With  all  my  heart  I  yield  her 
To  any  but  to  you  : 

And,  Sir,  for  your  own  fake  you  muft  not  have  her,  ;'  \ 
Fred,  Your  Reafon  ? 

Cur,  Sir,  you're  already  married. 

Tred.  Thou  lyeft,  and  feek'ft  excufes  for  thy  Cowar- 
dice. 

C«r.  I  wifh  you  would  recal  that  hafty  Injury; 
Yet  this  I'll  bear  from  you,  who  know  'tis  falfe. 

Fred,  Will  nothing  mcve  thee  ? 

Cur,  You  would  believe  fo,  Sir,  if  I  fhould  tell  you. 
That  befides  all  this,  I  have  a  jufter  Caufe. 

Fred.  Jufter  than  thu  o'^  Laura  .^  call  it  up,  then^ 
And  let  it  fave  thee  from  a  further  fhame. 

Cur,  Yes  fo  1  will,  'tis  that  of  Clorisy 
Who  needs  my  aids  much  more; 
Bo  you  remember  fuch  a  Virgin,  Sir  ? 
For  (o  fhe  was  till  fhe  knew  Frederick, 
The  fweeteft  Innocent  that  ever  Nature  made* 

Fred.  Not  thy  own  Honour,  nor  thy  Love  to  Laura^ 
Would  make  thee  draw,  and  now  at  Claris^  Name 
Thou  art  incens'd,  thy  Eyes  all  red  with  Rage  t 
—  Oh  thou  baft  rouz'd  my  Soul ! 
Nor  would  1  juftify  my  Wrongs  to  her, 
Unlefs  it  were  to  fatisfy  my  Jealoiify, 
.Which  thou  haft  raised  \n  me  by  this  concern, 
fc— Draw,  or  I'll  kill  thee. 

Cur,  Stay,  Sir,  and  hear  me  out. 

Fred,  I   will  not  ftay,  now  I  refleft  on  all 
Thy  former  kindnefs  to  her — ^» 

Cur.  I  will  not  fight,  but  I'll  defend  my  felf. 

\Theyfightl 

Fred,  We  are  betray'd. 

Cur,  Ye?,  Sir,  and  you  are  wounded. 

[Gull,  rum  bawling  out^  they  are  both  wounded, 

Ch,  Oh  Heaven  defend  the  Prince  !  [she  peeps. 
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■Ered,  I  hear  fome  coming,  go  be  gone. 
And  fave  thy  felf  by  flight. 

[Frederick y?4«^;  leaning  on  his  Sword, 
Cur,  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  ftay,  my  flight  will  look 
like  Guilt. 

Fred.  Ry  no  means,  CurtiuSy  thou  wilt  be  taken  here, 
and  thou  fhalt  never  charge  me  with  that  Crime  of  be- 
traying thee  :  when  we  meet  next,  we'll  end  it. 

Cur,  I  muft  obey  you  then.  lEx'tU 

Enter  Cloris, 
do.  Sir,  has  the  Villain  hurt  you  ?  \_She  fupports  htm, 
—Pray  Heaven  my  Sorrows  do  not  betray  me  now  j 
For  fince  he's  falfe,  1  fain  would  die  conceal'd.     lAjide» 
—Shew  me  your  Wound,  and  I  will  tie  it  up. 
Alas,  you  bleed  extremely.  (come  ; 

Ired»  Kind  Youth,  thy  Succours  are  in  vain,  tho  wel- 
For  tho  I  bleed,  I  am  not  wounded  much. 

do.  No  ?  why  did  you  let  him  pafs  unpunifh'd  then, 
Who  would  have  hurt  you  more  ? 

Enter  Guilliam  with  Galliard. 
Serv,  Where  was't  ? 

GuiL  Look  ye,  Sir,  there,  don't  you  fee  them  ? 
Serv,  How  does  your  Highnefs  ?     This  Fellow  told  me 
of  a  quarrel  here,  which  made  me  hafte. 

Fred.  Be  filent,  and  carry  me  to  my  own  apartment. 
Serv,  Alas,  Sir,  is  it  you  that  fought? 
Fred.  No  more  Queftions.' 
Kind  Boy,  pray  leave  me  not  till  I  have  found  a  way  to 
_  recompefire  thy  pretty  care  of  me. 

do,  I  will  wait  on  you,  Sir.         [Exeunt  all  but  GuiL 

Enter  Lorenzo,     Peeps  fir  ft. 
Lor,  What's  the  matter  here  ?  the  Prince  is  wounded 
too. 
Oh  what  a  Dog  was  I  to  know  of  fome  fuch  thii^g. 
And  not  fecure  them  all  ? 

[LoiL.Jiands  gasiing  at  Guil.   Q\xi\,  ftands  tahering 
his  Haty  and  fcruing  his  Face, 
^—What's  here  ?     Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  the  pleafanteft  Fel- 
low that  e'er  I  faw  in  my  Life.    Prithee  Friend,  what's 
thy  Name  i 

Guil, 
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CuW,  My  Name,  a  n't  Ihall  like  ye. 
My  Name,  it  is  Gmlliam, 

Lor,  From  whence  comeft  thou  ? 

Cu'il.  From  a  Village  a  great  huge  "way  ofT. 

Lor,  And  what's  thy  bufinefs  here,  hah? 

Gml.  Truly,  Sir,  not  to  tell  a  Lye ; 
I  come  to  get  a  Service  here  at  Court. 

Lor.  A  Service  at  Court!  ha,  ha,  that's  a  pleafant Hu- 
mour i'faith.     Why  Fellow,  what  canft  thou  do? 

Gml,  Do  Sir  !  1  can  do  any  thing. 

Lor,  Why  what  canft  thou  do  ?  canft  thou  drefs  well  ? 
—Set  a  Peruke  to  advantage,  tie  a  Crevat,  JT 

And  Cuffs  ?  put  on  a  Belt  with  dexterity,  hah  ?  .  ^^ 

Thefe  be  the  Parts  that  muft  recommend  you. 

Gu'xl,  I  know  not  what  you  mean,  but  I  am  fure  I 
can  do  them  all. 

Lor,  Thou  art  confident  it  feems,  and  I  can  tell  you. 
Sirrah,  that's  a  great  ftep  to  Preferment  ^ 
m. But  wel',  go  on  then,  canft  ride  the  great  Horfe? 

G«//,  The  biggeft  in  all  our  Town 
I  have  rid  a  thoufand  times. 

Lor.  That's  well  ,  canft  fence  ? 

Gu'd,  Fence  Sir,  what's  that? 

Lor,  A  Term  we  ufe  for  the  Art  and  Skill  of  handling 
a  Weapon. 

G'«//.  I  can  threfti.  Sir. 

Lor.  What's  that,  Man  ? 

Gu'iL  Why,  Sir,  it  is— it  is—  threfhing. 

Lor.  An  Avtift  I  vow  ;  canft  play  on  any  Mufick  ? 

Gml,  Oh   moft  rogically,  Sir,  1  have  a  Bagpipe  that 
every  Breath  fets  the  whole  Village  a  dancing. 

Xofc.  Better  ftiU  ;  and  thou  canft  dance  I'll  warrant  ? 

Gml,  Dance,  he,  he,  he,  1  vow  you've  light  on  my 
Mafter-piece,  y'fegs. 

Lor.  And  1*11  try  thee  :  Boy,  go  fetch  \To  the  Page. 

fome  of  the  Mufick  hither  which  1  keep  in  pay.  \Ex,  Boy. 

But  hark  you.  Friend,  tho  1  love  Dancing  very  well, 

and  that  may  recommend  thee  in  a  great  degree  \  yet  'tis 

wholly  neceflary  that   you  (hould  be  valiant  too  ;    We 

Great  ones  ought  to  be  ferv'd  by  Men  of  Valour,  for  we 
-  -  -  2jg 
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are  very  liable  to  be  affronted  by  many  here  to  our  Faces, 
which  we  would  gladly  have  beaten  behind  our  Backs. 
— But  Pox  on't,  thou  haft  not  the  Huff  and  Grimace  of 
a  Man  of  Prowefs. 

GuiL  As  for  fighting,  tho  I  do  not  care  for  it,  yet  I 
can  do't  if  any  body  angers  me,  or  fo. 

Lor,  But  I  muft  have  you  learn  to  do't  when  any  body 
angers  me  too, 

Gttil.  Sir,  they  told  me  I  fliould  have  no  need  on't 
here  ;  but  I  fhall  learn. 

Lor.  Why  you  Fool,  that's  not  a  thing  to  be  learn'd, 
•——That's  a  brave  Inclination  born  with  Man, 
A  brave  undaunted  fomething,  a  thing  that, 
That  comes  from,  from,  I  know  not  what. 
For  I  was  born  without  it. 

Enter  Page  and  Mujick, 
Oh  are  you  come  ?  let's  fee,  Sirrah,  your  Adivlty, 
For  1  muft  tell  you  that's  another  ftep  to  Preferment. 

[_He  dancei  a  Jig  en  Paifant, 
*Tis  well  perform'd  ;  well,  hadft  thou  but  Wit,  Valour, 
Bone  MinCy  good  G.irb,  a  Peruke,  CondufV  and  Secrecy 
in  Love-AfFair5,  and  half  a  do2:en  more  good  Qualities, 
thou  wert  fit  for  fomething  ;  but  I  will  try  thee.  Boy,  let 
him  have  better  Clothes  j  as  for  his  Documents,  I'll  give 
him  thofe  my  felf. 

Giiil.  Hab,  I  don't  like  that  word,  it  founds  terribly. 
[Afide,     Ex.  Page  and  Guil, 

Lor*  This  Fellow  mny  be  of  ufe  to  me ;  being  doubt- 
lefs  very  bontfl-,  becaufe  he  h  fo  very  fimple ;  For  to  fay 
truth,  we  Men  of  Parts  are  fometimes  over-wife,  wit- 
nefs  my  laft  n'ght's  retreat  from  but  a  fuppofed  Danger, 
and  returning  to  (all  into  a  real  one.  Well,  I'll  now  to 
Jfabella^  and  know  her  final  Refolution  ;  if  CUrin^WiW 
be  kind,  fo  ;  if  not,  there  be  thofe  that  will. 

And  tho  I  cannot  any  Conquefl  boaft 
For  all  the  Time  and  Money  1  have  lofl. 
At  leafl  of  Ifalel  I'll  be  reveng'd. 
And  have  the  flattering  Baggage  foundly  fwIngM  ; 
And  rather  than  fhe  fhall  efcape  my  Anger, 
My  felf  fhall  be  the  Hero  that  flball  bang  her.      [Far/V. 

ACT 
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Enttr  Ifmena  and  Ifabdla. 

^fa.h,  A    yj  Adam,  turn  your  back  to  that  fide, 

IVx  fo''  t^S''«  Antonio  is  hid  ;  he  muft  not  fee 
youi-  Face  :  now  raife  your  Voice,  that  he  may  hear 
what  'tis  you  fay. 

Ifm,  I'll  warrant  you,  Ifabella  : 
Was  ever  wretched  Woman's  Fate  like  mine, 
Forc'd  to  obey  the  rigid  Laws  of  Parent?, 
And  marry  with  a  Man  I  did  not  love  ? 

Ant,  Oh  there's  my  caufe  of  Fear,  [Ant.  feepsl 

Jfm,  Tho  fince  Tve  had  him,  thou  know'ft  I  have  en- 
deavour'd 
To  make  his  Will  my  Law, 

Till  by  degrees  and  Cuftom,  which  makes  things  natural, 
I  found  this  Heart,  which  ne'er  had  been  engag'd 
To  any  other,  grow  more  foft  to  him  ; 
And  ftill  the  more  he  lov*d,  the  more  I  was  oblig'd. 
And  made  returns  ftill  kinder ;  till  I  became 
Not  only  to  allow,  but  to  repay  his  Tendernefs. 

Ifab*  She  counterfeits  rarely.  \,Ajide* 

Madam,  indeed  I  have  obferv'd  this  truth. 

Jfm,  See  who  'tis  knocks.  [One  knocks* 

Ant,  What  will  this  come  to  ?  [_Afide, 

Ifab,  Madam,  *tis  Alberto, 

Enter  Alberto,     Bows, 

Ifm,  My  Lord,  you've  often  told  me  that  you  lov'd  me. 
Which  I  with  Woraens  ufual  Pride  believ'd  ; 
And^now,  encourag'd  by  my  hopeful  Piomifes, 
You  look  for  fome  Returns  :  Sir,  is  it  fo  ? 

Aib,  What  means  (he  ? 
Pray  Heaven  I  anfwer  right.  [Afide, 

—Madam,  if  I  have  err'd  in  that  belief. 
To  know  I  do  fo,  is  fufficient  punifhment. 
—Lovers,  Madam,  tho  they  have  no  returns. 
Like  finking  Men,  ftill  catch  at  all  they  meet  with  j 

Ani 
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And  vvhilft  they  live,  tho  in  the  midft  of  Storms, 
Becaufe  they  wiili,  they  alfo  hope  for  Calms. 
Jfm.  And  did  you.  Sir,  confider  who  I  was  ? 

TU        JV/  ^1"^'^'  Wi^e  unto  my  Friend  ^«/mV, 
The  only  Man  that  has  an  Imereft  here  ;  * 

. Bur,  Madam,  that  muft  ftill  fubmit*  to  Love.   ' 

^i7r  w  ",^  ^^°"  ^^  °""  ^^  ^"^"^  to  him  and  me? 

^U',  Madam,  I  know  not  that  j 
But  fince  I  muft  lofe  one, 
My  Friendfliip  I  can  better  Jay  afide. 

Jfm    Haft  thou  forgot  how  dear  thou  art  to  him  ? 

w/       ;  ^°»  ^  ^°  ^^^^^^^  ^  ^"^y  and  that  his  Life 
Were  but  a  worthlefs  trifle,  if  I  needed  it. 

Yef,  Madam,  you  are  dearer  to  him  ftiil 

Than  his  Alhno  5  and  'tis  fo  with  me : 

■—-Him  I  efteem,  but  you  I  do  adore  1 

And  he  whofe  Soul's  infenfible  of  Love, 

Can  never  grateful  to  his  Friendftiip  prove. 
/>?.  By  your  example.  Sir,  V\\  ftill  retain 

My  Love  for  him  5  and  what  I  had  for  you, 

Which  was  but  Friendftiip,  I'll  abandon  too. 
^;?/.  Happy  uimomo.-'^  [Afide, 

Ifm,  Pray  what  have  you  Antonio  cannot  own  ? 

Has  he  not  equal  Beauty,  if  not  exceeding  thine  ? 

Has  he  not  equal  Vigour,  Wir,  and  Valour  ? 

And  all  that  even  raifes  Men  to  Gods, 

Wert  not  for  poor  Mortality  ? 

— — Vain  Man,  couldft  thou  believe 

That  I  would  quit  my  Duty  to  this  Husband, 

And  facrifice  his  Right  to  thee  ? 

' Couldft  thou  believe  me  yefterday  ? 

When  from  thy  Importunity  and  Impudence, 

To  fend  thee  from  me, 

I  promifed  thee  to  love  thee. 

—Nay  rather,  treacherous  Man, 

Couldft  thou  believe  I  did  hate  thee  then. 

Who  bafely  would  betray  thy  Friend  and  me  ? 

Alb,  Sure  this  \s  earneft.  *         lAfide* 

Ant.  Oh  brave  Clarina  (  lAfiek, 

Ifm. 
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Ifm.  Speak,  Traitor,  to  my  Fame  and  Honour  5 
Was  there  no  Woman,  but  Antonioh  Wife, 
With  whom  thou  couldft  commit  fo  foui  a  Crime  ? 
And  none  but  he,  to  bring  to  publick  Shame? 
A  Man  who  trufted  thee,  and  lov'd  thee  too  ? 
■ — Soeak — and  if  yet  thou  haft  a  fenfe  of  Virtue, 
Call  to  the  Saints  for  pardon,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

[_She  draws  a  Poniard^  and  runs  at  him  ', 
he  fieps  hack  to  avoid  it* 

Alh,  Hold  Clarina  ! — I  am  amaz'd, 

ifm.  But  ftay. 
Thou  fay'ft  my  Beauty  forc'd  thee  to  this  Wickednefs, 
And  that's  the  caufe  you  have  abus'd  Antonio, 
—Nor  is  it  all  the  Power  I  have  with  him. 
Can  make  him  credit  what  I  tell  him  of  thee; 
And  fhould  I  live,  I  ftill  muft  be  purfu'd  by  thee, 
And  unbeliev'd  by  him : 
-^AlbertOy  thou  fhalt  ne'er  be  guilty  more, 
Whilft  this— and  this  may  meet. 

{.Offering  to  wound  her  felf^  ii  fta'y*d  h 
Alb.  and  Ifab.  they  fet  Ifm.  in  a 
Chair  ;  Alb.  kneels  weeftng* 

Alb,  Hold,  my  divine  Clarhd., 

Ant,  Shall  I  difcover  my  felf,  or  fteal  away  ?     [A[ide» 
And  all  afham'd  of  Life  after  this  Aftion, 
Go  where  the  Sun  or  Day  may  never  find  me  \ 
Oh !  what  Virtue  I've  abus'd 
Curfe  on  my  little  Faith  ; 
And  all  the  Curfes  Madnefs  can  invent, 
Light  on  my  groundlefs  Jealoufy.  [^x.  Antonio. 

Alb,  Clarina^  why  fo  cruel  to  my  Heart  ? 
'Tis  true,  I  love  you,  but  with  as  chafte  an  Ardour, 
As  Souls  departing  pay  the  Deities, 
When  with  incefTant  Sighs  they  hafte  away, 
And  leave  Humanity  behind.     Oh !  fo  did  I 
Abandon  all  the  lefTer  Joys  of  Life, 
For  that  of  being  permitted  but  t'adore  ye. 
Alas,  if 'twere  difpleafing  to  you, 
Why  did  your  felf  encourage  it  ? 
I  might  have  languilh'd,  as  I  did  before, 

^  *  And 
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And  hid  thofe  Crimes  which  make  you  hate  me  now. 
—Oh  I  am  loft  !  Antonio^  thou'ft  undone  me  ; 

,^  LHe  ri/es  in  Rage^ 

—Hear  me  Ungrate  ;  I  fwear  by  all  that's  good, 
I'll  wafli  away  my  Mifchief  with  thy  Blood. 

Ifab.  Antonio  hears  you  not,  Sir,  for  he's  departed. 

Ifm,  Is  Antonio  gone  ? 

[She  looks  pertly  «/»,  who  before  lay  half  dead. 

Alb,  How's  this,  has  Oie  but  feign'd  ? 

Ifm,  No,  it  was  but  feign'd ;  1  hope  this  proof 
Of  what  I  have  promis'd  you,  does  not  diTpleafe. 

Alb.  Am  I  thus  fortunate,  thus  ftrangely  happy  ? 

Ifm.  Time  will  confirm  it  to  you — go,  do  not 
Now  thank  me  for't,  but  feek  Antonio  out  ♦, 
Perhaps  he  may  hav2  too  great  a  Senfe  of  the 
Mifchfefs  bis  Jealoufies  had  like  to  have  caus'd  : 
But  conjure  him  to  take  no  notice  of  what's  paft  to  me ; 
This  eafy  flight  of  mine  fecures  our  Fears, 
And  ferves  to  make  Antonio  confident, 
Who  now  will  unbelieve  his  Eyes  and  Ears  ; 
And  fince  before,  while  I  was  innocent, 
He  could  fufpeft  my  Love  and  Duty  too, 
I'll  try  what  my  di{rembling  it  will  do. 
Go  hafte. 

Mb,  Madam,  I  go,  furpriz'd  with  Love  and  Wonder, 
,  [Ex,  Alb. 

Ifm,  You'll  be  more  furpriz'd,  when  you  know  [Afide, 
That  you  are  cheated  too  as  well  as  Antonio,        iExeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Curtius  difguis^d  in  a  black  Peruke  and  Beard^  with 
Pietro  d'ifguifed  alfo,  ^ 

Cur,  Well,  what  haft  thou  learn'd  ? 

Pitt,  News  enough  Sir,  but  none  good  ; 
That  the  Prince's  Wounds  are  but  fmall, 
So  that  he  intends  to  take  the  Air  this  Evening  ; 
That  he  follicits  Laura  hard  ; 
And,  Sir,  that  you  are  proclaim'd  Traitor. 

Car,  So,  what  fays  the  Meflenger  you  fent  to  Clor'n  ? 

Piet» 
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Piet,  Sir,  he  brings  fad  tidings  back. 
C«r.  What  tidings  ?  is  (he  dead  ?  - 
That  wouU  revive  my  Sou', 

And  fortify  my  eafy  Nature  with  fome  wicked  Notions, 
As  deep  as  thofe  this  flattering  Prince  made  ufe  of, 
When  he  betray'd  my  Sifter,  ]preny  Cloris : 
—Come,  fpeak  it  boldly,  for  nothing  elfe 
Will  make  me  do  her  Juftice. 

Piet,  No,  Sir,  fhe  is  not  dead, 
But  fled,  and  none  knows  whither ; 
Only  Guilliam  attends  her. 

Cur,  Worfe  and  worfe  \  but  what  o^ Laura  ? 
Piet,  She,  Sir,  is  kept  a  Prifonerby  her  Father, 
And  fpeaks  with  none  but  thofe  that  come  from  Frederick, 

Cur*  Laura  confin'd  ioo  !  'tis  time  to  haften  then^ 
With  my,  till  now,  almoft  difarm'd  Revenge  : 
—Thus  Iniay  pafs  unknown  the  Streets  o(  Florence^ 
And  find  an  opportunity  to  reach  this  Prince's  Heart, 
. — Oh  Vengeance  I  luxurious  V^eni2,eanc€  ! 
Thy  Pleafures  turn  a  Rival  to  my  Love, 
And  make  the  mightier  Conqueft  o'er  my  Heart. 
' — Cloris,  1  will  revenge  thy  Tears  and  Sufferings ; 
And  to  fecure  the  Doom  of  him  that  wrongM  thee, 
I'll  call  on  injur'd  Laura  too. 
—Here  take  thefe  PIdures— — and  where  thou  fee'ft 

[Gives  him  Boxes, 
A  knot  of  Gallants,  open  one  or  two,  as  if  by  ftealth, 
To  gaze  upon  the  Beauties,  and  then  (Iraight  ciofe  them — 
But  ftay,  here  comes  the  only  Man 
1  could  have  wiflb'd  for  ;  he'il  proclaim  my  Bufinefs 
Better  than  a  Picture  or  a  Trumpet.  [The<y  fland  by, 

[Curtius  takes  back  the  Figures, 
Enter  Lorenzo  and  Guilliam  dre/i  in  finiflj'dclothesy  but 
the  fame  high-crown  d  Hat, 
Lor,  Did,  ha,  ha,  ha,  did  ha,  ha;  did  ever  any  mor- 
tal Man  behold  fuch  a  Figure  as  thou  an  now  ?   Well,  I 
fee    'tis  a  damnable  thing  not  to  be  born  a  Gentleman; 
the  Devi!  himfelf  can   never  make  thee  truly  janiee  now. 
Come,  come,  come  forward  \  thefe  Clothes  become 
thee,  as  a  Saddle  does  a  Sow  ;  why  com'ft  thou  not  ? 

^Why 
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. why—ha,  ha,  I  hope  thou  haft  not  hanfel'd  thy 

new  Breeches,  thou  look'ft  fo  filthily  on't. 

[_ffe  advances y  lodging  fourly, 

GmlL  No,  Sir,  I  hope  I  have  more  manners  than  fo  ; 
but  if  I  ftiould,  'tis  not  my  fault ;  for  the  neceflary  Houfes 
ai-e  hard  to  be  met  withal  here  at  Court. 

Lor»  Very  well,  Sirrah ;  you  begin  already  to  be  witty 
with  the  Court :  but  I  can  tell  you,  it  has  as  many  ne- 
ceflary  Places  in't,  as  any  Court  in  Chriftendom         i 
But  what  a  Hat  thou  haft  ? 

Guill,  Why  Sir,  tho  I  fay't,  this  is  accounted  of  in 
our  Village;  but  I  had  another  but  now,  which  blew  ofF 
in.  a  high  Wind  ;  and  I  never  mift  it,  till  I  had  an  occa- 
flon  to  pluck  it  off  to  a  young  Squire,  they  call  a  Lacquey ; 
and  Pegs  I  had  none  at  all :  and  becaufe  I  wou'd  not  lofe 
my  Leg  for  want  of  a  Hat,  I  fetched  this ;  and  I  can  tell 
you,  Sir,  it  has  a  fafhionable  Brim. 

Lor,  A  Fool*s  head  of  your  own,  has  it  not? 
The  Boys  will  hoot  at  us  as  we  pafs    ■     hah, 

Who  be  thefe,  who  be  thefe 

\_Goes  towards  Cur.  and  Piet. 

Cur*  Here  —  this  to  Don  Alonfo this  to  ihtEngliJh 

Count ;  and  this  you  may   ftiew  to  the  young  German 

Prince and  this         I  will  referve  for  higher  Prices. 

[_Gives  Piet.  Pi6litre!y 

Fiet.  Will  you  fhew  none  to  the  Courtiers,  Sir  ? 

Cur,  Away  you  Fool,  I  deal  in  no  fuch  Trafti. 

Lor.  How  Sir,  how  was  that  ?  pray  what,  came  we  to 
gain  your  dif-favour  ? 

Cur,  I  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  pray  who  are  you  ? 

Lor,  A  Courtier,  Sir,  I  can  aflure  you,  and  one  of 
the  beft  Rank  too  ;  I  have  the  Prince's  ear,  Sir. 
— What  have  you  there,  hah  ? — Pictures  ?  let  me   fee—* 
What,  are  they  to  be  bought  ? 

Cur,  Sir,  they  are  Copies  of  moft  fair  Originals,  not 
to  be  bought  but  hired. 

Lor,^  Say  you  fo.  Friend?  the  Price,  the  Price. 

Cur.  Five  thoufand  Crowns  a  Month,  Sir. 

Lor,  The  Price  isfomewhat  faucy. 

Cur. 
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Cur.  Si'r,  they  be  curious  Pieces,  were  never  blown 
upon,  have  never  been  in  Courts,  nor  hardly  Cities 

Lor.  Upon  my  word  that's  considerable  i  Friend'  orav 
where  do  you  live  ?  '  J  r    / 

Cur»  In  the^  Piazzo,  near  the  Palace. 

L^r.  Well,  put  up  your  Ware,  fliew  not  a  face  of 
them  til  I  return;  for  I  will  bring  you  the  beft  Chapman 
m  all  Florence,  except  the  Duke  himfelf. 

Cur.  Youmuft  be  fpeedy  then,  for  to  morrow  I  fhall 
be  going  towards  Rof»e. 

Lor.  A  fubtle  Rafcal  this:  thou  think'ft,  I  warranr, 

to  make  a  better  Market  amongft  the  Cardinals But 

take  my  word,  ne'er  a  Cardinal  of  them  all  comes  near 

this  Man,  I  mean,  to  bring  ycu  in  Matters  of  JBeauty 

fo,  this  will  infallibly  make  ray  Peace  again:  [Afide. 

look  ye  Friend 1- Be  ready,  for   'tis   the  Prince,  the 

noble  generous  Frederick,  that  I  defign  your  Merchant. 

l^Goes  out. 

Cur.  Your  Servant,  Sir,--that  is  Guilliam  ; 
I  cannot  be  miftaken  in  him,  go  call  him  back. 

[Vktro  fetches  him  back^  who  puti  on  a  fnrl'j  Face, 
»  Friend  what  art  thou  ? 

Guil.  What  am  I  ?  why  what  am  I  ?  doft  thou  not  fee 
what  I  am  ?  a  Courtier,   Friend. 

Cur.  But  what's  thy  Name  ? 

Gidit.  My  Name,  1  have  not  yet  confidet'd. 

Cur.  What  was  thy  Name  ? 

Guil.  What  was  my  Name  ? 

Cur.  Yes,  Friend,  thou  hadft  one. 

Guil.  Yes,  Friend,  thou  hadft  one. 

Cur.  Dog,  do'ft  eccho  me?  do'ft  thou  repeat  ? 
I  fay  again,  what  h  thy  Name  ?  tShakes  him. 

Guil,  Oh  horrible!— why,  Sir,  it  was  Guilliam  when 
1  was  a  filly  Swain. 

Cur.  Guilliam— the  fame ;  didft  thou  not  know  a  Maid 
whofe  name  was  Clcris .-? 

Gml.  Yes,  there  was  fuch  a  Maid,  but  now  (he's  none. 

Cur.  Was  fuch  a  Maid,  but  now  file's  none  I 
The  Slave  upbraids  my  Griefs.  [A/ide. 

CuiU  Yes,  Sir,  fo  1  faid. 

Cur, 
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Cur,  So  you  faid ! 

GmU  W'hy,  yes  Sir,  what  do  you  repeat  ? 

Cur,  What  mean  you,  Sirrah  I   have  you  a  mind  to 
have  your  Throat  cut  ?  tell  me  where  fhe  is. 

GmL  1  dare  as  well  be  hang*d. 
Now  muft  I  devife  a  lye,  or  never  look  Cloru  in  the  Face 
more.  ^  \_A[ide. 

Cur.  Here's  Gold  for  thee  ;  I  will  be  fecret  too. 

G«/7.  Oh,  Sir,  the  poor  Maid  you  fpeak  of  is  dead. 

Cur,  Dead  !  where  dy'd  fhe?  and  how  ? 
^  Gu'iU  Now  am  I  put  to  my  wits ;  this  'tis  to  begin  ia 
Sin,  as  our  Curate  faid  :  I  muft  go  on  :  [^fide, 

—Why  Sir,  fhe  came  into  the  Wood — and  hard  by  a 
River-ride— {he  figh'd,  and  fhe  wept  full  fore  ;  and  cry'd 
iVv'O  or  three  times  out  upon  Curtms^ — and — then — ' 

Cur.  Poor  ClorU^  thy  Fate  was  too  fevere. 

GulL  And  then  as  I  was  faying,  Sir,  flie  leapt  into  the 
River,  and  fwam  up  the  Stream.  [Cur.  weeps, 

Piet.  And  why  up  the  Stream,  Friend  ? 

Guil.  Becaufe  fhe  was  a  Woman — and  that's  all. 

[fix.  GuiL 

Cur,  Farewel,  and  thank  thee. 
=-»Poor  Cloris  dead,  and  banilh'd  too  from  Laura  I 
Was  ever  wretched  Lover's  Fate  like  mine  ! 
»— And  he  who  injures  me,  has  power  to  do  fo ; 
»-Butwhy,  where  lies  this  Power  about  this  Man  ^ 
Is  it  his  Charms  of  Beauty,  or  of  Wit  ? 
Or  that  great  Name  he  has  acquir'd  in  War  ? 
Is  it  the  Majefty,  that  holy  fomething. 
That  guards  the  Perfon  of  his  Demi-god  ? 
This  awes  not  me,  there  muft  be  fomething  more. 
For  ever,  when  I  call  upon  my  Wrongs, 
Something  within  me  pleads  fo  kindly  for  me. 
As  would  perfuade  me  that  he  could  not  err. 

•= Ah,  what  is  this  ?  where  lies  this  Power  divine, 

That  can  fo  eafily  make  a  Slave  of  mine  ?  lExeunt. 

SCENE 
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Enttr  Frederick,  and  Clorfs  finely  dref^d. 

him        '  """      °^  ^^°^^  ^"^  Soul  about 

Cio,  I  know  not  that  j  but  if  I  have  a  thought 
Above  that  humble  Birth  or  Education 
It  v^as  infpir'd  by  Love.  ' 

'Ertd.  Still  you  raife  my  Wonder  greater  •" 
■Thou  a  Lover  ?  ' 

C/(j.  Yes,  my  Lord,  tho  I  am  young 
1  ve  felt  the  power  of  Beauty  j  ^' 

And  fliould  you  look  upon  the  ObjefV  Sir 
Your  Wonders  foon  will  ceafe  3  '       ' 

Each  Look  does  even  animate  Infenfibles 
And  ftrikes  a  reverend  Awe  upon  the  Soul  - 
Nothing  is  found  fo  lovely. 

Fred    Thou  fpeak'fl:  prettily,  I  think  Love 
Indeed  has  infpir'd  thee. 

Clo.  Thefe  were  the  Flatteries,  Sir,  Oie  us'd  to  me 
Of  her  It  was  I  learned  to  fpeak,  and  figh  ' 

And  look,  as  oft  you  fay,  I  do  on  you.    * 

Tred,  Why  then,  it  feems  fhe  made  returns  > 

Clo,  Ah  !  Sir,  'twas  I  that  firft  was  blef} 
I  fiift  the  happy  Objeft  was  belov'd  ;  ' 

For  'twas  a  Perfon,  Sir,  {o  much  above  me 

It  had  been  Sin  to've  rais'd  my  Eyes  to  her ' 
Or  by  a  glance,  or  figh,  betray  my  Pain.    ' 
But  Oh  !  when  with  a  thouf^nd  foft  Expredionj 
She  did  encourage  ms  to  fpeak  of  Love  !  ' 

■ My  God  !  how  foon  extravagant  I  grew 

And  told  fo  foft  the  ftory  of  my  Padin,      * 

That  fhe  grew  weary  of  the  repeated  Tal*e, 

And  puniih'd  my  Prefumption  with  a  ftrange  negled. 

Fred,  How,  my  good  PhiVihert  ?  ^    "^^" 

Clo.  Would  fufFer  me  to  fee  her  Face  no  more. 
Fred,  That  was  pity  ;  wichout  a  Fault  > 
Vol.  IV.  O  '  w,. 
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Clo,  Alas,  Sir,  I  was  guilty  of  no  Crime, 
But  that  of  having  told  her  how  1  lovM  her ; 
lor  all  I  had  I  facrific'd  to  her ; 

, Poor  worthl  efs  Treafures  to  any  but  a  Lover  5 

And  fuch  you  know  accept  the  meaneft  things, 
"Which  Love  and  true  Devotion  do  prefent. 
When  fhe  was  prefent,  I  found  a  thoufand  ways 
To  let  her  know  how  much  1  was  her  Slave  ; 
And  abfent,  dill  invented  new  ones. 
And  quite  negle£led  all  my  little  Bufinefs; 
Counting  the  tedious  Moments  of  the  Day 
By  Sighs  and  Tears  ;  thought  it  an  Age  to  night, 
>3^hoire  Daiknefs  might  fecure  our  happy  meeting  : 
But  we  fhall  meet  no  more  on  thefe  kind  Terms.  [Sighs. 
Fred.  Come,  do  not  weep,  fweet  Youth,  thou  art  too 
young, 
To  have  thy  blooming  Cheeks  blafted  with  forrow ; 
Thou  wilt  out-grow  this  childifh  Inclination, 
And  flialt  fee  Beauties  here,  whofe  every  glance 
Kindle  new  Fires,  and  quite  expel  the  old. 
Clo.  Oh  never,  Sir. 

Fred.  When  I  was  firft  in  love,  I  thought  fo  too, 
But  now  with  equal  ardour 
I  doat  upon  each  new  and  beauteous  Objeft. 
Clo.  And  quite  forget  the  old  ? 
Fred.  Not  fo;  but  when  1  fee  them  o*er  again, 
I  find  I  love  them  as  I  did  before. 

Cb.  Oh  God  forbid,  1  fhould  be  fo  inconftant ! 
Ko,  Sir,  tho  fhe  be  falfe,  fhe  has  my  Heart, 
And  1  can  die,  but  not  redeem  the  Viftim. 

Fred.  Away  you  little  Fool,  you  make  me  fad 
Bythisrefolve;  but  I'll  inftru£l  you  better. 

Clo.  I  would  not  make  you  fad  for  all  the  World. 
Sir,  I  will  fing,  or  dance,  do  any  thing 
That  may  divert  you. 

Fred.  I  thank  thee  Philihert^  and  will  accept 
Thy  Bounty  ;  perhaps  it  may  allay  thy  Griefs  awhile  too. 
Clo.  ril  call  the  Mufick,  Sir.  [She  goes  our. 

Fred.  This  Boy  ha$  ftrange  agreements  in  him. 

Enter 
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"Enter  Clorls  with  Mufick, 
She  bids  them  play,  and  dances  a  yig. 
This  was  wondrous  kind,  my  pretty  Ph'tlibert. 
Enter  Page. 

Page,  Lorenzo,  my  Lord,  begs  admittance. 

Fred,  He  may  come  in. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 
—Well,  Lorenzo,  what's  the  News  with  ihec  ? 
How  goes  the  price  of  Beauty,  hah  ? 

Lor,  My  Lord,  that  queftion  is  a  propos  to  what  I  have 
to  fay  ;  this  Paper  will  anfwer  your  Queftion,  Sir  — 

[Gives  him  a  Paper,  he  reads, 
-—Hah,  I  vow  to  gad  a  lovely  Youth ;  [Lor.  gazes  on  Phil. 
But  what  makes  he  here  with  Frederick  ? 
This  Stripling  may  chance  to  mar  my  market  of  Women 

now 
'Tis  a  fine  Lad,  how  plump  and  white  he  is;  [A/ide, 

Would  I  could  meet  him  fomewhere  i*th*  dark,  I'd  have  a 
fling  at  him,  and  try  whether  I  were  right  Florentine, 

Fred,  Well,  Sir,  where  be  thefe  Beauties  I 

Lor.  I'll  condudt  you  to  them. 

Fred,  What's  the  Fellow  that  brings  them  5 

Lor,  A  Grecian,  1  think,  or  fomething. 

Fred,  Beauties  from  Greece,  Man  ! 

Lor,  Why,  let  them  be  from  the  Devil,  fo  they  be 
new  and  fine,  what  need  we  care  >  ——But  you  muft  go 
to  night. 

Fred,  I  am  not  in  a  very  good  condition  to  make  Vi- 
fits  of  that  kind. 

Lor,  However  fee  thetp,  and  if  you  like  them,  you 
may  oblige  the  Fellow  to  a  longer  day,  for  I  know  they 
are  handfome. 

Fred,  That's  the  only  thing  thou  art  judge  of; 
—Well,  go  you  and  prepare  them ; 
And  Philibert,  thou  (halt  along  with  me; 
I'll  have  thy  Judgment  too. 

do.  Good  Heaven,  how  falfe  he  is !  iAfide^ 

Lor,  What  time  will  your  Highnefs  come  ? 

Fred,  Two  Hours  hence.  \Ex,  Fred. 

Lor^  So  then  I  fhall  have  time  to  have  a  bout  with  this 
O  2  jilting 
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jilting  Hufwife  ifabella,  for  my  Fingers  itch  to       lAftde* 
be  at  her.  [Ex.  Lorenzo. 

do.  Not  know  me  yet  \  cannot  this  Face  inform  him? 
My  Sighs,  nor  Eyes,  my  Accent,  nor  my  Tale  ? 
Had  he  once  thought  of  me,  he  muft  have  found  me  out. 

-_ Yes,  yes,  'tis  c«rfain  1  am  miferable  ; 

He*s  going  nov/  to  fee  fome  frefher  Beauties, 
And  I,  he  fays,  muft  be  a  witnefs  of  it ; 
This  gives  me  Wounds,  painful  as  thofe  of  Love  : 
Some  Women  now  would  find  a  thoufand  Plots 
Promfo  much  Grief  as  I  have,  but  I'm  dull; 
Yet  I'll  to  Laura^  and  advife  with  her, 
Where  I  will  tell  her  fuch  a  heavy  Tale, 
As  (hall  oblige  her  to  a  kind  concern  : 

. This  may  do  ;  Til  tell  her  of  this  Thought, 

This  is  the  firft  of  Art  1  ever  thought  on  ; 

And  if  this  prove  a  fiuitlefs  Remedy, 

The  next,  I  need  not  ftudy,  how  to  die.  iExeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E   IV. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  tneet<  Guilliam,  who  pajfes  ly  hltn^  and 
tak?s  no  notice  of  him. 

Lor,  How  now.  Manners  a  few  > 

GuiL  I  cry  you  heartily.  Sir,  I  did  not  fee  you. 

Lor,  Well,  Sirrah,  the  News. 

Gml.  Sir,  the  Gentlewoman  whom  you  fenc  me  to, 
fays  that  fhe'il  meet  you  here. 

Lor,  That's  well,  thou  mayft  come  to  be  a  States-man 
in  time,  thou  art  a  fellow  of  (o*  quick  difpatch  ;  But  haik 
ye.  Sirrah,  there  are  a  few  Leflons  I  muft  learn  you,  con- 
cerning Offices  of  this  nature ;  but  another  time  for  that : 

bu:— ^ {.Wh^fpers. 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Va!et. 

Ifab.  Here  he  is  j  and  prithee,  when  thou  feeft  him  in 
my  Chamber,  go  and  tell  my  Lord,  under  pretence  of  the 
care  you  have  of  the  Honour  of  his  Houfc. 

Val,  I  warrant  you,  let  me  alone  for  a  Tale,  and  a  Lye 
at  the  end  on't  j  which  fhall  not  over-much  incenfe  him, 
nor  yei  make  him  neglect  coming.  [Ex.  Val, 

Lor, 
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Lor,  Oh  are  you  there,  Miftrefs  ?  what  have  you  now  xo 
fay  for  your  laft  Night's  Roguery  ?  Are  not  you  a  Bag- 
gage >  confefs. 

Ifab,  You  have  a  mind  to  lofe  your  opportunity  again, 
as  you  did  hft  Night,  have  ye  not?  Pray  God  your  own 
Shadow  fcare  you  not,  as  it  did  then ;  and  you 'will  pof- 
fibly  beh'eve  no  body  meant  you  harm  then,'  nor  now; 

Lor,  Art  thou  in  earneft  ? 

Ifab.  Are  you  in  earnefl:  ? 

Lcr.  Yes  that  I  am,  and  that  CUrina  fliall  find,  if  I 
once  come  to  her. 

Jfah,  Come,  leave  your  frippery  Jefts,  and  come  in. 

Lor,  Guilllanjy  be  fure  you  attend  me  here,  and  who- 
ever you  fee,  fay  nothing;  the  beft  on't  b^  thou  art  nor 
much  known,  [Kdh,  andl.or,go  in, 

Guil,  Well,  I  fee  there  is  nothing  but  foutering  in  this 
Town  •,  wou*d  our  Lucia  were  here  too  for  me,  for  ail 
the  Maids  1  meet  with  are  fo  giglifh  and  fcornful,  that  a 
Man,  as  I  am,  gets  nothing  but  flou:s  and  flings  from 
them.  Oh,  for  the  liitle  kind  Lafs  that  lives  under  the 
Hill,  of  whom  the  Song  was  made;  which  becaufe  I  have 
nothing  elfe  to  do,  I  will  fing  over  nov/ ;  hum,  hunjj 

The  Song  for  Guilliam, 

IN  a  Cottage  by  the  Mountain 
Lives  a  very  pretty  Maid, 
Who  lay  Jleeping  by  a  Fountain, 
Underneath  a  Myrtle  fiade  ^ 
Her  Petticoat  of  wanton  Sarcenet ^ 
The  amoroui  Wind  about  did  move. 
And  quite  unveil* d  the  Throne  of  Love, 
And  quite  unveiled  the  Throne  of  Love» 

Tis  fomething  cold,  I'll  go  take  a  Nipperkin  of  Win?, 

[Gees  out. 
Enter  ICab.  and  Low  above,  as  frighted  into  the  Balcony, 
Lor.  This  was  fome  trick  of  thine,  I  will  be  hang'J- 
elfe, 

O  3  jfab^  ' 
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Ifah.  Oh,  Til  be  fworn  you  wrong  me  ; 
Alas,  l*m  undone  by't.  [Ant.  at  the  Door  knock:. 

Ant,  Open  the  Door,  thou  naughty  Woman. 

Lor,  Oh  oh,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

jini»  Open  the  Door,  I  fay. 

Lor,  Oh  'tis  a  damnable  leap  out  at  this  Balcony. 

Ifab,  And  yet  you  are  a  dead  Man,  if  you  fee  him. 

jint*  Impudence,  will  you  open  the  Door? 

Jfah,  I  will.  Sir,  immediately. 

Lor,  Devife   fome  way  to   let    me  down,  or  I  will 
throw  thee  out  ;  no  Ladder  of  Ropes,  no   Device  ? 
.        If  a  Man  would  not  forfwear  Whoring  for  the  future 
that  IS  in  my  condition,  1  am  no  true  Gentleman. 

Ant,  Open,  or  1  will  break  the  Door. 

Ifah.  Hold  the  Door,  and  fwear  luftily  that  you  are 
my  Husband,  and  I  will  in  the  mean  time  provide  for 
your  fafety,  tho  1  can  think  of  none  but  the  Sheets  from 
the  Bed.  [H«  holds  the  Door* 

Lor.  Any  thing  to  fave  my  Life  ; 

Sir,  you  may  believe  me  upon  my  Honour, 
I  am  lawful  Husband  to  Ifabella, 
And  have  no  defigns  upon  your  Houfe  or  Honour. 

[Ifab.  this  while  fafiens  the  Sheet s^  -which  are 
to  be  fuppos'dfrom  the  Bed  to  the  Balcony, 

jint.  Thou  art  fome  Villain. 

Lor,  No,  Sir,  I  am  an  honeft  Man,  and  married  law- 
fully. 

jint.  Who  art  thou? 

Lor,  Haft  thou  done  ? 

Ifab,  Yes,  but  you  muft  venture  bard. 

Ifab,  'Tis  Lorenzo,  Sir. 

Lor,  A  Pox  on  her,  now  I  am  alliam'd  to  all  eternity. 

Jfab,  Sir,  let  me  beg  you'l  take  his  Word  and  Oath  to 
night,  ind  to  morrow  1  will  fatisfy  you. 

[Lor.  gets  down  by  the  Sheets, 

Ant,  Look  you  make  this  good,  or  you  fhall  both 
dearly  pay  for't. 

Lor.  I  am  alive,  yes,  yes,  all's  whole  and  found, 
which  is  a  mercy,  I  can  tell  you  ;  this  h  whoring  now : 
may  I  turn  Francifcan^  if  I  could  not  find  in  my  heart  to 

do 


7>&^  Amorous  Prince.     319 

do  penance  in   Campbire  Poflet,  this  Month,  for  this, 

—  Well,  I  muft  to  this  Merchant  of  Love,  and  I  would 

gladly  be  there   before  the  Prince  :  for  fince  I  have  mift 

here,  1  fhall   be  amorous  enough,  and  then  I'll  provide 

for  FredericJ^'j 

For  'tis  but  juft,  altho  he  be  my  Mafter, 

That  I  in  thefe  Ragoufts  ftiould  be  his  Tafter.      \^Exeunt. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Ifmena  zuith  a  VelL 

Jftn.  Alberto  is  not  come  yer,  fure  he  loves  me ; 
But  'tis  not  Tears,  and  Knees,  that  can  confirm  me: 
No,  I  muft  be  convincM  by  better  Argument. 
Deceit,  if  ever  thou  a  Guide  wert  made 
To  amorous  Hearts,  aflift  a  Love-fick  Maid. 
Enter  Alberto. 

Alb.  Your  pleafure.  Madam? 

• Oh  that  file  would  be  brief, 

And  fend  me  quickly  from  her. 

For  her  Eyes  will  overthrow  my  purpofe.  \,'^fide. 

Jfm,  Alberto,  do  )i:)U  love  me  ? 

Alh,  No. 

Ifm,  No  !  have  you  decelv'd  me  then  ? 

Alb.  Neither,  Clarina  \  when  I  told  you  Co^ 
By  Heaven  'tis  perfcft  Truth. 

Ifm,  And  what  have  I  done  fince  (liould  merit  you? 
Dif-edeem  ? 

Alb,  Nothing  but  what  has  rais*d  it. 

Ifm,  To  raife  your  Eftecm,  then  it  feems,  is  to  lefleti 
your  Love ;  or,  as  moft  Gallants  are,  you're  but  pleas'd 
with  what  you  hav«  not ;  and  love  a  Miftrcfs  with  great 
Pafljon,  till  you  find  your  felf  belov'd  again,  and  ih€n 
you  hate  her. 

Alb,  You  wrong  my  Soul  extremely, 
'Tis  not  of  that  ungrateful  nature  ; 
To  love  me  is  to  me  a  greater  Charm 
Than  that  of  Wit  or  Beauty. 

Ifm,  I'm  glad  on't.  Sir,  then  I  have  pleafani  Ncwr 
for  you.  1  know  a  Lady,  and  a  Viigin  too,  that  loves 

o  4  y^« 
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-^/^.  I  am  very  much  oblIgM  to  her. 
It  there  be  any  fuch.  ' 

Ifm.  Upon  my  Life  there  \% ;  I  am  in  earned. 
The  Lady  is  my  Sifter  too. 

Alb,  How,  Clarina,  this  from  you  \ 

Ifm,  Nay,  I  have  promis'd  her,  thai  you   fliould  love 
Since  both  her  Birth  and  and  Beauty  merits  you.    (her  too, 

Alu    Aw^y,  falfe  Woman  :  I  love  your  Sifter ' 
JSlo,  I  vi'ill  hate  you  both. 

ifm.  Why  fo  angry  ? 
Alas,  it  is  againft  my  Will  I  do  it. 

Alb,  Did  you  betray  my  Faith,  when  'twas  fo  eafy 
To  give  a  credit  to  your  tale  of  Love  ? 
—Oh  Woman,  faithlefs  Woman  ! 

//;».  Alberto^  with  a  world  of  fliame  I  own 
That  I  then  lov'd  you,  and  muft  do  fo  ftill  : 
But  fince  that  Love  muft  be  accounted  criminal, 
And  that  a  world  of  danger  does  attend  it  5 
I  am  refolv'd,  tho  I  can  never  quit  ix^ 
To  change  it  into  kind  Efteem  for  you ; 
And  would  ally  you,  Sir,  as  near  to  me, 
As  our  unkind  Stars  will  permit  me. 

Alb,  I  thank  you,  Madam  :  Oh  what  a  (hame  it  i^ 
To  be  out-done  in  Virtue,  as  in  Love  L 

Ifm,  Another  favour  I  muft  beg  ot  you. 
That  you  will  tell  Antonto  what  is  paft. 

Alb,  How  mean  you,  Madam  ? 

Ifm.  Why,  that  I  love  you,  Sir, 
And  how  I  have  deceiv'd  him  into  confidence. 

Alh,  This  is  ftrange  ;  you  cannot  mean-  it  fure, 

Jjyn,  When  I  intend  to  be  extremely  good, 
1  would  not  have  a  fecret  Sin  within, 
Tho  old,  and  yet  repented  too  :  no  ^\r^ 
Ccnfellion  always  goes  wiih  Penitence. 

Alh,  Do  you  repent  you  that  you  lov'd  me  then  ? 

i;V/;.  Not  fo  ;  but  that  I  did  abufe  Antonio, 

Alb,  And  can  you  think  that  ibis  will  cure  his  Jealoufy  > 
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l[m,  Doubtlefs  it  wills  when  be  knows  how  needlefs  'tis  \ 
Tor  when  they're  moft  fecure,  they're  moft  betray'd  ; 
Befides,  I  did  but  aft  the  part  he  made  ; 
And  Ills  he  forces,  fure  he'll  not  upbraid. 
Go  feek  out  Antonio, 

Alb,  You  have  o'ercorae  me,  Madam,  every  way. 
And  this  your  laft  Command  I  can  obey; 
Your  Sifter  too  I'll  fee,  and  will  efteem, 
But  you've  my  Heart,  which  1  can  ne'er  redeem. 

lExsunt  fever  ally  ^ 


A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

£»«r  Laura,  and  CioxU  like  a  Boy^  as  hefore^ 

Lau,  T^Orward  dear  Cloris. 

Jp    do.  And,  Madam,  'twas  upon  a  Holiday, 
It  chanc'd  Prince  Fr<?(^^r/c/;  came  into  our  Village, 
On  fome  reports  were  made  him  of  my  Beauty, 
Attended  only  by  the  noble  Curtius  : 
They  found  me  in  the  Church  at  my  Devotion, 
Whom  Frederick  foon  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft  \ 
He  kneel'd  down  by  me,  and  inftead  of  Prayer, 
He  fell  to  praife — but  'twas  my  Beauty  only  ; 

That  I  could  tell  you,  of  my  ftrange  furpyize  \ 

My  Zeal  was  all  diforder'd,  and  my  Eyes 
Ped  on  the  falfe,  not  real  Sacrifice. 

1  wanted  Art  my  Sentiments  to  hide, 

Which  from  my  Eyes  and  Elufties  foon  he  fpy'J. 
Lau,  And  did  you  know  him  then  > 
do.  Not  till  he  left  rne  : 

Bur,  to  be  fHorr,  Madam,  we  parted  there  j 
But  e'er  he  went  he  whifper'd  in  my  ear. 
And  figh'd,  Ah  dorls  !  e'er  you  do  depart, 
Tel!  me,  where  'tis  you  will  difpofe  your  Heart  ? 

Pray  give  me  leave  to  vifit  it  again. 
Your  Eyes  ihat  gave  taa  only  eafe  my  Pain, 

O5  I, 
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I,  only  blufliing,  gave  him  my  confent ; 

He  paid  his  Thanks  in  Sighs,  and  from  me  went. 

That  night,  alas,  I  Jook  but  h'ttle  reft  ;  '         -y 

The  new  and  ftrange  Diforder  in  my  Breaft  C 

Can,  Madam,  only  by  your  felf  be  gueft.  3 

Lau,  V\\  not  deny  that  I'm  a  Lover  top, 
And  can  imagine  what  was  felt  by  you. 

do.  No  fooner  did  the  welcome  Day  appear, 
But  Lucm  brought  me  word  the  Prince  was  there ; 
lAh  very  Name  diforder'd  me  much  more. 
Than  did  his  Sight  or  Touch  the  day  before  j 
So  foon  my  rifing  Love  grew  up  to  power. 
So  foon  he  did  become  my  Conqueror. 

How  pale  and  trembling,  when  he  did  appear, 

I  grew,  he  too  had  marks  of  Love  and  Fear, 

■ But  I'll  omit  the  many  Vifits  paid, 

Th'  unvalued  Prefents,  and  the  Oaths  he  made. 
My  kind  Difputes  on  all  his  Letters  writ. 
How  all  my  Doubts  were  anfwer'd  by  his  Wit  5 
How  oft  he  vow'd  to  marry  me,  whilft  I 
Durfl  not  believe  the  pleaflng  Perjury  : 

• And  only  tell  you,  that  one  night  he  came. 

Led  by  defigns  of  an  impatient  Flame  •, 
When  all  the  Houfe  was  filently  afleep, 
Except  my  felf,  who  Love's  fad  Watch  did  keep; 
Arm'd  with  his  Ponyard,  and  his  Breaft  all  bare, 
His  Face  all  pale  with  reftlefs  Love  and  Fear  \ 
So  many  wild  and  frantick  things  he  faid. 
And  {o  much  Grief  and  Paflion  too  betray 'd, 
So  often  vow'd  he'd  finidi  there  his  Life, 
1^  I  refus'd  him  to  become  his  Wife  ; 
That  I  half-dying,  faid  it  fhou'd  be  fo  ; 
Which  tho  I  fear'd,  Oh  how  I  wifh'd  it  too  \ 
Both  proftrate  on  the  Ground  i'lh'  face  of  Heaven, 
His  Vows  to  me,  and  mine  to  him  were  given  ; 
And  then,  oh  then,  what  did  I  not  refign  ! 
With  the  afTurance  that  the  Prince  was  mine.  {IVeeps* 

L4u»  Poor  Cloris,  how  I  pity  thee! 
Since  Fate  has  treated  me  with  equal  rigor  ; 
rr-Cunmi  h  banifh'd,  tredsmk  liill  purfues  ine, 

"    ~  And 
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And  by  a  cruel  Father  I'm  confin'd, 

And  cannot  go  to  ferve  my  felf  or  thee.        \pnt  knocks. 

Lor.  without.]  Slder  Laura,  Sifter. 

Z4J/.  It  is  my  Brother,  would  he  would  be  kmd, 
An  d  fet  us  free  ;  he  (hall  not  fee  thee, 

Lorenzo  with  a  Letter,  , 

i:.r.  Hah,  locking  her  Clofet !  now,  rj\l  \'!^' 
Italian,  fhould  1  gr'ow  jealous,  ^"d  enrag  d  at  1  know 
not  what  :  hah  Sifter  !  what  are  you  doing  here?  Open 
vour  Cabinet,  and  let  me  fee't.  r-pfne 

^  L4«.  Sir,  'tis  in  diforder,  and  not  worth  your  f.eiae 

Lor.  *T{s  £o,  1  care  not  for  that,  1*U  fee*t. 
i4«.  Pray  do  not,  Brother.  ^  . 

Z..r.  Your  denial  makes  me  the  «>°«  ""l»ff '•;-„• 
Uu.  'Tis  but  my  faying,  he  came  from  (he  Punce, 
and  he  dares  no,  take  it  .11.  ^^.^^^  ^.^  ^l  J^^^^ 

~.  Tnd^here-s  for  yo«  too;  a  Letter  f-™  C-'-. 
and  therefore  1  would  not  open  .. :  I  ''>/l'JV;jJ'J' 

Poft.houfe.     .  ^^^^^^f'/^rlnT/f  here 

Now  if  this  mould  prove  (ome  furly  GaUan.  of  her  , 
a.id  give  me  a  flalh  o'er  the  Face  tor  peepmg  we«  Uc 
ri.h,W(ervM;  and  why  the  Devtl  f^of ,/,  "/'^  ^he 

whilftwemay'commit  a  thoufandVaian.es>  but  t.3  fo- 

Here,  open  the  Door  ', 

I'll  put  her  before  me  however,  .    . 

^  [She  opens  the  JDoor,  and  brtngt  out  Qor.S. 

Lau.  Sir,  'tis  Philibert  from  the  Prince- 

i'r.  Why  how  now,  Younofter    1  fee  you  m tend  to 
thrive  by  your  many  Trades;  ^^/^°"'  ^°/^°"'  *  L^^^^^^ 
butjsirrlh,  this  is  my  Sifter,  and  your  Prmce  s  M^ftrefs , 

lake  notice  of  that. 

do,  I  know  not  what  you  mean.  ^^^ 
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Lor,  Sir,  you  cannot  deceive  me  fo . 
Clo.Yoa  miftake  my  bufinefs^S/r. 

Z^"  w!  ""f  ""'  t"'  '  ''"'''  "''  "«<^«  '■'  no'. 
i»r.    Was  he  not  alone  with  thee  ' 

in  Puna, he's  of  honourable  Revenge.  There  is  but 
one  exper,n,ent  left  to  prove  my  Telf  ?o .  and  i"  h"  fa," 
a  certain  I'TT  "^  Country-Boy,  harkye,_there  i, 

C&.  You  fliall  command  me  any  thine. 

felfhah^r''"  ''°™  '""^  ''"^  '''°"  ''""^"  "P  f°'  '"^y 

C/«7.  As  how,  Sir  ? 

-f-^r.  Poh,  thou  underftand'ft  me. 

Clo.  Indeed  I  do  nor,  Sir  ,  what  is\  you  mean  ? 

■Lor^  A  fmooth-fac'd  Boy,  and  ask  fuch  a  Queftion  ? 
'Ji  0',  this  Ignorance  was  ill  counterfeited 
io  me  that  underftand  the  World. 

Clo.  Explain  your  felf.  Sir, 
^_^J:5r.  _^Lookye,  ten  or  twenty  Piftoiss  will  do  you  no  burr, 

Clo,  Not  any,  Sir. 

pretend.^^^  ^'''  ''^  "^'^^  ^"^^  thing  will  make  thee  ap^ 

Lor   rff^  t'  §)f^;^/^^v^  you,  Sir,  without  tJiat  fee, 

^•^'"'.  That's  kmdiy  faid— . 

fo^' this^fi  >."'"^T1  ^'  r  ''^y^^  ^^''^^-   J^^^  I  been    ' 

earneft  to  bind  the  Bargain  ;  I  am  now  in  hafle      when 
i  Tee  thee  next,  Til  tell  thee  more.       [Lorenzo  ^'h}pers 

Clc.  This  'tis  to  be  a  Favourite  now ,  ''  ^'"''' 
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Lor,  Nay  it  muft  be  done,  for  (lie  has  us'd  me  bafeJy  5 
Oh  'tis  a  Baggage. 

I4«.  Let  me  alone  to  revenge  you  on  JfabdUy 
Get  me  but  from  this  Imprifonment. 

Lor,  I  will  :  whilft  1  hold  the  old  Man  in  a  difpute, 
I>o  you  two  get  away  ;  but  be  fuve  thou  pay'ft  her  home, 

Lau,  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  this  was  happy  j 
Now  fhall  1  fee  Curtius, 

Lor.  Philibert,  1  advife  you  to  have  a  eare  of  wench- 
ing ;  'twill  fpoil  a  goqd  Face,  and  mar  your  better  market 
of  the  two.  [Ex,  Lor. 

Lau,  Come  let  us  hafte,  and  by  the  way,  I'j]  tell  thee 
of  a  means  that  may  make  us  all  happy.  [Exeunu 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Alberto  melancholy. 

Alb,  Antonio  faid  he  would  be  here, 

I'm  impatient  till  he  come 

Enter  Antonio^ 

Ant.  Alberto^  1  have  fuch  a  Projeft  for  thee  ! 

Alb,  Hah—  [Gaz.n» 

Ant,  What  ails  thee,  art  thou  well  ? 

Alb,  No. 

Ant,  Where  art  thou  fick? 

Alb.  At  Heart,  Antonio^  polfon'd  by  thy  Jealoufy  j 
Oh  thou  haft  ruin'd  me,  undone  my  Quiet, 
And  from  a  Man  of  reafonable  Virtue, 
Kaft  brought  me  to  a  wild  diftrafted  Lover. 

Ant,  Explain  your  felf.. 

Alb.  Thou'ft  taught  me,  Friend,  to  love  Clartnay 
'  Nor,  as  I  promis'd  thee,  to  feign,  but  Coy 
That  I,  unlefs  I  do  poflefs  that  Objed, 
I  think  muft  die  j  at  beft  be  mifeiable. 

Ant,  How,  Sir,  have  I  done  this  ? 

Alb,  Yes,  Antonio^  thou  haft  done  this. 

Ant,  My  dear  Alberto,  faid  you  that  you  lov'd  hsr  ? 

Alb,  Yes,  Antonio,  againft  my  will  I  do ; 
As  much  againft  my  will,  as  when  1  told  her  fo  j 
Urg'd  by  thy  ne&dlefs  Su'atagem. 

Ant, 
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Ant,  Name  it  no  more,  it  was  an  idle  Fault, 
Which  1  do  fo  repent  me, 
That  if  you  find  I  ftiould  relapfe  again. 
Kill  me,  and  let  me  perifli  with  my  Weaknefs : 
And  were  that  true  you  tell  me  of  your  Paflion, 
Sure  I  (hould  wifh  to  die,  to  make  you  happy. 

Alh,  That's  kindly  faid,  and  I  fubmit  to  you. 
And  am  content  to  be  out-done  in  Amity. 

Ant*  Yes,  I'll  refign  my  Claims,  and  leave  the  World  J 
'Alberto,  'tis  unkind  to  think  I  would  be  happy 
By  ways  muft  ruin  you  : 
But  fure  you  tell  me  this,  but  only  to  afSid  me. 

Alb,  'Tis  truth,  Antonioy  I  do  love  CUrina  \ 
And,  what  is  yet  far  worfe  for  thy  repofe. 
Believe  my  felf  fo  blefs'd  to  be  belov'd. 

Ant,  How,  to  be  belov'd  by  her! 
Oh  dire  efFefts  of  Jealoufy ! 

Alb,  All  that  you  faw  to  day  was  only  feign'd^ 
To  let  you  fee,  that  even  your  Eyes  and  Ears 
Might  be  impos'd  upon. 

Ant.  Can  It  be  poflible  ! 

Alb,  A^nd  now  (he  thinks  fhe  is  enough  reveng'd  j 
And  lets  you  know,  m  her  feign'd  Scorn  to  me, 
That  all  yoiH-  Sleights  and  Cunnings  are  but  vain  : 
She  has  deceiv'd  them  all,  and  by  that  Art, 
Gives  you  a  Confidence,  and  me  a  Heart. 

Ant,  I  muft  confefs,  it  is  but  juft  in  her 
To  punifli  thus  the  Errors  of  my  Fear  j 
1  do  forgive  her,  from  my  Soul  I  do. 
—But,  Sir,  what  fatisfaftion's  this  to  you? 

Alb,  Clarina  happy.  Til  from  Court  retire. 
And  by  that  Abfence  quench  my  hopelefs  Fire : 
War  I  will  make  my  Miftrefs,  who  may  be. 
Perhaps,  more  kind  than  flie  has  been  to  me  ; 
Where  tho  1  cannot  conquer,  'twill  allow 
That  I  may  die  •,  that's  more  than  this  will  do. 

Ant.  — Why  did  you^  Sir,  betray  my  Weaknefs  to  her  ? 
Tho  'twas  but  what  I  did  deferve  from  you. 

Alb,  By  all  that's  oood,  fhe  knew  the  Plot  before, 
From  Jfab&ilay  who  it  feems  o'erheard  us^ 
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When  you  once  prefs'd  me  to't: 

And  had  we  wanted  Virtue,  thoud'ft  been  loft. 

Ant,  I  own  the  Crime  ; 
And  firft  I  beg  thy  Pardon, 
And  after  that  will  get  it  from  Clarina  ; 
Which  done.  Til  wait  upon  thee  to  the  Camp, 
And  fufFer  one  year's  Penance  for  this  Sin, 
Unlefs  I  could  divert  this  Refolution, 
By  a  Propofal  Clarina  bid  me  make  you. 

Alb,  What  was  it,  Sir  ? 

Ant,  I  have  a  Sifter,  Friend,  a  handfome  Virgin, 
Rich,  witty,  and  I  think  fhe's  virtuous  too  ; 
Return'd  laft  Week  from  St.  Terefia's  Monaftery, 

Alb,  Sure  any  thing  that  \s  to  thee  ally*d, 
Muft  find  a  more  than  bare  Refpeft  from  me  ; 
But  certain  'tis  I  ne'er  fhall  love  again. 
And  have  refolv'd  never  to  marry  any. 
Where  Intereft,  and  not  Love,  muft  join  our  hands. 

Ant,  You  cannot  tell  what  Power  there  lies  in  Beauty  ) 
Come  you  fhall  fee  her,  and  if  after  that, 
You  find  you  cannot  love  her. 
We'll  both  to  Candia^  where  we  both  will  prov« 
Rivals  in  Honour,  as  we're  now  in  Love. 

But  I'ad  forgot  to  tell  thee  what  I  came  for  ; 

I  muft  this  Evening  beg  your  Company, 

Nay,  and  perhaps  your  Sword  :  come  along  with  me, 

And  by  the  way  I'il  tell  you  the  Adventure.        {Exeunt* 

SCENE  III.     the  Lodgings  of  Curtius. 

Enter  Curtius  and  Pietro,  difguii'd  as  before. 

Cur,  I  wonder  we  hear  no  news  yet  of  the  Prince, 
I  hope  he'll  come  ;  Pietro^  be  the  Bravoes  ready, 
And  the  Curiezans  ? 

Piet,  My  Lord,  they'll  be  here  immediately,  all  well 
drefs'd  too. 

Cnr,  They  be  ihofe  Bravoes  that  did  beloeg  10  me  ? 

Piet,  Yes,  Sir,  the  fame  5 
But  Antonio  is  their  Patto©. 

Cur*. 
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Cur.  They  be  ftout  and  fecret ;  'tis  well. 
Is  the  Mufick  and  all  things  ready  ? 
For  I'll  not  be  Ceen  till  my  Part  is  to  be  playU 
What  Arms  have  they  ? 

Piet,  Piftols,  Sir,  would  you  have  other  ? 

Cur,  No,  I  have  not  yet  confider'd  how  to  kill  him 
Nor  fcarce  refolv'd  to  do  Co  any  way.  ^ 

What  makes  this  Orange  Irrefolution  in  me  ? 

Sure  \is  the  force  of  facred  Amity, 

Which  but  too  ftridly  was  obferv'd  by  me. 

My  Prince,  and  Friend,  my  Wife,  and  Sifter  too ; 

Shall  not  thofe  laft,  the  powerful  fiift  out-do  ? 

My  Honour,  and  my  Love,  are  there  ingag'd. 

And  here,  by  ties  of  Duty,  I'm  oblig'd  : 

I  fatisfy  but  thefe,  if  he  mud  bleed  ; 

But  ruin  the  whole  Dukedom  in  the  Deed,. 

The  hopeful  Heir  of  all  their  noble  Spoils, 

And  Joy  and  Recompence  of  all  their  Toib. 

——Why  fo  was  Cloris,  Laura  too,  to  me. 

Which  both  were  ravifh^d  from  me.  Prince,  by  thee; 

[Knocks  vjithw, 

Piet,  Sir,  they  be  the  Bravoes  and  Curtezans. 

[Pietro  goes  out,. 

Cur,  *Tis  well,  I  need  not  talk  with  them. 
They  underftand  their  work. 

Piet,  They  do,  my  Lord,  and  fhall  be  ready  at  your 
They  are  all  Neopolitans^  you  know.  Sir.  (ftamp  : 

Cur.  Are  they  the  better  for  that  ? 

Piet,  Much,  Sir,  a  Venetian  will  turn  to  your  Enemy, 
If  he  will  give  him  but  a  Soufe  more  than  you  have  done  ; 
And  your  Mila7iefe  are  fit  for  nothing  but  to 
Rob  the  Poft  or  Carrier  ;  a  Gencefe  too 
Will  fooner  kill  by  Ufury  than.  Sword  or  Piftol  ;. 
h  Roman  fit  for  nothing  but  a  Spy. 

Cur,  Well,  Sir,  you  are  pleafint  with  my  Country- 
men. 

Put.  V\\  be  fo  with  my  own  too.  Sir  ;  and  tell  you^ 
That  the  Maltefe,  who  pretend  to  (o  much  Honour 
And  Gravity,  are  fit  only  to  rob  their  Neighbours 
With  pretence  of  Piety. 

And 
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—•And  the  Sicilians  Co  taken  up  with  Plot*, 
How  to  kill  their  Vice-Roy,  that  it  keeps  them 
From  being  Rogues  to  a  lefs  degree. 
But  1  have  done.  Sir,  and  beg  your  pardon. 

Cur,  Didft  leave  the  Letter,  1  commanded  thee, 
For  Laura  / 

Pief»  I  did,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Well,  here's  the  Prince  iuft  coming. 

Cur.  Pray,  Sir,  conduA  him  in, 
I'm  ready  for  him.  {Ex.  Cuf.  and  Plet. 

Enter  the  Prince^  conduced  hy  two  Women  in  Mafquc 

rade^  with  Lights^  he  endeavouring   to  take  off  their 

Masks.  [Ex.  two  Women. 

He  walks  about  while  this  Song  is  finging.^ 

what  is  the  recotnpence  of  War^ 

But  foft  and  wanton  Peace  ? 
What  the  hefi  Balfam  to  our  Scars'^ 

But  that  which  Veuus  gave  to  Mars, 
When  he  was  circled  in  a  kind  Embrace  i 

Behold  a  Prince^  who  never  yet 

Was  vanquijh'd  in  the  Field  ; 
Awhile  his  Glories  mujlforgety 

And  lay  his  Laurels  at  the  feet 
Of  fome  fair  Female  Power,  to  whom  he'll  yield. 


Fred.  What's  this  the  Preparation  ? 

Lor.  Yes,  fo  it  (houldifeem  ;  but  had  you  met  with 
fo  many  defeats  as  I  have  done  to  night,  you  would  wil- 
Ungly  excufe  this  Ceremony. 

Mufckfor  the  'Dance, 
Enter  Antonio  with  Ifmena,  Alberto  with  Clarina, 
Laura  and  Cloris  with  two  Men  more^  and  all  drefsd 
in  Mafquerade^  with  Viaards  ;  they  dance..  The 
Prince  Jits  down  :  the  Vance  being  done^  they  retire  to 
6ne  fide\  and  Alberto  comes  and  pre fenti  him  Clarina, 

and 
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and  bows  and  mires ;  who  puts  off  her  Mask,  and  puis 
it  on  aga'm,  and  retires, 

Fred,  She's  wondrous  fair  ; 
Sure  in  his  whole  Cabal  he  cannot  fhew  a  fairer 

Lor,  She  refembles  Clarina  ;  I  wifh  your  Highnefs 
would  fee  further,  and  then  perhaps  this  would  fall  to 
my  lor,  for  I  love  her  for  likenefs  fake. 

[Antonio  prefents  Ifitiena,  and  retires  as  the  other, 

Fred.  This  I  confefs  out-does  the  other ;  an  Innocency 
dwells  upon  her  Face,  that's  ftrangely  takins,  is  it  nor, 
Lorenzo  .<?  w^  > 

Lor.  To  fay  truth,  fhe  is  very  fine  indeed. 

^    ,        ,  \They  prefent  Laura* 

Fred,  Hah  !  I  am  amazM ;  fee  Lorenzo^ 
Doft  thou  not  know  that  Face  ? 

Lor,  O'  my  Confcience  and  Soul,  'tis  my  own  Sifter 
Laura  •  why  how  nowMiftrefs,  do  things  go  thus  with  you 
1  faith  ?     IShe /hakes  her  Hand,  as  not  underfianding  him. 

Ant,  Sir,  (he  underftands  you  not. 

Lor,  Is  it  not  Laura  then  ? 

Ant,  No,  Sir,  it  \%  a  Stranger. 

Fred.  Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  I'll  have  her. 

[Vrcd,feems  to  talk,  when  (he  anfwers  in  Grfmaces, 

Lor.  There  have  been  Examples  in  the  World  of  the 
good  Offices  done  by  a  Brother  to  a  Sifter ;    but  they  are 
very  rare  here,  and  therefore  will  furely  be  the  more 
acceptable. 
Well,  Sir,  have  you  fix'd,  that  I  may  chufe  \ 

Fred,  I  have,  and  had  he  thoufands  more,     £Lor.  goes 
I  would  refufe  them  all  for  this  fair  Creature,        to  Clar, 
Enter  Pietro. 

Plet,  Sir,  all  things  are  ready  as  you  defire, 
But  my  Mafter  muft  firft  fpeak  with  you  alone. 

Fred.  About  the  Price  Til  warrant  you  ; 
Let  him  come  in  :         [All  go  out  but  Fred,  to  him  Cur, 
Are  you  the  Mafter  of  the  Ceremony  > 

Cur.  I  am, 

Ired, 
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^reL  Be  fpeedy  then,  and  by  my  Impatiency  to  be 
with  that  agreeable  Stranger,  guefs  at  my  Approbation  of 
the  Ladies,  and  which  1  chufe. 

Cur*  Your  mighty  Heat,  Sir,  will  be  foon  allay'd. 

Jnd,  Shall  it  / 

Cur,  Yes,  Sir,  it  fhall,  for  you  muft  die. 

'Ered.  Sure  thou  art  mad  to  tell  me  fo,  whoe'er  thou 
be'ft, 
Whilft  I  have  this  about  me.  \T)rAWs. 

Cur,  That,  Sir,  you  draw  in  vain  ;  ftand  off 

lOfen  a  PiftoU 

Tred,  What  new  conceited  Preparation's  this  ? 

Cur,   When  you  know  this  Face,  it  will  inform  you, 

iPulls  off  his  falfe  Beard, 

Ired,  Curt'msl  I  am  betray 'd,  oh  Villain  ! 

[^Offen  to  fight. 

Cur.  Ho,  within  there 

\^He  calls,  and  all  the  masked  Men  coineout, 
and  offer  their  Pijlols  at  Frederick. 

Tred,  Hold,  I  am  the  Prince  of  Florence , 

Cur,  Thefe,  Sir,  are  Rogues,  and  have  no  fenfe  of 
But  Mifchief  in  their  Souls ;  (ought, 

Gold  is  their  Prince  and  God, go,  be  gone 

{They  withdraw, 
—See,  Sir,  I  can  command  them. 

Fred.  Curtius^  why  doft  thou  deal  thus  treacheroufly 
Did  1  not  offer  thee  to  fight  thee  fairly  ?  (with  me  ? 

Cur,  'Tis  like  the  Injuries,  Sir,  that  you  have  done  me  ; 
Pardon  me  if  my  Griefs  make  me  too  rude. 
And  in  coarfe  terms  lay  all  your  Sins  before  you. 
— -Firft,  Sir,  you  have  debauch'd  my  lovely  Sifter, 
The  only  one  1  had ; 

The  Hope  and  Care  of  all  our  noble  Family  ; 
Thou  Prince  didft  ravifb  all  her  Virtue  from  her. 
And  left  her  nothing  but  a  defperate  fenfe  of  Shame, 
Which  only  ferv'd  to  do  her  felf  that  Juftice, 
Which  I  had  executed,  had  (he  not  prevented  me. 

Ired,  In  this,  upon  my  Soul,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Cur,  Next,  (Oh  how  unlike  a  brave  and  generous 

Man!) 

^  Without 
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Without  a  Caufcy  you  caft  me  from  your  Bofom  ; 

Withdrew  the  Honour  of  your  promis'd  Friendflifp, 

And  made  me  partner  in  my  Sifter's  Fate  ; 

Only  with  this  difference,  that  fhe 

You  left  to  aft  a  Murder  on  her  felf ; 

And  mine  yoa  would  have  been  fo  kind  toVe  done 

With  your  own  hand,  but  my  Refpcd  prevented  it. 

—  Next,  Sir,  you  raviOi'd  Laura  from  me, 

And  under  a  pretence  of  facred  Friend fhip, 

You  prov'd  your  felf  the  woift  of  Enemies  ; 

And  that's  a  Crime  you  dare  not  fay  was  Ignorance, 

As  you  perhaps  will  plead  your  Sin  to  Cloris  was. 

Ired.  Claris^  why  what  haft  thou  to  do  with  Clorls  ? 

Chk.  She  was  my  Sifter,  Frederick* 

Fred.  Thy  Sifter ! 

Cur,  Yes,  think  of  it  well, 
A  Lady  of  as  pure  and  noble  Blood, 
As  that  of  the  great  Duke  thy  Father, 
Till  you,  bad  Man,  infeded  it. 
■ — Say,  fhould  I  murder  you  for  this  bafe  Aftion, 
Would  you  not  call  it  a  true  Sacrifice  ? 
And  would  not  Heaven  and  Earth  forgive  it  too  ? 

Fred,  No,  had  I  known  that  Qie  had  been  thy  Sifter, 
I  had  received  her  as  a  Gift  from  Heaven ; 
And  fo  I  would  do  ftill. 

Cur.  She  muft  be  fent  indeed  from  Heaven, 
If  you  receive  her  now. 

Fred,  Is  Cloris  dead  ?    Oh  how  I  was  to  blame  ! 

{Weeps. 
•—Here  thou  mayft  finifti  now  the  Life  thou  threaten*ft. 

Cur,  Now,  Sir,  you  know  my  Juftice  and  my  Power ; 
Yet  fince  my  Prince  can  ftied  a  Tear  for  Cloris, 
I  can  forgive  him ; — here,  Sir, — fend  me  to  Cloris^ 

iKneels,  and  offers  the  Swords 
That  Mercy  poft^Ibly  will  redeem  the  reft 
Of  all  the  Wrongs  you've  done  me; 
And  you  ftiall  find  nothing  but  Sorrow  here. 
And  a  poor  broken  Heart  that  did  adore  you. 

Fred.  Rife  Curtius,  and  divide  my  Dukedom  With  rae  5 
Do  any  thi^ig  that  may  prefer ve  thy  Life, 

Ajid 
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And  gain  my  Pardon  ;  alas,  thy  Honour's  fafe. 
Since  yet  none  knows  that  C  lor  is  was  thy  Sifter, 
Or  if  they  do,  I  muft  proclaim  this  truth  j 
She  dy'd  thy  Prince's  Wife. 

Cur,  Thefe  Tidings  would  be  welcome  to  my  Sifter, 
And  1  the  fitting'ft  Man  to  bear  that  News. 

lowers  to  fiab  himfelf;  is  held  by  Frederick,  Laura, 
and  Cloris,  who  come  in  with  Ifabella,  drefs'd 
like  Philiberr,  and  the  rep., 
Lau,  Stay  Curtiusj  and  take  me  with  thee  in  the  way. 
Cur,  Lauray  my  deareft  Laura  /  how  came  you  hi- 
ther ? 

Lau,  Commanded  by  your  Letter ;  have  you  forgot  it  ? 
Fred,  C^rtius,  look  here,  is  not  this  Claris'  Face  ? 
Cur,  The  fame  ^  Oh  my  fweet  Sifter,  is  it  thee  p 

[Curtius  goes  to  embrace  her,  /he  goes  back, 
Fred,  Do  not  be  Oiy,  my  Soul,  it  is  thy  Brother, 
Cur,  Yes,  a  Brother  who  defpis'd  his  Life, 
When  he  believ'd  yours  loft  or  fli2m*d  : 
But  now  the  Prince  will  take  a  care  of  it* 
do.  May  I  believe  my  Soul  fo  truly  blefs'd  ? 
Ired,  Yes,  Cloris,  and  thus  low  I   beg  thy  pardon 

iKneels. 
For  all  the  Fears  that  I  have  made  thee  fufFer, 

Enter  all  the  rejl,  firft  Antonio  and  Alberto,  without 

their  Vizards, 
Clo,  Rife,  Sir,  it  \s  my  Duty  and  my  Glory. 
Alb.  Sir,  we  have  Pardons  too  to  beg  of  you. 
Fred.  Antonij  and  Alberto,  what  turn'd  Bravoes  ? 
Cur,  I  am  amaz'd. 

Ant,  YouMl  ceafe  your  Wonder,  Sir,  when  you  ftiall 
k  now, 
— Thofe  Bravoes  which  formerly  belong'd  to  you. 
Are  now  maintain'd  by  me  ;  which  Pietro  hir'd 
For  this  night's  fervice  ;  and  from  them  we  learnt 
What  was  to  be  dene,  (tho  not   on  whom) 
But  that  we  guefs'd,  and  thought  it  but  our  duty 
To  put  this  Cheat  on  Curtius  ; 
Which  had  we  feen,  had  been  refolv'd  to  kill  ycu, 
Had  been  by  us  prevented : 

^       ^  The 
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The  Ladies  too  would  needs  be  Curtezans 
To  ferve  your  Highnefs. 

Fred.  I'm  much  obhg*d  to  them,  as  you, 
— C/or/^5  a  while  IM  leave  thee  with  thy  Brother, 
Till  I  have  reconcil'd  thee  to  my  Father : 
To  marry  me,  is  what  he  long  has  wifh'd  for. 
And  will,  I  know,  receive  this  News  with  Joy. 

[Exh. 

Lor.  Here's  fine  doings ;  what  am  I  like  to  come  to 
if  he 
Turn  honeft  now  ?    This  is  the  worft  piece  of  Incon- 

ftancy 
He  ever  was  guilty  of ;  to  change  ones  Humour,  or  fo^ 
Somerimes,  is  nothing :  but  to  change  Nature, 
To  turn  good  on  a  fudden,  and  never  give  a  Man 
Civil  warning,  is  a  Defeat  not  to  be  endur'd  ; 
I'll  fee  the  end  on't  tho.  IGoes  out* 

Alb,  Here  Antonio — imagine  how  I  love  thee. 
Who  make  thee  fuch  a  Prefent. 

[Givei  him  Clarina,  who  is  drefs^d  jaft  as  Ifmena 
wasy  and  Ifmena  in  a  Mafquing  Habtt, 

'Ant,  Clarina^  can  you  pardon  my  Offence, 
And  blefs  me  with  that  Love, 
You  have  but  juftly  taken  from  me  > 

Clar,  You  wrong  me,  Sir,  I  ne'er  withdrew  my  Heart, 
Tho  you,  but  too  unkindly,  did  your  Confidence. 

Ant,  Do  not  upbraid  me ;  that  1  was  fo  to  blame. 
Is  fhame  enough :  pray  pardon,  and  forget  it. 

Clar,  I  do. 

Ant,  Alberto^  to  fhew  my  Gratitude  in  what  I  may, 
1  beg  you  would  receive  Ifmena  from  me. 

Alb.  Who's  this  ? 

Ant,  Ifmena  y  whom  I  promised  thee. 

Alb,  It  is  Clarina  \  do  you  mock  my  Pain  ? 

\^shows  Ifmena, 

Ant,  By  Heaven  not  I  ;  this  is  Clarina^  Sir. 

Alb.  That  thy  Wife  Clarina  ! 
A  Beauty  which  till  now  I  never  faw.  (but  now? 

Ant,  Sure  thou  art  mad,  didft  thou  not  give  her  me 
And  haft  not  cntertain'd  her  all  this  night  ? 

Alb, 
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Alh,  Her  Habit  and  her  Vizard  did  deceive  me  ; 
I  took  her  for  this  Lady,- — Oh  blcfs^d  Miftike  ! 

i/w.  I  fee  you're  in  the  dark,  but  I'll  unfold  the  Riddle. 

Sir,  m  the  PuiTage  from  the  \ionaftery3 

Attended  only  by  my  Confeflbr, 

A  Gentleman,  a  PafTenger,  in  the  fame  Boat, 

Addrds'd  himfelf  to  me  ; 

And  made  a  many  little  Courtfbfps  to  me  : 

I  being  veil'd,  he  knew  not  who  receiv'd  thero. 

Nor  what  Confufion  they  begot  in  me. 

At  the  firft  fight,  I  grew  to  great  efteem  of  him^ 

But  when  I  heard  him  fpeak . 

I'm  not  afhamM  to  fay  he  was  my  Conqueror. 

A\h,  Oh,  Madam,  was  it  you  ? 
Who  by  your  Converfation  in  that  Voyage, 
Gave  me  Difquiets, 
Which  nothing  but  your  Eyes  could  reconcile  again  ? 

Ifm,  'Twas  I    whom   you   deceiv'd  wiih  fome  fucb 
Language. 
— After  my  coming  home  I  grew  more  melancholy, 
And  by  my  filcnce  ^\^  increafe  my  Pain  ; 
And  loon  Clarina  found  I  was  a  Lover, 
Which  1  confefs'd  at  laft,  and  nam'd  the  Objeft. 
She  told  me  of  yow  Friend fhip  with  Antonio, 
And  gave  me  hopes  that  I  again  fhould  fee  you  : 

But  Ifabella  over-heard  the  Plot, 

Which,  Sir,  Antonio  did  contrive  with  you. 
To  make  a  feigned  Courtfhip  to  Clarina^ 
And  told  us  all  the  ftory. 

Alb*  Oh  how  I'm  ravifh'd  with  my  Happinefs ! 

Iftn.  Clarina,  Sir,  at  firft  was  much  inrag'd. 
And  vow*d  fhe  would  revenge  her  on  Antonio  j 
But  I  befought  her  to  be  pleas'd  again, 
And  faid  1  wou'd  contrive  a  Counter- Plot, 
Should  fatisfy  her  Honour  and  Revenge. 
Thus,  Sir,  I  got  a  Garment  like  to  hers; 
And  to  be  courted,  tho  but  in  jeft,  by  you, 
I  run  all  hazards  of  my  Brother's  Anger, 
And  your  opinion  of  my  Lightnefs  too. 

Clar, 
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Clar,  'Twas  a  Temptation,  Sir,  I  would  not  venture 
Left  from  the  reafons  of  a  juft  Revenge,  (on, 

And  io  much  Beauty  as  Alberto  own'd. 
My  Virtue  ftiould  not  well  fecure  your  Intereft. 

Ant,  But  why,  Ifmena^  was  that  killing  Plot, 
When  1  was  hid  behind  the  Arras  ?  for  now  I  confefs  all. 

Ifm.  To  make  Alberto  confident  of  my  Love, 
And  try  his  Friend  fhip  to  the  utmoft  point. 
^~~— Alberto  too  I  found  had  fome  referves. 
Which  I  believ'd  his  Amity  to  you. 

Alb.  Yes,  Madam,  whilft  I  took  you  for  his  Wife, 
I  thought  it  crime  enough  but  to  adore  you  ; 
But  now  I  may  with  honour  own  my  Paflion  t 
I  will,  Ifmena^  confidently  afliire  you, 
That  I  will  die,  unlefs  you  pity  me. 

lfm»  She  that  durft  tell  you,  Sir,  how  much  Ore  lov*d, 
When  you  believ'd  it  was  a  Sin  to  do  fo. 
Will  now  make  good  that  Promife  with  AntonWs  leave. 

Ant,  With  perfcd  Joy,  Ifmena^  I  refign  thee. 

[Ant.  gives  him  Ifm. 

'Alb,  By  double  Ties  you  now  unite  our  Souls ; 
Tho  1  can  hardly  credit  what  I  fee. 
The  Happinefs  fo  newly  is  arrivM.  \Jo  Ant. 

Enter  Prince,  Lorenzo  and  Guilliam,  ivho  comes  up 
fc raping  to  Cloris. 

Tred,  My  Father  is  the  kindeft  Man  on  Earth, 
And  Cloris  (hall  be  welcome  to  his  Bofcm ; 
Who'll  make  him  happy  in  my  Reformation, 
^-Here  Curtius,  take  Laura,  who,  I  find. 
Had  rather  be  my  Sifter  than  my  Miftrefs ; 
The  Duke  commands  it  fo. 

Cur.  Till  you  have  pardon'd  me  my  late  Offences, 
I  muft  deny  my  (elf  fo  great  a  Happinefs.      [Cur.  knsits, 

:Pred,  Rife,  you  have  it. 

Enter  Salvator. 

Sal,  Is  here  not  a  Renegado  belongs  to  me  5 

Lau,  No,  Sir,  my  Faith's  entire, 
And  Curtius  has  the  keeping  of  it. 

Sal,  Who  made  him  Mafter  of  it,  hau? 

Lau»  Heaven,  my  Inclinations,  and  the  Prince. 
:  Sdlm 
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Sal,  Three  powerful  Oppofers; 
take  her,  fince  it  muft  be  fo. 
And  may  ft  thou  be  happy  with  her. 

Fred,  Alberto^  would  this  Court  afforded 
A  Lady  worthy  thee. 

Alb,  Sir,  I'm  already  fped,  I  humbly  thank  you. 

Lor,  Sped,  quoth  ye  ?     Heaven  defend 
Me  from  fuch  Fortune, 

IBred.  Lorenz.0^   I  had  forgot  thee  j   thou  flialc  e'en 
marry  too, 

^'/L  Tw  u  ""''?•  ?"^^"^  *"e  ?"y  thing  but  marrying. 

Ifab,  What  think  you  then  of  a  fmooth-fac'd  Boy  ? 

^Lor.  A  Pox  on  him,  fure  he  will  not  tell  now,  will 

Ifab.  My  Lord,  I  beg  your  leave  to  challenge  Lorenzo. 

Fred.  What  to  a  Duel,  Philibert .-?  ^ 

Lor.  Phil.  Phil,  hold,  do  not  ruin  the  Reputation 
Of  a  Man  that  has  acquired  Fame  amonaft  the  female  Sex  - 
1  proteft  I  did  but  jeft.  * 

J/ab.  But,  Sir,  Vtn  in  earneft  witB  you. 

Fred,  This  is  not  Philibert, 

Ifab,  No,  Sir,  but  Ifabella that  was  Philihert. 

[Pointing  to  Cloris. 

Clo.  Yes,  Sir,  I  was  the  happy  Boy  to  be  belov'd 
When  Cloris  was  forgotten.  ' 

Fred.  Oh  how  you  raife  my  Love  and  Shame  ! 
But  why  did  Ifabella  change  her  Habit  P 

Clo.  Only  to  take  my  place,  left  you  would  mifs  me, 
Who  bemg  with  Laura^  at  the  Lodgings  of  Clarina 
And  comparing  the  Words  of  her  Letter  ^ 

With  what  the  Bravoes  had  confefs'd  to  Antonio^ 
We  found  the  Plot  which  was  laid  for  you. 
And  join'd  all  to  prevent  it. 

Fred,  'Twas  fure  the  work  of  Heaven. 

Ifab.  And  now,  Sir,  I  come  to  claim  a  Husband  herf. 

fred.  Name  him,  and  take  him, 

Ifab,  Lorenzo^  Sir. 

Lor.  Of  all  Cheats,  conomend  me  to  a  Waiting-Gen- 
I  her  Husband  ?  (tlewoman  5 

Ant.  I  am  a  Witnefs  to  that  Truth. 
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Ired*  'Tis  plain  againft  you  j   come,   you  muft    b^ 
honeft. 

Lor»  Will  you  compel  me  to't  againft  my  will  ? 
Oh  Tyranny,  confider,  I  am  a  Man  of  Quality  and  For- 
tune. 

l[ah»  As  for  my  Qualities,  you  know  I  have  fuffidene, 
And  Fortune,  thanks  to  your  Bounty,  confiderable  too. 

7 red.  No  matter,  he  has  enough  for  both. 

Lor,  Nay,  Sir,  an  you  be  againft  me, 
'Tfs  time  to  reform  in  my  own  defence  j 
But  'tis  a  thing  I  never  conflder'd,  or  thought  on. 

'Bred:  Marry  fii ft,  and  confider  afterwards, 

Lar,  That's  the  ufual  way  1  confefs  j 
Come,  Ifabellat  fince  the  Prince  commands  it, 
1  do  not  love  thee,  but  yet  I'll  not  forfwear  it ; 
Since  a  greater  Miracle  than  that  is  wrought. 
And  that's  my  marrying  thee  : 
Well,  *tis  well  thou  art  none  of  the  moft  beautiful, 
I  fhould  fwear  the  Prince  had  feme  defigns  on  thee  elfe, 

Cb.  Yes,  Guilliamy  fince  thou  haft  been  fo  faithful, 
1  dare  afTure  thee  Lucia  fhall  be  thine.         [Afide  to  Guil. 

Guil.  bows, 

Tred.  Come,  my  fair  Cloris,  inveft  thy  felf 
In  all  the  Glories  which  I  lately  promis'd  : 

And  Ladies,  you'll  attend  her   to  the  Court, 

And  Ihare  the  Welcomes  which  the  Duke  provides  her  i 

Where  all  the  Sallies  of  my  flattering  Youth 

Shall  be  no  more  remember'd,  but  as  paft. 

Since  'tis  a  Race  that  muft  by  Man  be  run, 

I'm  happy  in  my  Youth  it  was  begun  ; 

It  ferves  my  future  Manhood  to  improve. 

Which  fhall  be  facrific'd  to  Wat  and  Love. 


E  P  I- 
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EPILOGUE 

Spokefi  by  CJoris. 

LAd'ies^  the  Prince  was  kind  at  la/f 
But  all  the  Banger  is  not  pafi  •    ' 
1  cannot  happy  be  till  you  approve 
^y  hafiy  condefcenfion  to  his  Love 
'Twas  want  of  Art,  not  Virtue,  was  ray  Crime  - 
And  that\  I  vow   the  Author^s  TauU,  not  mine, 
bhe  might  have  made  the  JVomen  pitiUfs 
JBut  that  had  harder  been  to  me  than  this  • 
^^^^ight  have  7nade  our  Lovers  confiant  loo, 
A  Work  which  Heaven  it  [elf  can  fcarcely  do-, 
But/imple  Nature  never  taught  the  way 
Tc  hide  thofe  Vajftons  which  fjje  mufi  obey.  '      ' 

t  en  humble  Cottages  and  Cells, 
Where  Innocence  and  Virtue  dwells 
Than  Courts  no  more  fecure  can  be  ' 
'From  Love  and  dangerous  Flattery, 
Love  in  rural  Triumph  reigns. 
As  much  a  God  amongji  the  Swainsy 
As  if  the  Sacrifices  paid 
Were  wounded  Hearts  by  Monarchs  made  • 
And  this  might  well  excufe  th'  Offence. 
Jf  it  be  fo  to  love  a  Prince. 
But,  Ladies,  'tis  your  Hands  alone, 
Andr  not  his  Power,  can  ratfe  me  to  a  Throne  • 
Without  that  Aid  I  cannot  reign,  ' 

IBut  will  return  back  to  my  Flocks  again, 

^  2  Cjuilli'am 
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Gullliam  advances, 

Guil.  I/oWy  go  from  Court  /  najy  :^ay  not  zji* 
Bear  tne  but  [peak  before  you  go  : 
Whof.  nay  the  Ladies  Jhould  refufe  ye. 
The  Bleads  fm  fure  will  better  ufe  ye* 
So  long  as  ye  are  kind  and  young, 
I  know  they'll  clap  ye  right  or  wrong. 


THE 
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PROLOGUE, 

By  an  unknown  Hanc^J. 
Spoke  by  Mr.  Powell. 

\S  Rivals  of  each  other  jealous  prove^ 
Andbothjlrive  which  jhall  gain  the  Lady  V  Love^ 
So  we  for  your  Affefiions  daily  vie  : 
Not  an  Intriguer  in  the  Gallery 
(WhofqHeez.es  hand  o/*Phillis  masked,  that  flood 
Ogltng  for  fate ^  in  Velvet  Scarf  and  Hood) 
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Can  with  mere  Paffion  his  dear  Nymph  turfue^ 
^^^n  we  to  make  l^\verfion  fit  for  you. 
Cram  -we  may  pleafe,  and  we%e  our  outmofi  Aim, 
Its  to  your  Favour  only  we  lay  claim,  ' 

Wtth  Miftrefs  young,  and  fafe,  it  wou^d  content  you  '■ 

Ihen  Husbands    weary d  out  with  Spoufe  alone,  ^     ' 

y^»d  hen-peck'd  Keepers  that  drudge  on  with  one, 

I  fancy  hither  wou'd  in  Crouds  reCort, 

As  thick  as  Men  for  Offices  to  Court  : 

Whoy  (lay  behind  ?  the  Beau  above  Three fcore, 

Wou  d  hobble  on,  and  gape  for  one  bit  more  ; 

Men  of  all  Stations,  from  the  Nobles,  down. 

-To  grave  Sir  Roger  in  his  Cap  and  Gown, 

l/ou  d  hither  come.     But  we  feme  time  mufl  take, 

E-er  we  a  Proje^  offuch  moment  makei 

Since  that's  laid  by,  for  your  Biverfion  then. 

We  do  invite  the  Brothers  of  the  Pen  ; 

The  Courtier,  Lawyer,  Soldier,  Placer  too, 

nit  ne  er  had  more  Encouragement  than  now  i 

1^0  free    or  Aliens  to  our  Stage,  we  take  \m, 

^f^t  kick  em  out,  but  native  Subje5is  make  'em* 

The  Ladies  too  are  always  welcome  here. 

Let  \m  in  Writing  or  in  Box  appear, 

1o  that  fair  Sex  we  are  obliged  to  day. 

Oh  !  then  be  kind  to  a  poor  Orphan- Play, 

Whofe  Parent  while  Jl^e  liv'd  obliged  you  all  -, 

Tou  prais'd  her  living,  and  you  mourn' d  her  FalU 

Who  cou'd,  like  her,  our  fofter  Paftons  move^ 

The  Life  of  Humour,  and  the  Soul  of  Love  ? 

Wit's  eldefl  Sifter ',  thro-out  every  Line, 

Tou  might  perceive  fome  female  traces  flnne, 

For  poor  Aftrea';  Infant  we  implore. 

Let  it  then  live,  t  ho  fie  is  now  no  more. 
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Sir  Rowland  Marteen, 
George  Marteen, 
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Sir  Merlin  Marteen, 
Sir  Morgan  Blunder, 
Mr.  Twang, 
Britton, 


Mr.  Verbru^gen. 
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Air.  Horden* 
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Mr.  Smeaton, 
Mr.  Kenr. 
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Terefia, 
Lady  Blunder, 
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Lady  Youchly, 


Mrs,  Knight. 
Mrs.  Verbruggen, 
Mrs.  Temple, 
Mrs,  Powel. 
Mrs.  Willis. 
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ACT   I.     SCENE   I. 

A  Chamber. 


Emet  George  Marteen,  in  a  rich  Riding  Habtty  with  his 
Valet  Britton. 

Geo,  T  7C  7Ere  you  with  Mrs.  Manage^  Brit  ton  ? 

V  V  Britt,  Yes,  Sir ;  and  Sie  cries  as  much  for 
her  wanting  room  for  you  in  her  Houfe,  as  fbe  would  have 
ck>ne  fonie  forty  Years  ago  for  a  Difappointment  of  her 
Lover.  But  fhe  alTures  me,  the  Lodging  Ihe  has  taken 
for  you,  isthebeft  in  all  Ltncolns-Inn-Fields, 

Geo,  And  did  you  charge  her  to  fend  Mrtilla*s  Page 
to  me  ? 

Britt,  I  did,  Sir ;  and  he'll  be  with  you  inftafltly, 

Geo.  'Tis  well Then  fhall  I  hear  fome  News  of 

my  Mirt'dla.     ^  [Jfde^ 

Britten^  hafte  thee,  and  get  my  Equipage  in  order ;   a 
handfome  Coach,  rich  Liveries,  and  more  Footmen  :  fop 

'tis  Appearance  only  pafTes  in  the  World. And  d'ye 

hear,  take  care  none  know  me  by  any  other  Name  than 
that  of  Lijere, 

Br  lit.  I  fhall,  Sir,  iExit, 

Geo,  I  came  not  from  Paris  into  England^  as  my  old 
Father  thinks,  to  reform  into  a  dull  wretched  Life  in  Wales, 
No,  ril  rather  truft  my  kind  Miftrefs  Fortune,  that  has 
ftill  kept  me  like  her  Darling,  than  purchafe  a  younger 
Brother's  narrow  Stipend,  at  the  expence  of  my  Pleafurc 
and  Happinefs. 

Enter  Olivia  in  a  Page's  Habit.     Shi  runs  and  em* 
braces  George. 

Oliv,  My  ever,  charming  Broth«r  1 

Geo,  My  beft,  my  dear  Olivia  / 

0//V. 
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Qliv.  The  fame  lovely  Man  ftill !  Thy  Gallantry  and 
Beauty's  all  thy  own  ;  Parh  could  add  no  Graces  to  thy. 
Air ;  nor  yet  pervert  it  into  AfFedation. 

Geo,  Spare  me,  and  tell  me  how  Mir t ilia  fares. 
Oliv,  I  think,  Brother,  I  writ  you  word  to  Paris,  of 
a  Marriage  concluded  betwixt  me  and  Welborn. 

Geo,  That  Letter  I  receiv'd  :  but  from  the  dear  Jli/V- 
tilU,  not  one  foft  word ;  not  one  tender  Line  has  bleft 
my  Eyes,  has  cas'd  my  panting  Heart  this  tedious  three 
Months  fpace  ;  and  thou  with  whom  I  left  the  weighty 
Charge  of  her  dear  Heart,  to  watch  her  lovely  Eyes,  to 
give  me  notice  when  my  Rivals  prefs'd,  and  when  fhe 
waver'd  in  her  Faith  to  me,  even  thou  wert  filent  to  mCg 
cruel  Sifter. 

O'.iv,  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  Lover  prefently,  and  tire 
the  Hearei  wiih  a  Book  of  Words,  of  heavy  Sighs,  dying 
Languifhmenis,  and  all  that  huddle  of  Nonfenfe  j  and  no: 
tell  me  how  you  like  my  Marriage. 

Geo.   IVelhorn's  my  Friend,  and  worthy  of  thy  Heart. 
Oliv.  I    never  faw  him  yet  j  and  to  be  fold   unfeen, 
and  unfigh'd  for,  in  the  Flower  of  my  You:h  and  Beauiy, 
^wts  me  a  ftrange  averfion  to  the  Match. 

Geo,  Oh!  you'll  like  him  when  yon  fee  him— But  my 
Mirfilla. 

Oliv.  Like  him no,  no,  I   never   fhall what, 

come  a  Stranger  to  my  Husband's  Bed  >  'Tis  Proftttution 
in  the  leudeft  manner,  without  the  Satisfaction;  the  Piea- 
fure  of  Variety,  and  the  B«it  of  Profir,  may  make  a  lame 
excufe  for  Whores,  who  change  their  Cullies,  and  quic 
their  naufeou?  Fools No,  no,  my  Brother,  when  Pa- 
rents grow  arbitrary,  'lis  time  we  look  into  our  Riglics 
and  Privileges ,  therefore,  my  dear  George^  if  e'er  thou 
hope  for  Happinefs  in  Love,  aflift  my  Difobedience. 

G2$.   In  any  worthy  Choice  be  fure  of  me  \  but  canft^- 
thou  wilh  Happinefs  m  Love,  and  not  inform  me  fome- 
thin^  of  MirtilU  / 

diiv.  I'.l  tell  you  better  News our  hopeful  elc^er- 

Erother,  Sir  Merlin,  is  like  to  be  difinherited  j  f.xr  he  is^. 
Heaven  be  thanked. .   . 


?:? 
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Geo,  Marry'd  to  fome  Townjilt,  the  common  fate  of 
Coxcombs. 

Ol'i'v,  Not  fo,  my  dear  George^  but  fets  up  for  a  cele- 
brated Rake.hell,  os  well  as  Gamefter ;  he  cou'd  not  have 
found  out  a  more  dextrous  way  to  have  made  thee  Heir  to 
four  Thoufand  Pounds  a  Year. 

Geo^,  What's  that  without  Mir  till  a  ? 

Oliv.  Prithee  no  more  of  her Love  fpoils  a  fine 

Gentleman:  Gaming,  Whoring  and  Fighting,  may  qua- 
lify a  Man  for  Converfatio«i ;  but  Love  perverts  all  one's 
Thoughts,  and  makes  us  fit  Company  for  none  but  one's 
felf  •  for  even  a  Miftrefs  can  fcarce  difpenfe  with  a  fishing, 
whining  Lover's  Company  long,  tho  all  he  fays  flatters 
her  Pride. 

Geo,  Why  doft  thou  trifle  with  me,  when  thou  knowefl: 
xne  Violence  of  my  Love  ? 

Oliv,  I  wifh  1  could  any  way  divert  your  Thoughts 
from  her,  I  would  not  have  your  Joy  depend  on  fuch  a 
fickle  Creature. 

Geo.  MirtillahKel  What,  my  JW?r//7/^  falfe! 

Olh.  Even  your  AlirtilU's  falfe^  and  married  to  a- 
pother. 

Gsc.  Married  !   Mlrtilla  married  !  'Tis  impoflible. 

Oliv.  Nay  married  to  that  bawling,  drinking  Fool, 
Sir  Morgan  Blunder. 

Geo,  Married,  and  married  to  Sir  Morgan  Blunder  /  a 
Sot,  an  ill-bred  fenfelefs  Fool;  almofl:  too  great  a  Fool 
to  make  a  Country  Juftice  ? 

Oliv.  No  doubt,  ^t,q  had  her  Aims  in*t,  he's  a  very 
convenient  Husband,  i'l!  affure  you,  and  t-bat  fuits  her 
Temper  :  he  has  Eftate  and  Folly  enough,  and  fhe  has 
Touth,  and  Wantonnefs  enough  to  match  'em. 

Geo.  Her  Choice  gives  me  fome  Comfort,  and  fome 
Hopes^  for  I'll  purfue  her,  but  for  Revenge,  not 
Love. 

Oliv,  Forget  her  rather,  for  fhe's  not  worth  Revenge, 
and  that  V7ay  'twill  be  none  •,  proftitute  in  Soul  as  Body, 
ihe  doats  even  on  me  in  Breeches. 

Geo.  On  thee,  her  Page!  doat  on  thee,  a  Youth  !  fhe 
knew  thee  not  as  Woman* 

Oliv^ 
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Oiii/.  No,  that  Secret  I  have  kept  to  do  you  Service. — 
At  firft  (he  faid  fhe  lov'd  me  for  your  fake,  becaufe  you 
recommended  me;  and  when  I  fung,  or  plaid  upon  my 
Piute,  woa'd  kifs  my  Cheek,  and  figh,  and  often  (when 
alone)  wou'd  fend  for  me,  and  fmile,  and  talk,  and  fet 
my  Hair  in  Curls,  to  make  me  faucy  and  familiar  with 
her.  One  Day  fhe  faid,  Endimioriy  thy  Name-fake  was 
thus  carefs'd  by  C'jnthia  :  A  Goddefs  did  not  fcorn  the 
humble  Swain,  whom  by  her  Love  fhe  equal'd  to  her 
Deity.  She  found  that  I  had  Senfe  to  underftand  her,  and 
paid  her  Advances  back  with  equal  Ardour. 

Geo.  Ob,  Curfe  1  where  learnt  (he  all  this  Wickednefs  ? 

[Afide» 

Oliv.  But  (he  being  oblig'd  to  go  for  Flanders,  to  lee 
her  Sifter  take  the  holy  Habit,  I  feign'd  a  Sicknefs  to  be 
left  behind,  hoping  that  Abfence  might  abate  her  Flame ; 
yet  fhe  return'd  more  amonous,  and  fearing  the  Thefts  of 
Love  might  wound  her  Honour,  fhe  thought  a  Husband 
would  fecui-e  that  Shame  ;  and  luckily  my  Aunt  arriv'd 
from  Wales,  and  brought  Sir  Morgan  with  her,  who 
lodging  where  we  did,  at  Mrs.  Managers,  my  Aunt  (that 
doats  on  Quality  in  either  Sex)  made  up  this  hafty  Match, 
unknown  to  me,  tho  for  my  fake. 

Geo,  What  will  not  faithlefs  Woman  do,  when  (he  is 
raging; 

Oliv.  And  now  having  fo  well  prepar'd  the  way,  fne 
grows  impatient  for  an  Opportunity  ;  and  thou  art  arrived, 
^noft  happily  to  fuccour  me. 

Geo,  No,  for  fome  days  keep  this  Habit  on,  it  maybe 
iifefiil  to  US;  but  I  muft  fee  this  faithlefs  perjur'd  Wonisn, 
which  I  muft  contrive  with  Mrs.  Manaoe. 

Oliv.  Yet  pray  refolve  to  fee  my  F.Kher  (irft ;  for 
now's  the  critical  time  to  make  thy  Fortune;  he  came  to 
Town  laft  night,  and  lodges  here  at  Mrs.  Mavage^s^  wih 
my  Aunt  Blunder. 

'Cec,  What,  in  the  Houfe  with  thee,  and  not  know 
tbee  ? 

Gliv,  No  more  than  a  Piieft  does  Companion  ;  he 
think?  me  -at  Hacknej,  makinj  Wax  Babies,  where  he 
inends  to  vifit  me  within  ihefe  three  days.— —— But  1  for- 
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got  to  tell  you,  ouv  Brother,  Sir  MtrVin,  lodges  fn  this 
Houfe  with  you  ;  and  fhou'd  he  know  you 

Geo,  'Tfs  fmpoffible I've   not   feen  him,  op  my 

Pather  thefe  five  Years.  Abfence,  my  Growth,  and  this 
unexpected  Equipage,  will  not  be  penetrated  by  his  Ca- 
pacity, ^ 

^    Qliv,  True,  he'll  never  look   for  his  Brother  Gtone 

m  the  Gallantry  and  Perfon  of  Monfieur  Lejen My 

good  Father  expeds  you  home,  like  the  prodigal  Son, 
a]]  torn  and  tattered,  and  as  penitent  too. 

Geo,  To  plod  on  here,  in  a  laborious  Cheating,  all  my 
Youth  and  Vigour,  in  hopes  of  drunken  Pleafures  when 
1  m  o  d  ;  or  elfe  go  with  him  into  WaUs,  and  there  lead  a 
thoughtlefs  Uh,  hunr,  and  drink,  and  make  love  to 
none  but  Chamber-maids.  No,  my  Olivia,  I'll  ufe  thfe 
ipnghtly  Runnings  of  my  Life,  and  not  hope  diftant  Plea- 
lures  from  its  Dregs.  • 

Oliv.  For  that,  ufe  your  Difcretion  ;  now  equip  your 
ie]f  to  your  prefent  Bufinefs ;  the  more  fimply  you  are 
clad  and  look,  the  better.     I'll  home  and  exped  you. 

Geo.  Do  fo,  my  good  Sifter;  a  little  formal  Hypocrify 
may  do,  'twill  relifh  after  Liberty;  for  a  Pleafure  is  ne- 
ver  fo  well  tafted,  as  when  it's  feafon'd  with  fome  Op- 
polnion.  ^- 

Enter  Britton. 

Bnn^  Sir,  I've  News  to  tell  you,  will  furprize  you: 
Prmce  Frederick  is  arriv'd.  r         /      > 

Geo.  Is't  podlbJe  ?  I  left  him  going  for  Flanders, 
^    Brut,  Pafling  by  our  Door,  and    feeing  your  Livery, 
.le  enqu.rd  for  you;  and  finding  you  here,  alighted  iuft 
now.     But  fee,  Sir,  he's  here.  >      o         ; 

Enter  Prince  Frederick  ;  they  meet  and  embrace. 

Ceo,  My  U^-^s  Preferver,  welcome  to  my  Arms,  as 
Health  to  fick  Men. 

Fred.  And  thou  to  mine,  as  the  kind  Miftrefs  to  the 
f^if  "^  ^ov^^'i  ^y  Sours  Delight,  and  Darling  of  the 

Gio.  Ah  Prince  !  you  touch  my  bleeding  Wound. 

-    Frsd. 
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Tred*  Ha  Lejere !  leave  to  unhappy  Lovers,  ihofe 
Sighs,  thofe  folded  Arms,  and  down-caft  Eyes. 

Geo.  Then  rhey  are  fit  for  me:  my  M'ftrefs,  Sir,  that 
Treafure  of  my  Life,  for  whom  you've  heard  me  figh,  is 
perjur*d,  falle,  and  married  to  another.  Yet  what  is 
worfe,  1  find  my  Prince,  my  Friend,  here  in  my  native 
Country,  and  am  not  able  to  pay  him  what  his  Greatneft 
merits. 

Tre{\,  You  pain  me  when  you  compliment  my  Friend- 
fhip.  ^Embracing* 

Geo,  Perhaps  you  will  not  think  me  worth  this  Ho- 
nour, when  you  fhall  hear  my  Story. 

Prince.  Thou  canft  fay  nothing  I  can  value  lefs. 

Geo.  Perhaps  too  my  way  of  Living  has  deceiv'd  you, 
beino  ftill  received  by  Princes,  as  Companions  in  all  their 
Riots,  Loves,  and  Divertifements;  where  ev'n  you  did 
mc  the  Honour  to  efteem,  and  call  me  Friend. 

Prince.  Whate'er  thou  art,  Tm  lure  thy  Mind's  illuf- 
trlous. 

Geo.  My  Family,  I  muft  confefs,  is  honourable  ;  bur. 
Sir,  my  Father  was  the  younger  Houfe,  of  which  my  un- 
happy felf  was  deftin'd  to  be  laft  :  I'm  a  Cadet^  that 
Out-caft  of  my  Family,  and  born  to  that  Curfe  of  our 
old  Engli^j  Cuftom.  Whereas  in  other  Countries,  youn- 
ger Brothers  are  train'd  up  to  the  Exercife  of  Arms,  v/here 
Honour  and  Renown  attend  the  Brave ;  we  bafely  bind 
our  younaeft  out  to  Slavery,  to  lazy  Trades,  idly  con- 
fin'd  to  Shops  or  Merchants  Books,  debafing  of  the  Spirit 
to  the  mean  Cunning,  how  to  cheat  and  chaffer. 

Prince,  A  Cuftom  infupportable  ! 

Oeo,  To   this,  to  this  low  wretchednefs  of  Life,  your 

Servant,  Sir was  deftin'd  by  his  Parents,  and  am  yet 

this  bound  indentiu'd  Slave. 

Prir.ce.  Thou  haft  no  caufe  to  quarrel  with  thy  Stars, 
fince  Virtue  is  moft  valu'd  when  oppreft— Are  all  your 
Merchants  Apprentices  thus  gay  ? 

Gee.  Not  all bur,  Sir,  I  could  not  bow  my  Mind 

to   this  fo  neceflary  Drudgery  ;    and   yet   however,  1  af- 

fum'd  my  native  Temper,  when  out  o'ch'  Trading  City  ; 

in  it,  I  forc'd  my  Nature  to  a  dull  llovenly  Gravity,  which 

'  well 
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well  enough  decelv'd  the  bufy  Block-heads:  my  Clothes 
and  Equipage  I  jodg'd  at  this  End  of  the  Town,  where  I 
ftill  pafs'd  for  fomething  better  than  I  was,  whene'er  I 
pleas'd  to  change  the  Trader  for  the  Gentleman. 

Prince,  And  liv'd  thus  undifcover'd 

Geo,  With  Eafe,  ftill  lov*d  and  courted  by  the  Great, 
ever  play'd  high  with  thofe  durft  venture  moft ;  and  durft 
make  Love  where'er  my  Fancy  lik'd  :  but  fometimes 
running  out  my  Mafter's  Cafh,  (which  was  fupply'd  ftill 
by  my  Father)  they  fent  me,  to  reform  my  expenflve 
Life,  a  Faftor,  into  'Eranu—^\\\  I  eflay'd  to  be  a  plod- 
dinaThriver,  but  found  my  Parts  not  form'd  for  dirty 
Bufinefs.  ~  ^ 

Prince,  There's  tiot  a  Thought,  an  Adion  of  thy  Sou), 
that  does  not  tend  to  fomething  far  more  olorious. 

Geo,  If  yet  you  think  me  worthy  of  yom-  Favour,  com- 
mand that  Life  you  have  fo  oft  preferv'd. 

Prince,  No  more  ; Thou  haft  increas'd  my  Value 

for  thee.— Oh!  take  my  Heart,  and  fee  how't  has  been 

us'd  by  a  fair  Charmer,  fince  I  faw  thee  laft-^ That 

fullen  day  we  parted,  you  for  England,  you  may  remem- 
ber I  defign'd  for  Flanders. 

Geo,  I  do  with  Melancholy,  Sir,  remember  h. 

Prince,  Arrived  at  Ghent,  I  went  to  fee  an  Englifly 
Kun  initiated,  where  I  beheld  the  pretty  Innocent,  de- 
Ifver'dup  a  Viftim  to  foolifh  Chaftity  •/ but  among  the 
Relations,  then  attending  the  Sacrifice,  was  a  fair  Sifter 
of  the  young  Votrefs,  but  fo  furpalling  all  I'ad  leen  be- 
fore,  that  I  neglefting  the  dull  holy  Bufmefs,  paid  my 
Devotion  to  that  kneeling  Saint. 

Ceo.  That  was  the  neareft  way  to  Heaven,  myLord. 
^  Prince,  Her  Face,    that   had    a    thoufand  Charms    of 
fouth,  was  heiglnen'd  with  an  Air  of    Languiiliment  \  a 
lovely   Sorrov/  dwelt  upon    her  Eyes,   that    taught   mv 
nevvborn-PaflTon  Awe  and  Reverence.  ^ 

Geo.  This  Defcription  of  her  fires  nie. [Afide, 

Pnnce,  Her  dimpl'd  Mouth,  her  Neck,,  her  Hand,  her 

_  Hair,  a  Majefty  and  Grace  in  every  Motion,  compleated 

my  Undoing;  I  i-av'J,  1  burnt,  1  languifh'd  with  Defire, 

ihs  holy  Place  cou\i   fcarce  contain  my  Madnefs :    with 
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Pain,  with  Torturej  I  reftrain'd  my  Paflion  when  fiie 
retir'd,  led  fadly  from  the  Altar.  I,  mixing  with  the 
Croud,  enqulr'd  her  Name  and  Country  ;  her  Servant 
told  me,  that  fhe  was  of  Quality,  and  liv'd  in  Englandy 
nay,  in  this  very  Town;  this  gave  me  Anguifh  not  to 
be  conceiv'd,  till  I  refolv'd  to  follow  her,  which  is  the 
caufe  you  find  me  here  fo  foon.  Thy  Aid,  thy  Aid,  LejerCj 
or  I  am  lofl, 

i  Geo*  I  wifii  to  live  no  longer  than  to  ferve  your  High- 
nefs :  if  fhe  be,  Sir,  a  Maid  of  Quality,  I  Qiall  foon  find 
her  our,  and  then  you'll  eafily  conquer.  You've  all  the 
Youth,  and  Beauty,  that  can  charm  ;  and  what  gains 
mofl  upon  a  Woman's  Heart,  youVe  a  powerful  Title, 
Sir,  a  fort  of  Philter,  that  ne'er  fails  to  win.  But  you*ve 
not  told  me  yet  the  Lady's  Name. 

Prince,  1  had  forgot  that  ;  'Tis  in  thefe  Tablets^: 

^G'tves  him  the  Tablets, 
I'm  now  \n  hafte,  going  to  receive  fome  Bills :  I  lodge 
at  Welborn's,  who  came  oyer  with  me,  being  fenc  for  to 
be  marry'd, 

Geo,  1  know  the  Houfe,  'tis  in  Southampton-Square : 
V\\  wait  upon  your  Highnefs.  \^Exit  Prince^ 

Let  me  fee Daughter  to  a  deceas'd  Lord  ^  a  Maid, 

.and  no  Dowry, but  Beauty  *,  living  in  Lincoln s-Inn- Fields. 

[Opening  the  Tablets,  reads* 
— Ha  ! — her  Name  Mirtilla  !  Miriilla  !  IFaufes, 

Prince,  thou  haft  paid  thy  felf  for  all  the  Favours  done  me, 
Mirtilla  I  ^  [Paafes* 

.'Why  yes,  Mirtilla/   He  takes  but  what  fhe  has  given 
away  already. 
Oh  \  damn  her,  fne  has  broke  her  Faiih,  her  Vow?,  and 

is  no  longer  mine Andthou'rtmy  Friend, 

[Paitfes  a^air, 
Mirtilla^s  but  my  Miftrefs,  and  has  taken  all   the  Repofe 

of  my  poor  Life  away Yes,  let  him  take  her,  I'll  re- 

frgn  her  to  him;  and  therefore  fhut  my  Eyes  againft  her 
Charms:  fix  her  Inconftancy  about  my  Heart,  and  fcorn 
whatever  me  can  give  me.  [_Exit, 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  II.    A  Chamber. 

Enter  Sir  Morgan  Blunder  in  a  Night-Gown  and  Cap', 
to  him  Manage  with  a  Caudle. 

Man.  Your  Lady  Mother  has  fent  you  a  Caudle,  Sir, 

Sir  Mor,  Good  Mrs.  Manage^  remember  my  kind  Love 
to  my  Lady  Mother,  and  tell  her,  I  thank  her  for  her 
PoUet,  but  never  eat  in  a  Morning  after  hard  drinking 
over  night. 

Man.  Ah,  S;r,  but  now  you're  marry*d  to  a  fine  Lady, 
you  ought  to  make  much  of  your  felf. 

Sir  AloT'  Good  Madam,  as  little  of  your  Matrimony  as 
of  your  Caudle;  my  Stomach  is  plaguy  fqueamifh, and  a 
hair  of  the  old  Dog's  worth  both  of  'em.  Oh  !  fick  ^ 
fick! 

Enter  Sir  Merlin,  fmging  a  Song  in  praife  of  a  Rake- 
heWs  Ltfe, 

A    SONG. 
The  Town- Rake  \  written  by  iMr.  Motteux, 


W'Hat  Life  can  compare  with  the  jolly  Town-Ral^e's, 
When  in  Youth  his  full  Swing  of  all   FUafurV 
he  takes  ? 
At  Noon  he  gets  up^  for  a  Whety  and  to  dine. 
And  wings  the  dull  Hours  with  Mirth,  Mufick  and  Wine  • 
Then  jogs  to  the  Playhoufe,  and  chats  with  the  Masks 
And  thence  to  /^eRofe,  where  he  takes  his  three  Flaskso 
There,  great  as  a  Cjcfar,  he  revels,  when  drunk. 
And  fcours  all  he  meets,  as  he  reels  to  his  Punk  ; 
Then  finds  the  dear  Girl  in  his  Arms  when  he  vjakes* 
What  Life  can  compare  with  the  Jolly  Town-Rak/s  ? 

II. 

H^,  like  the  Great  Tuik,  has  hisTavmte  She; 
Bnt  the  Town's  his  Seraglip,  and  fiill  he  lives  Jree, 

Som^ 
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Sometimes  flje's  a  Lady  ;  but  as  he  mufi  range. 
Black- Betty,  tfr  Oyfter  Doll,  fer-ves  for  aChange, 
As  he  varies  his  Sports^  his  whole  Life  is  a  Feafi  ; 
He  thinks  him  thai^s  folereji  the  mojl  like  a  Bea/i. 
uit  Houfes  of  Pleafure  breaks  Windows  and  Doors ; 
Kicks  Bullies  and  Cullies^  then  lies  with  their  Whores* 
Rare  work  for  the  Surgeon^  and  Midwife  he  makes. 
What  Life  caa  compare  with  the  "Jolly  Town-Rakes  / 

III. 

Thus  In  Covent- Garden  he  makes  his  Campaign, 
And  no  Coget-houfe  haunts^  but  to  fettle  his  Brain* 
He  laughs  at  dry  Morals^  and  never  does  think^ 
Vnlefs  Uis  to  get  the  hefi  Wenches  and  Drink, 
Be  dwells  in  a  Tavern^  and  lies  evry  where. 
And  improving  his  hours,  lives  an  Age  in  a  Tear  : 
For  as  Life  is  uncertainy  he  loves  to  make  hajle  \ 
And  thus  he  lives  longeji,  becaufe  he  lives  f aft  i 
Then  a  Leap  in  the  dark  to  the  Devil  he  takes* 
What  Death  can  compare  with  the  Jolly  Town-Rakt*s  ? 

Sir  Mer,  Why,  how  now.  Sir  Morgan,  I  fee  you*ll 
make  a  Husband  of  the  right  Town-Mode:  What,  mac* 
ried  but  foar  Days,  and  at  your  feparate  Apartment 
already  ? 

Sir  Morg,  A  Plague  of  your  what  d*ye  call  urns. 

Sir  Mer*  Rakehells  you  would  fay,  Coufin,  an  honour- 
able Appellation  for  Men  of  Bravery. 

Sir  Morg,  Ay,  ay,  your  Rakehells -I  was  never  fo 

muddled  with  Treafon,  Tierce  Claret,  Oaths  and  Dice,  all 
the  Days  of  my  Lire— Was  I  in  cafe  to  do  Family  duty  > 
fi'life  you  drank  down  all  my  Love,  all  my  Prudence  too  ; 
Gad  forgive  me  for  it. 

Sir  Mer,  Why,  how  the  Devil  cam*ft  thou  to  bear  thy 
Liquor  fo  ill  ?  Ods  my  Life,  you  drunk  like  a  French-mark 
new  come  to  the  Univerfity. 

Sir  Mor,  Pox,  I  can  bear  their  drinking  as  well  as  any 
Man  ;  but  your  London  way  of  Boufing  and  Politics  does 
not  agree  with  my  Conftituiion.    Look  ye,  Coufin,  fie 

quietly 
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quietly  to't,and  I'll  ftand  my  ground ;  but  to  have  fcream- 
ing  Whores,  noify  Bullies,  rattling  Dice,  fwearing  and 
curfing  Gamefters,  Couz.  turns  the  Head  of  a  Country- 
Drinker,  more  than  the  Wine. 

Sir  Merl,  Oh  I  UCe,  Coufin,   will  make  an  able  Man. 

Sir  Mor,  Ufe,  Coufin!  Ufa  me  no  Ufes  ;  for  if  ever 
you  catch  me  at  your  damn'd  Clubs  again,  I'll  give  you 
my  Mother  for  a  Maid  :  Why  you  talk  downright 
Treafon.  "^ 


Sir  Merl,  Treafon,  ay— — — 

Sir  Morg,  Ah  Coufin,  why  we  talk'd  enough  to— 
hang  us  all. 

Sir  Merl.  My  honeft  Country-Couz.  when  wilt  thou 
underfiand  the  Gmlphs^  and  the  Gibelins ;  and  learn  to 
talk  Treafon  o'  this  fide  the  Law  ?  bilk  a  Whore  without 
remorfe ;  break  Windows,  and  not  pay  for  'em  ^  drink 
your  Bottle  without  asking  Queftions  5  kill  your  Man 
without  letting  him  draw ;  play  away  your  Money  with- 
out fear  of  your  Spoufe,  and  ftop  her  Mouth  by  under- 
mining her  Nofe  ? 

Sir  Morg.  Come,  come,  look  you  Coufin,  one  word 
of  Advice  now  I'm  fober  ^  what  the  Devil  fhould  provoke 
thee  and  me  to  put  ourfelves  on  our  twelve  Godfathers 
for  a  Frolick?  We  who  have  Eftates.  I  fhou'd  be  loth 
to  leave  the  World  v.'ith  a  fcurvy  Song,  compofed  by  the 
Poet  Sternhold, 

Enter  at  the  Door  Sir  Rowland,  hearkn'wg. 
Or  why,  d'ye  fee,   fhou'd  1  expofe  my  Noddle  to  the 
Billmen  in  Flannel,  and  lie  m   the  Roundhoufe^  when  I 
may  go  to  bed  in  a  whole  skin  with  my  Lady  Wife? 

Sir  Mer,  Gad,  Sir  Morgan^  thou  haft  fometimes  pretty 
fmart  fatin'cal  Touches  with  thee  •,  ufe  but  WiWs  Coffee* 
houfe  a  little,  and  with  thy  Eftate,  and  that  Talent,  thou 
mayft  fet  up  for  a  Wit. 

Sir  Mor,  Mercy  upon  me.  Sir  Merlin^  thou  art  ftark 
mad  :  What,  I  a  Wit !  I  had  rather  be  one  of  your  Rake- 
bells  :  for,  look  ye,  a  Man  may  fwear  and  ftare,  or  fo; 
break  Windows,  and  Drawers  Heads,  or  fo  j  unrig  a 
Be«dy  Whore,  and  yet  keep  one's  Eftate  :  but  fhou'd  I 

tura 
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tirn  Wit,  'twere  impoflible  ;  for  a  Wit  with  an  Eftatc, 
is  like  a  Prifoner  among  the  Cannibals. 
Sir  Merl,  How  To,  good  Sir  Morgan  I 
Sir  Morg,  Why,  the  needy  Rogues  only  feed  him  with 
Praife,  lo  fatten  him  for  their  Palates,  and  then  devour 
hrm. 

Sit  MtrL  I  applaud  your  choice,  Coufin ;  for  what 
Man  of  Bravery  wou'd  not  prefer  a  Rake  to  a  Wit  ?  The 
one  enjoys  the  Pleafures,  the  other  can  only  rail  at ;  and 
that  not  out  of  Confcience,  but  Impotence  :  for  alas !  a 
Wit  has  no  quarrel  to  Vice  in  Perfection,  but  what  the 
Fox  had  to  the  Grapes ;  he  can't  play  away  his  hundred 
Pound  at  fight ;  his  Third  Day  won't  afford  it  ;  and 
therefore  he  rails  at  Gameflers :  Whores  fhun  him,  as 
much  as  Noblemen,  and  for  the  fame  caufe,  Money; 
thofe  care  not  to  fell  their  Carcafes  for  a  Sonnet,  nor 
thefe  to  fcatter  their  Guineas,  to  be  told  an  old  Tale  of  a 
Tub,  they  were  fo  well  acquainted  with  before. 
Sir  Mor,  What's  that,  Sir  Merlin  ^ 
Sir  MerU  Why,  their  Praife  ;  —for  the  Poet's  flat- 
tery feldom  reaches  the  Patron's  Vanity  ;  and  what's  too 
ftrong  Teafon'd  for  the  reft  of  the  World,  is  too  weak  for 
their  Palates. 

Sir  Morg.  Why,  look  ye,  Coufin,  you're  a  fhreud 
Fellow :  Whence'  learnM  you  this  Satire  \  for  I'm  fure 
'lis  none  of  thy  own  ^  for  1  fiiou'd  as  foon  fufped  thse 
guilty  of  good  Nature,  as  Wit. 

Sir  Met  I.  1  fcorn  it;  and  therefore  I  confefs  Iftole  the 
Obfervation  from  a  Poet ;  but  the  Devil  pick  his  Bones 
for  diverting  me  from  the  noble  Theme  of  Rakehells. 

Sir  Morg,  Noble  Theme,  Sir  Merlin  I  look  ye,  d'ye 
fee:  Don't  miftake  me,  1  think  'tis  a  very  fcurvy  one  ; 
and  I  wou'd  not  have  your  Father  know  that  you  fet  up 
for  fuch  a  Reprobate ;  for  Sir  Rowland  would  certainly 
difinheric  thee. 

Sir  Merl.  O  keep  your  mufty  Morals  to  yourfelf,  good 
Country  Couz  ;  they'll  do  you  fervice  to  your  Welch 
Criminal?,  for  ftealing  an  Hen,  or  breaking  up  a  Wenches 
Indofure,  or  {o,  Sir  Morgan  ;  but  for  me,  I  defpife  'em; 
1  have  not  been  admitted  into  the  Family  of   the  Rake- 

hdhrums 
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hellorumsio^  this,  Sir:  Let  my  Father  drink  old  Adam;^\ 
read  the  Pilgrim's  Progrefs,  The  Country  Jujiice's Calling^ 
or  for  a  Regale,  drink  the  dull  Manufadure  of  Malt  ant! 
V^ater  ;  I  defy  him ;  he  can't  cut  off  the  Entail  of  what 
IS  fettled  on  me :  and  for  the  reft,  I'll  truft  Dame  For- 
tune ;  and  pray  to  the  Three  Fatal  Sifters  to  cut  his  rot- 
ten Thred  in  two,  before  he  thinks  of  any  fuch  Wick- 

Enter  Sir  Rowland  in  a  great  Rage, 

Sir  KowU  Will  you  fo,  Sir  \  Why  how  now,  Sirrah  ! 

get  you  out  of  my  Houfe,  Rogue  ;  get  out  of  my  Doors. 

^3^"^-  IBeati  him. 

Enter  Lady  Blunder. 

L,  Blund,  Upon   my  Honour   now,    Brother,  what's 
the  matter  ?    Whence  this  ungenerous  Difturbance  ? 
^  S-r  Rowl.  What's  the  matter !  the  Difturbance  !   Why, 

Sifter,  this  Rogue  here this   unintelligible  gracelefs 

Rafcal  here,  will  needs  fet  up  for  a  Rakehelj,  when  there's 
fcarce  fuch  a  thing  in  the  Nation,  above  an  Ale-draper's 
Son;  and  chufes  to  be  aukardly  out  of  faftiion,  merely 
for  the  fake  of  Tricking  and  Poverty;, and  keeps  com- 
pany witli  the  fenfelefs,  profane,  lazy,  idle,  noify,  grove- 
ling Rafcals,  purely  for  the  fake  of  fpending  his  Eftate 
like  a  notorious  Blockhead  :  But  I'll  take  care  he  iliall  not 
have  what  I  can  difjjofe  of— You'll  be  a  Rake-hell,  wHli 
you? 

'L,Blun.  How  Coufin!    Sure  you'll  not  be  fuch  a^ 
£ithy  beaftly  thing,  will  you  ? 

Sir  MerL  Lord,  Aunt,  I  only  go  to  the  Club  fome- 
times,  to  improve  my  felf  in  the  Art  of  Living,  and  the 
Accompli fhments  of  a  fine  Gentleman, 

Sir  Rowl,  A  fine  Gentleman,  Sot,  a  fine  Coxcomb  ! 

[^Eeatshitn, 

Sir  Morg,  Hold,  hold,  good  Uncle ;  my  Coufin  has 
been  only  drawn  in,  a  little  or  fo,  d'ye  fee,  being  Heir 
to  a  good  Eftate  ;  and  that's  what  his  Club  wants,  to  pay 
off  old  Tavern  Scores,  and  buy  Utenfils  for  Whores  in 
Paftiion, 

Sir  Row,  My  Eftate  fold  to  pay  Tavern-Scores,  and  keep 
aafty  Whores! 

L.  BltiTi, 
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L.  B/«».  Whores !  ay  filthy  Creatires ;  do  they  deal 
in  Whores  ?  Pray  Coufin  what's  a  Rake-hel)  ? 

Sir  -^owl,  A  Rake-hell  is  a  Man  that  defies  Law  and 
good  Manners,  nay,  and  good  Senfe  too  hates  both 
Morality  and  Religion,  and  that  nor  for  any  Reafon  (For 
he  never  thinks)  but  merely  becaufe  he  don't  underftand 
*em  :  He's  the  Whore's  Protedion  and  Punifhment,  the 
Baud's  Tool,  the  Sharper's  Bubble,  the  Vintner's  Pro- 
perty, the  Drawer's  Terror,  the  Glafier's  Benefaftor ;  in 
fliorr,  a  roaring,  thoughtlefs,  heedlefs,  ridiculous,  univer- 
fal  Coxcomb. 

Sir  MerU  O  Lord,  Aunt,  no  more  like  him  than  an 
Attorney's  like  an  honeft  Man.     Why  a  Rake,  hell  is— 

Sir  KowU  What,  Sirrah  !  what,  you  Rebel  ? 

\j>trikes  him, 

L.  Blun,  Nay,  good  Brother,  permit  my  Nephew  to 
tell  us  his  Notion. 

Sir  Merl,  Why,  Aunt,  I  fay  a  Rake-hell  is  your  only 
Man  of  Bravery  ;  he  flights  all  the  Force  of  Fortune,  and 

flicks  at  no  Hazard plays  away  his  hundred  Pounds  at 

fight,  pays  a  Lady's  Bill  at  fight,  drinks  his  Bottle  with- 
out equivocation,  and  fights  his  Man  without  any  Provo*  • 


cation 


Sir  B-ow,  Nay  then,  Mr.  Rogue,  I'll  be  fworn  thou  art 
none:  Come,  Sir,  will  you  fight,  Sir  J  will  you  fight. 
Sir  ?  Ha  !  IViYn-Wi  hit  Sword, 

Sir  Mer,  Fight,  Sir !  fight,  SiV ! 

Sir  KowL  Yes,  fight,  Sir :  Come,  fpare  your  Prayers 

to  the  three  Fatal  Sifters,  and  cut  my  Thred  thy  felf,  thou 

gracelefs  reprobate  Rafcal  — Come,  come  on,  you  Man 

of  Bravery.  [Rum  at  Sir  Merlin,  who  retires  before 

him  :  Sir  Morgan  holds  Sir  Rowland. 

^it  Merl.  Oh,  good  Sir,  hold;  I  recant,  Sir,  I  recant. 

Sir  Rowl,  [Putting  up,']  Well,  I'm  fatisfy'd  thou'lt 
make  no  good  Rake-hell  in  this  Point,  whatever  you  will 
in  the  others.  And  fince  Nature  has  made  thee  a  Coward, 
Inclination  a  Coxcomb,  I'll  take  care  to  make  thee  a 
Beggar;  and  fo  thou  llialt  be  a  Rake-hell  but  in  Will. 
I'll  difinherit  thee,  I  will,  Villain. 
,  ii.  Blnn,  What,  difinherit  your  eldcft  Son,  Brother  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Merl,  Ay,  Aunt,  his  very  Heir  apparent  \  Aunt, 
to  fhow  you  how  the  old  Gentleman  has  mifreprefehted 
\ss^  give  me  leave  to  prefent  you  a  Dance  I  provided  to 
entertain  your  Son  with,  in  which  \^  reprefented  all  the 
Beauties  of  our  Lives. 

L.  Blnn,  Oh!  by  all  means,  Coufin,  by  all  means. 

Sir  Mirl,  What  hoa  ?  Koger^  bring  in  the  Dancers, 

Hire  the  Dance^  reprefenting  Rake-hells^  Conjlahle^ 
Watchy  Sec. 

Enter  Philip. 

Phil,  Sir,  who  do's  your  Worfhip  think  Is  arrlv'd  ? 

Sir  Row,  My  Son  George,  I  hope,  come  in  the  Nick. 

Phil.  Even  fo,  Sir,  from  Paris,  IHxif* 

Sir  RowL  The  Prodigal  return'd  !  then  kill  the  fatted 
Calf. 

Enter  George  drefl  like  a  Prentice, 
—My  own  dear  Boy,  thou  art  welcome  to  my  Arms, 
as  e'er  thy  Mother  was  j  for  whofe  dear  fake,  I  pardon 
all  thy  Follies.  iKneels, 

Sir  MerL  Ay,  Sir,  I  had  a  Mother  too,  or  I'm  be- 
Jy'd—  \.Weeping» 

Vox  take  him  that  he  fhould  come  juft  in  the  nick,  as  the 
old  Fellow  fays [Ajide, 

Sir  Row.  Yes,  you  had  a  Mother,  whom  in  my  Youth 
I  was  comperd  to  marry ;  and  Gad,  1  think,  I  got  thee 
with  as  ill  a  Will ;  but  George  and  my  Olivia  in  heat  of 
Love,  when  my  defire  was  new.  But  harkye  Boy  George, 
you  have  coft  me  a  damn'd  deal  of  Money,  Sirrah ;  but 
you  fhall  marry,  and  redeem  all,  George. 

Geo.  What  you  pleafe.  Sir  ♦,  to  ftudy  Virtue,  Duty  and 
Allegiance,  fhall  be  my  future  Bufinefs. 

Sir  Rowl.  Well  faid,  George,  here's  a  Boy  now. 

Sir  Merl.  Virtue  and  Allegiance!  Lord,  Lord,  how 
came  fo  fneaking  a  fellow  to  fp end  five  thoufand  Pounds 
of  his  Matter's  Cafti  ? 

Sir  Rowl.  She's  rich,  George,  but  fomething  homely. 

Ge^.  She'll  not  be  proud  then,  Sir. 

Sir 
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Sir  Row,  Not  much  of  her  Beauty — (he's  of  a  good 
^  ftaid  Age  too,   about  fome  fourfccie. 
.    Geo,  Better  ftill,  Sir,  I  (hall  not  fear  Cuckoldom. 

Sir  Row,  For  that  1  cannot  anfwer ;  but  Qie  has  two 
thoufand  a  year.  I  mean  to  fettle  my  Family,  and  then- 
marry  my  felf,  George, 

h.  Blu>7,  What  to  this  old  Lady's  Grand-daughter? 
Methinks  fhe*s  more  fit  for  your  Son,  Sir  Rowland^  and 
the  old  Lady  for  you. 

Sir  Row,  No,  no,  the  young  Rogues  can  help  them- 
felves  with  MiftrelTes ;  but  'tis  well  if  an  old  Man  can 
keep  his  Wife  to  himfelf— — I've  invited  *em  to  Dinner 
to  day,  and  fee,  they  are  come. 

Enter  Lady  Youthly,  led  by  her  Chaplain^  and  lean- 
ing on  a  Staff,  and  Terefia. 

L,  Touth,  Where's  Sir  Rowland  Marteen  ?  Oh,  your 
Servant,  Sir,  I  am  come.  [Rnns  aga'mji  George. 

Chafu  Your  Lady  (hip  is  miftaken,  this  is  not  Sir  RoW' 
land^  but  a  handfome  proper  young  Man. 

L.  Youth,  A  young  Man  !  I  cry  your  mercy  heartily—— 
Young  Man,  1  alighted  in  the  Sun,  and  am  almoft  blind, 

Geo,   With  wondrous  old  Age,  [Apde, 

L.  Touth.  Good  lack,  Sir  Rowland,  that  I  fiiou'd  mif- 
take  a  young  Man  fo  ! 

Sir  Row.  "Ay,  Madam,  and  fuch  a  young  Man  too. 

L.  Touth.  Ay,  ay,  I  fee  him  now. 

[Puts  on  her  Spe^laclesl 

Geo.  S'death,  what  a  Sepulcher  h  here,  to  bury  a  Huf- 
band  in  ?  How  came  fhe  to  e'fcape  the  Flood  ?  for  fure 
fhe  was  not  born  fince.  [Afide. 

Sir  Row.  This  is  the  lufty  Lad,  my  Son  George,  I  told 
your  Ladyfhip  of. 

L.  Touih.  Cot  fo,  cot  (o,  is  it  fo.  Sir  >  I  ask  your 
Pardon,  Sir.  Mr.  Twang.,  take  a  furvey  of  him,  and 
give  me  your  Opinion  of  his  Perfon,  and  his  Parts. 

Twang,  Truly,  Madam,  the  young  Man  is  of  a  comely 
Perfonage  and  Lineaments. 

L.  Touth.  Of  what,  Sir  ? — Lord  I  have  fuch  a  Cold. 

[Coughs, 

Gt9, 
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Geo,  >5<^hich  fiie  got  when  the  Pi6li  went  naked. 

L.  'Blun.  Madam,  you  have  a  Power  over  Sir  Rowland \- 
pray  intreat  him  to  take  his  Son,  Sir  Merltn^  into  Grace 
^ain.  [To  Terefia. 

Tere.  That,  Sir,  you  muft  grant  me  ;  pray  let  me  know 
the  Quarrel.  [sir  Rowland  feems  to  tell. 

Geo,  By  Heaven  (lie's  fair,  as  the  firft  ruddy  Streaks  of 
opening  Day.  [Looking  on  Terefia. 

Young  as  the  budding  Rofe,  foft  as  a  Cuptd,  but  never 
felt  his  Dart,  fhe  is  i'o  full  of  Life  and  Gaiety.  Pray, 
Madam,  who  is  that  Lady  ?  [To  Lady  Blun. 

L.  Blun,  The  Grandchild  of  your  Miftrcfs,  and  your 
Mother  that  muft  be. 

Ceo,  Then  I  Iliall  cuckold  my  Father,  that's  cenain. 

iAfide, 

Sir  Row,  For  your  fake,  Madam,  once  again  1  re-efta- 
blifh  him  in  my  Family  ;  but  the  firft  Fault  cafhiers  him— 

Come  let's  in- Here^  my  Lady  Touthly,  take  George 

by  the  hand ;  but  have  a  care  of  the  young  Rogue,  if 
he  comes  once  to  touch  fo  brisk  a  Widow,  he  fets  her 
Heart  on  fire. 

Geo,  Which  will  burn  like  a  fnufF  of  a  Candle ;  no 
body  will  be  able  to  endure  it.  {Ajide, 

■        So  Fortune,  I  fee,  provides  for  itic  : 
On  this  hand  Weahh,  on  that  young  Pleafures  lie  5 
He  ne'er  wants  thefe,  who  has  that  kind  Supply, 


A  c  T   II.    s  c  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Sir  Rowland,  Terefia,  and  Lady  Youtbly,  O'c. 

Z,  Youth,  T  T  7ELL,    Sir  Rowland,  if  I  fhould  be  in- 
V  V    chn'd  to  caft  away  my  felf  on  your 
Son  George^  what  wou'd  you  fettle  ? 

Sir  Row.  Settle !  not  a  Soufe,  Madam  ;  ^he  carries  the 
beft  younger  Brother's  Foriune  in  ChriJlendo7n  about 
him, 

L.  Xouth, 
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L  routh.  Why,  .he  young  Man's  defervmj,  I  confefs 
Bu,  has  your  Son  Sir  R»»./.W,  and  fon,e,h%s ouX  o 
be  fettled  upon  , he  He,rs  ofou.-  Bodies,  lawfu!lyleJt,vi? 

.hafih^n^,:^;' .r-'"  ""^  "^^°""  -^«  ^^i-  ^i^ 

of  jw  Fo:i?JZ°"  ''''"  '"""'  '^  -^"^  ''■-Mat 
def^vfngf  ^"'  "'*''  '"  '"■'"""'^  '"  «"='  «d  his  own 

WW  t>M';  ^?  ""'*''"=  1"  '•"'■e  fickle  Times,  Madam- 
Why,  I II  le,  ,he  young  fturdy  Rogue  out  to  hire  •  he'll 
make  a  p retry  L.vel.hood  at  Journey.  Work  ;  a„d  (hM  a 
Mafter-Workman,  a  Husband,  defe^e  no.hin-  ? 
.  L.W  Ay,  thefe  Husbands  that  kno«v''their  own 
S  rength,  as  they  fa,-^  fet  fo  high  a  Value  on  their  conjuoa" 
ove^Vf  f  'n  ^^\'  '^'^T^'  "gaino'totber  fide  t 

Look  ye    Madam,  I'll  propofe  a  fair  Swap;  if  you'll  con-' 
fent  that  I  Ihall  marry  T^ref.a,  I'll  confent  that\.ou  fhall 

marry  George.  ^  ' 

L.  r.«/^  How,  my  Grand-daughter?  Why,  I  de- 
iignd  her  for  your  eldeft  Son,  Si'r  Aleriw  ;  and  fhe  has 
a  good  Fortune  of  five  hundred  a  year  that  I  cannot 
hinder  her  of ;  and  is  too  young  for  you. 

Sir  Row.  So  \s  George  for  your  Ladyfhip  ;  and  as  for 
h.s  Fortune,  'tis  more  than  hkely  I  fhall  make  him  mv 
eldeit  Son.  ^ 

l^-routh.  Say  you  fo,  Sir?  well,  I'll  confider,  and 
take  Advice  of  my  Friends.  ' 

Sir  Row.  Confider !  alas,  Madam,  my  Houfe  will  be 
befieged  by  all  the  Widows  in  Town  ;  I  ftall  aet  more 
by  Ihewing  him,  than  the  Rhinoceros,  Gad,  I'll  fell  the 
young  Rogue  by  Inch  of  Candle,  before  he's  debauched 
and  ipoii  d  in  tnis  leud  Town. 

L.  Youth,  Well,  fuppofe 

Sir  Roit..  Nothing  under  T^r./z^—Gad,  I  think  fome 
old  Dog-Star  reigns  to  Day,  that  fo  many  old  Heats  are 

"^oulY.  (i        '  burning 
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burning  in  their  Sockets-- I'm  in  love  with  this  young 

Tittymoufe  here,  moft  dainnably — Well,  what  fay  you. 
Widow  ^     Speak  now,  or  you  know  the  Proverb. 

L.  ToHth.  Well,  Sir  Roivla^dy  you  are  too  hard  for 
me.  \^Ex,  all  hut  Terefia. 

Enter  Olivia,  runs  to  her  and  e',nhraces  her* 
Tere,  'Tis  as  you  faid,  Olivia,  1  am  deftin'd  to  your  . 
Father. 

Oliv,  What,  the  Sentence  is  paft  then  ? 
Tere.  Ay,  but  the  Devil  is  in  us,  if  we  ftay  till  Execu- 
^tioiiDay  :   Why  this  is  worfe  than   being  mewM  up  at 

*^H^cknvy-School my  Fortune's  my  own,  without  my 

Grandmorlier,  and  with  that  Stock  Til  fet  up  for  my 
felf,  and  fee  what  Traffick  this  wide  World  affords  a 
young  beginner. 

OliV,  That's  well  refolv'd  ♦,  I  am  of  the  fame  mind, 

rather  than  marry  Mr.  Wellborn^  v;hom  I  never  faw. 

But  prithee  let's  fee  what  we  have  in  Stock,  befides  ready 

Money What  Toys  and  Knick-nacks  to  invite. 

Tere,  Faith  my  Inventory  is  but    fmall. Let  me  fee 

. Firft,  one  pretty  well  made  Machine,  call'd  a  Body, 

of  a  very  good  Motion,  fie  for  feveral  ufes one  pretty 

conceited  Head-Piece,  that  will  fit  any  body's  Coxcomb, 
—when  'tis  grave  and  dull,  'twill  fit  an  Alderman  \  when 
politick  and  bufy,.  a  Statefman  ;  turn  it  to  Intrigue,  'twill 
fit  a  City  Wife  5  and  to  Invention,  it  will  fet  up  an  Evi- 
dence. 

Oliv.  Very  well  ! 

Tere.  Item,  One  Tongue  that  will  prattle  Love,  if 
you  put  the  Heart  in  time  (for  they  are  Commodities  I 
refolve  fhall  go  together;  1  have  Youth  enough  to  pleafe 
a  Lover,  and  Wit  enough  to  pleafe  my  felf. 

Ol:v.  Moft  excellent  Trifles  all !  As  for  my  out-fide,  I 
leave  to  the  Difcretion  of  the  Chafferer ;  but  I  have  a 
rare  Device,  call'd  an  Invention,  that  can  do  many  Feats ; 
a  Courage  that  wou'd  (lock  a  Coward^  and  a  pretty  Im- 
plement, call'd  a  Heart,  that  will  ftrike  Fire  with  any 
convenient  force;  I  have  eight  thoufand  Pounds  to  let 
out  on  any  able  Security,  but  not  a  Groat,  unlefs  1  like 

the  Man, 

Tgre» 
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Tere,  Thus  furnidi'd,  we  fhall  ruin  all  the  Jewi^  and 

undo  the   India  Houfes But  where    {hall   we  fhow  I 

where  meet  with  the  Love-Merchants  ? 

Oliv.  What  think  you  of  the  Gallery  at  the  Play  \n 
Masks?  ^ 

Tere,  Shu,  a  State-Trick,  fii  ft  taken  up  by  Women  of 
Quality,  and  now  run  into  Ridicule,  by  all  the  little  com- 
mon Devils  of  the  Town  ;  and  is  only  a  Trap  for  a  Ter- 
mer, a  fmall  new  rais*d  Officer,  or  a  City  Cully,  where 
they  haul  out  their  eighteen  Pence  in  Baudy,  and  filthy 
Nonfenfe,  to  the  difturbance  of  the  whole  Houfe,  and 
the  King's  Peace  :  the  Men  of  Quality  have  forfakea 
ir. 

OVi-v,   What  think  you  of  the  Mall  ? 

Tere.  As  too  publick  to  end  an  Intrigue  ;  our  Affairs 
require  a  Conqucft  as  fudden  as  that  of  C&far^  who  came, 
faw  and  overcame. 

Oliv.  'Tis  true,  befides  there's  fo  many  Cruifers,  we 
fliall  never  board  a  Prize.  What  think  you  of  the 
Church  ? 

Tere.  An  hypocritical  Shift  ^  of  all  Masks  1  hate  that 
of  Religion  ;  and  it  fhou'd  be  the  laft  place  I'd  wifh  to 
meet  a  Lover  in,  unlefs  to  marry  him. 

Oliv.  And  Faith  that's  the  laft  thing  a  Lover  fnou'i 
do,  but  we  are  compell'd  to  hafte,  'tis  our  laft  Refuge  : 
if    we  cou'd  but    fee  and  like  our    Men,    the   bufinefs 

were  foon  difpatcht Let   me  fee — F.iith  e'en  put  on 

Breeches  too,  and  thus  difguis'd  feek  our  Fortune I 

am  within  thefe  three  days  to  be  fetch'd  from  Hackney 
School,  where  my  Father  believes  me  ftil!  to  be,  and 
thou  in  that  time  to  be  mariy'd  to  the  old  Gentleman  ; 
Faith  refolve  —  and  let's  in  and  drefs  thee — away,  here's 
my  Lady  [They  run  cut. 
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Enter  Mirtilla  and  Mrs*  Manage. 
Mirt,  Ah,  let  me  have  that  Song  again, 

A  Song  by  Mr.  Gildon, 

I. 

NO,  Deh'a,  no  :   What  Man  can  range 
From  [nth  Seraphic  Pleafure  / 
^lis  want  of  Charms  that  make  us  changCy 

To  grafp  the  Fury,  Treafure, 
what  Alan  of  Senfe  tuoud  quit  a  certain  Blifs, 
For  Hopes  and  empty  Pojfibilities  ^ 

II. 

Vain  Fools !   that  fure  Voffeffions  fpendy 

In  hopes  of  Chymic  Jreafure, 
But  for  their  fancy' d  Riches  find 

Both  want  of  Gold  and  Pleafure, 
Rich  in  my  Delia,  1  can  wiflj  no  more  ; 
The  Wand'rer,  like  the  Chymi/ly  mufi  be  poor. 

* 

Man,  Not  fee  him,  Madam 1   proteft  he's  hand- 

fomer,  and   handfomer,  Paris   has  given  him   fuch   an 

Air : Lord,  he's  all  over  Monfieur — Not  fee  him, 

Madam Why  ?  1  hope  you  do  not,  like  the  foolifh 

fort  of  Wives,  defign  a  ftri^  Obedience  to  your  Hus- 
band. 

Mir,  Away,  a  Husband  \ when  Abfence,  that  fure 

Remedy  of  Love,  had  heal'd  the  bleeding  Wound  Lejere 
had  made,  by  Heaven  I  thought  I  ne'er  fhou*d  love  again 

but  (ince  Endyrnion  has  infpir'd  my  Soul,  and  for.  ihat 

Youth  I  burn,  I  pine,  1  languifli. 

Enter 
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Enter  George  rtchl'j  dreft,  Jiands  at  a  diji an ce  gazing 
on  Mirtilla, 

Man,  See,  Madam,  there's  an  Cbjeft  may  put  out 
that  Flame,  and  may  revive  the  old  one. 

Mir,  Shame  and  Confufion. Lejere. 

ITurns  and  walks  azi'ay. 

Geo.  Yonder  fhe  is,  that  Mien  and  Shape  I  know, 
tho  the  falfe  Face  be  turn'd  with  fhame  away. 

[_Ojfers  to  advance,  and  Jlops^ 
— 'Sdeath,  —I  tremble  !  yet  came  well  fortify'd 
with  Pnde  and  Anger.  I  fee  thou'ft  in  thy  Eyes  a  liitie 
Modefty,  [Goes  to  her  nearer. 

That  wou'd  conceal  the-  Treafons  of  thy  Heart. 

Mir,  Perhaps  it  is  their  Scorn  that  you  miftake. 

Geo.  It  may  be  fo  ;  fhe  that  ^tt.s  up  for  Jilting,  fhou*d 
go  on  J  'Twere  mean  to  find  remorfe,  fo  young,  and 
foon  :  Oh,  this  gay  Town  has  glorioufly  improv'd  you 
amongft  the  reft  ;  that  taught  you  Perjury. 

Mir,  Alas !  when  was  it  fworn  ? 

Geo,  In  the  bleft  Ageof  Love, 
When  every  Power  look'd  down,  and  heard  tliy  Vow5. 

Mir.  I  was  a  Lover  then ;  (hou'd  Heaven  concern  it 
felf  with  Lovers  Perjuries,  'twould  find  no  leifure  to  pre- 
ferve  the  Univerfe. 

Geo,  And  was  the  >55'^oman  fo  ftrong  in  thee,  thou 
couldft  not  wait  a  little?  Were  you  fo  raving  mad  for 
Fool  and  Husband,  you  muft  take  up  with  the  next  ready 
Coxcomb.     Death,  and  the  Devil,  a  dull  clumfey  Boor  t 

. What  was  it  charm'd  you  >  The  beaftly  quantity  of 

Man  about  him. 

Mir,  Faith  a  much  better  thing,  five  thoufand  Pounds 
a  Year,  his  Coach  and  Six,  it  fhews  well  in  the  Park, 

Geo,  Did  I  want  Coach,  or  Equipage,  and  Shew  ? 

Mir,  But  ftill  there  wanted  Fool,  and  Fortune  to't ;  He 
does  not  play  at  the  Groom-Porter's  for  it;  nor  do  the 
Drudgery  of  fome  worn-out  Lady. 

Geo,  If  I  did  this,  thou  hadft  the  fpoils  of  all  my  Na- 
tion's Conquefts,  while  all  the  whole  World  was  wonder- 
ing whence  it  came  \  for  Heav'n  had  left  thee  [nothing 
C^3  buc 
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but  thy  Beauty,  that  dear  Reward  of  my  induflrious 
Love. 

I,lir.  I  do  confef-: 

Geo.  Till  time  had  made  me  certain  of  a  Fortune,  which 
now  was  hafting  on,. 

And  is  that  (lore  of  Love  and  wondrous  Joys  I  had  been 
hoarding  up  fo  many  tender  Hours,  all  lavifh'd  on  a 
Brute,  who  never  lufted  'bove  my  Lady's  Woman?  for 
Love  he  undeiftands  no  more  thanSenfe. 

Mir,  Prithee  reproach  me  on ISi^hs, 

Geo.  'Sdeath,  I  cou'd  rave !  Is  this  foft  tender  Bofom 
to  be  preft  by  fuch  a  Load  of  Pool  ?  Damnation  on  thee 
— Where  got'ft  thou  this  coarfe  Appetite  ?  Take  back  the 
Powers,  thofe  Charms  fhe's  fworn  adorn'd  me,  fince  a 
dull,  fat-fac'd,  noify,  taudry  Blockhead,  can  ferve  her  turn 
as  well.  [Offers  to  go, 

Mir,  You  (hall  not  go  away  with  that  Opinion  dC 
me. 

Geo,  Oh,  that  falfe  Tongue  can  now  no  more  de- 
ceive—Art thou  not  marry'd  >  Tell  me  that,  faife 
Charmer. 

i\'ltr.  Yes. [Holding  him, 

Geo.  Curfe  on  that  word  :  wou'd  thou  hadd  never 
learnt  it — it  gave  thy  Heart,  and  my  Repofe  away. 

Mir,  Doft  think  I  marry'd  with  that  dull  defign?  Cand 
thou  believe  I  gave  my  Heart  away,  becaufe  I  gave  my 

Hand  ?  . —Pond  Ceremony  that A  neceflary   trick, 

devis'd  by  w^ary  Age,  to  traffick  'twixt  a  Portion  and  a 
Jointure;  him  whom  I  lov'd,  is  marry'd  to  my  Soul. 

Geo,  Arc  thou  then  mine  \  And  wilt  thou  make  Atone- 
ment, by  fuch  a  charming  way  ?— Come  to  my  dafping 
Arms. 

Enier  Lady  Blunder  nt  the   Door.     Sees   ^em,  and 
offers  TO  go  out  again. 

L.  Blun,  Oh,  Heavens  !    How  rude  am  I  ? Cry 

Mercy,  Madam,  1  proteft  I  thought  you'd  been  alone. 

Geo,  'Sdeath  !  my  Aunt  Blunder!  lAjide, 

Mir.  Onlv  this  G.^ncleman,  Madam 

L.  BUi>^,  Sir,  I  beg  your   Pardon and  am  really 

foiY  y  "I 
'     '  Geo 
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Geo,  That  you  find  me  with  your  Daughter,  Ma- 
dam. 

L.  Blun,  I  hope  you  take  me  to  be  better  bred,  Sir: 
Kor  had  I  Interrupted  you,  but  for  an  Accident  that  has 
happened  to  Sir  Morgan^  coming  out  of  the  City  in  3 
beaftly  Hackney-Coach,  he  was  turn'd  over  in  Cheap-Jide, 
and  ftviking  the  filthy  Coach-man,  the  nafty  Mob  came 
our,  and  had  almoft  kill'd  him,  but  for  a  young  Gentle- 
man, a  Stranger,  that   came  to   his  Refcue,   and  whom 

he  has  brought  to  kifs  your  Ladyfhip's  Hands But  I'll 

inftrud  him  in  his  Duty,  he  (ball  wait  till  your  Ladyfhip 
is  more  at  leifure alas !  he's  already  on  the  Stairs. 

Mir,  Let  him  wait  there Lejere,  'tis  neceffiry  you. 

depart,  fure  of  my  Heart,  you  cannot  fear  the  rert  ;  the 
Night  is  hafting  on  ;  truft  me  but  fome  few  Hours,  and 
then,  Lejere^  I'll  pay  you  back  with  Interell. 

Geo,  All  BleilLngs  light  on  thee. 
But  will  your  Lady  Mother  make  no  Dlfcovery  of  my  be- 
ing here? 

Mir,  She*d  fooner  pimp  for  me,  and  believe  ft  a  part 

of  good  Breeding: away,  I  hear  'em  coming. 

\_She  puts  him  out  at  a  hack-Doar. 
Enter  Lady  Blunder  peeping, 

L.  Blun,  He's  gone.  iSir  Mcr^aiJ,  you  may  ap- 

proach. 

Enter  Sir  Morgan,  pulling  in  the  Prince,  Sir  Merlin^. 
and  a.  Page  to  the  Prince, 

Sir  Mor.  Nay,  as  Gat  fhall  fave  me,  Sir,  you  jfhall  fee 
my  Lady,  or  fo,  d'ye  fee,  and  receive  the  Thanks  of  the 
Houfe, 

Prince.  As  Gat  (hall  fave  me.  Sir,  I  am  forry  for  li-^ 
another  time,  Sir  :  I  have  earneft  Bufinefs.  Now,  I  am 
(ure  nothing  worth  feeing  can  belong  to  this  litter  of 
Fools. 

L.  Blun,  My  Daughter  is  a  Perfon  of  Quality,  I  alTiif  e 
you.  Sir. 

,  Prince.  I  doubt  it  not  Madam if  fhe  be   of  the 

fame  Piece— -Send  me  a  fair  Deliverance, 

q  4  ■    SIi 
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\Sir  Morgan  Udds  him  to  Miitilla,  he  jlarts, 
Ha  !  What  bright  Vifion's  that  ? 

Mir,  Heav'n  !  'Tis  the  lovely  Prince  I  faw  in  Tlanden, 

[Afide. 

Sir  Merl.  Look  how  he  flares— why,  what  the  Devil 
ails  he  ? 

Sir  Morg,  To  her,  Sir,  or  fo  d'ye  fee,  what  a  Pox  are 
you  afraid  of  her  ? 

L.  Blnn,  He's  in  Admiration  of  her  Beauty^  Child. 

Prince,  By  Heav'n  the  very  Woman  I  adore  ! 

[A/ide. 

SkMorg,  How  d'ye,  fee  Sir,  how  do  ye,  ha,  ha,  ha  ? 

Prince.  I  cannot  be  mlftaken ;  for  Heav*n  made  no- 
thing but  young  Angels  like  her  ! 

Sir  Morg.  Look  ye  Page,  is  your  Mafter  in  his  right 
Wits?  J        b  y       J  b 

Sir  Meri  Sure  he'  s  in  love,  and  Love's  a  devilifh 
thing. 

Sir  Alorg,  Sa,  ho,  ho,  ho,  where  are  you  Sir,  where 
are  you  ? 

Prince.  In  Heav*n  !  [Puts  him  away, 

oh !  do  not  rouze  me  from  this  charming  Slumber,  left 
1  fhou'd  wake,  and  find  it  but  a  Dream. 

Sir  Alert.  A  plaguy  dull  Fellow  this,  that  can  fleep  in 
fo  good  Company  as  we  are. 

Sir  Morg.  Dream A  Fiddle-ftick ;  to  her,  Man,  to 

her,  and  kifs  her  foundly,  or  fo,  d'  ye  fee. 

Sir  Merl.  Ay,  ay  ;  kifs  her,  Sir,  kifs  her— ha,  ha,  ha, 
he's  very  fimple. 

Prince,  Kifs   her, there's  univerfal  Ruin  in  her 

Lips. 

Mir»  I  never  knew 'em  guilty  of  fuch  Mifchiefs. 

Sir  Morg,  No,  ril  be  fworn,  I  have  kift  'em  twenty 
limes,  and  ihey  never  did  me  harm. 

Prince,  Thou  kifs  thofe  Lips?  impoflible,  and  falfcj 
they  ne'er  were  preft  but  by  foft  Southern  Winds. 

Sir  Morg,  Southern  Winds — ha,  ha,  lookye  d'  ye  fee 
Boy,  thy  Matter's  mad,  or  fo,  d'ye  fee,  why,  what 
a  Pox,  d'ye  think  1  never  kifs  my  Wife,  or  fo  d'ye 
fee. 

Prince, 
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Pnnce.  Thy  Wife  !— - 

Mir.  He  will  betray  his  Faflflon  to  thefe  Fools :  AIa<r, 
he*s  mad and  will  undo  my  Hopes.  [Afide, 

Prince,  Thou  mayft  as  well  cla'im  Kindred  to  the 
Gods;  file's  mine,  a  Kingdom  fhall  not  buy  her  from 
me. 

Sir  Morg.  Hay  day,  my  Wife  yours  \  look  ye,  as  d'ye 
fee,  what  is  ft  M'tdfummer-moon  with  you.  Sir,  or  ^Oy 
d'ye  fee  ? 

M'tr,  In  pity  give  him  WJy,  he's  madder  than  a 
Storm. 

Prince,  Thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  thy  dear  Eyes 
confefs  it  .a  numerous  Train  attended  our  Nuptials, 
witnefs  the   Prieft,  witnefs   the  facred    Altar  where  we 

kaeePd when  the  bleft    (ilent   Ceremony  was  per- 

form'd. 

Mir,  Alas !  he's  mad,  pad  all  recovery  mad. 

Sir  Merl.  Mad,  fay,  poor  Soui — Friend,  how  long  has 
your  Mafter  been  thus  intoxicated  ? 

Page.  He's  mad  indeed  to  make  this  Difcovery. 

Alas,  Sir^  he's  thus  as  often  as  he  fees  a  beautiful  Lady, 
fince  he  loft  a  Miftrefs,  who  dy'd  in  Flanders  to  whom 
he  was  contrafted. 

Sir  Merl.  Good  lack*  -ay,  ay,  he's  diftrafted,  k 

feems. 

Page.  See  how  he  kneels  to  her  \  ftand  off,  and  do  but 
mind  him. 

^llr.  Rife,  Sir, you'l  ruin  me difTemble  if  you 

love — or  you  can  ne'er  be  happy. 

lln  a  low  Voice,  andraifing  Imn, 

Prince,  My  Tranfport  is  too  high  for  a  Difguife 

give  me  fome  hope,  promife  me  fome  Relief,  or  at  your 
Feet  rij  pierce  a  wounded  Heart. 

Mir.  Rife,  and  hope  for  all  you  wifh :  Alas,  he 
faints  [^She  tal^es  him  «/),    he 

falls  upon  herBofom. 

Page.  Hold  him  faft.  Madam,  between  your  Arms, 
and  he'll  recover  prefently.     Stand  all  away.— — 

0^5  Prince, 
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Prince,  Oh !  tell  me,  wilt  thou  blefs  my  Youth  and 
Love?  Oh!  fvvear,  left  thou  fhouldft  break— for  Wo- 
men wou'd  be  Gods,  but  for  Inconftancy. 

Page.  See,  he  begins  to  come   to  himfelf  again 
keep  off . 

Mir.  You  have  a  rhoufand  Charms  that  may  fecure 
you — The  Ceremony  of  my  Nuptials  is  every  Evening 
celebrated,  the  noife  of  which  draws  all  the  Town  toge* 
ther;  be  herein  Mafquerade,  and  Til  contrive  it  fo,  that 
you  fliall  fpeak  with  me  this  Night  alone. 

Prince.  So,   now  let  my  Soul  take  Air i 

L.  Blun,  What  pity  'tis  fo  fine  a  Gentleman  fhou'd  be 
thus. 

Mir.  You  muft  be  bringing  home  your  Fops  to  me, 
and  fee  what  comes  of  ir.  [^As  fie  pajfes  out. 

Sir  Mor.  Fops!  I  thought  him  no  more  a  Fop,  than  I 
do  my  own  na.ural  Goufin  here.  [Ex.  Mir.  m  Scorn. 

Prince.   Where  am  I  ?       IThe  Page  has  -juhifper^d  him. 

Sir  Msrl.  Why,  here,.  Sir,  here,  at  Sir  Morgan  Blun- 
der's Lodging  'mi  Lincclni'lnn-Fje'ds, 

Prince.  That's  well,  he  has  told  me — Where  have  I 
been  this  Icnj,  half  hour,  and  more? 

Sir  iMerl.   Nay,  the  Lord  knows. 

Pri'ice.  I  fancy 'd  I  faw  a  lovely  Woman, 

Sir  Merl.  Fancy'd— why  fo  you  did  Man,  my  Lady 

JiiinilLi  Blunder, 

Prince.  Merhought,  I  flept  upon  her  fnowy  Bofom, 
and  dreamt  I  was  in  Heaven,  where  1  claim'd  her. 

Sir  Merl.  Good  lack  aday — why,  {o  you  did.  Sir,  ha» 
ha,  ha. 

Prince.  And  rav'd  on  Love  •,  and  talk'd  abundance  of 
Nonfenfe. 

Siry>/^r^.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  my  Troth,  and  To  you  a:6y 
Sir. 

Prince.  I  ask  your  Pardon,  S'v,  \\s  an  infirmity  I 
have  that  ever  takes  me  at  the  approach  of  a  fine  Wo- 
man, wh.ch  made  me  fo  unwilling  to  fee  your  Lady. 

Sir  Morg.  Lookye,  I  ask  your  Pardon  heartily,  or  {o, 
d'ye  fee  — and  am  forty  you  are  not  in  a  Condition  to 
Vifit  her  of: en. 
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Prince.  I  fhall  be  better  when  I  am  us'd  to  her  5  'tfs 
the  firft  time  only  afFefts  me. 

Sir  Mor^,  Pray,  Sir,  be  pleas'd  to  life  your  felf  to  her^ 

or  fo,  d'ye  fee fhe's  a  civil  Perfonj  and  a  Perfon  of 

Qiiality  before  I  marry'd  her,  d'ye  fee. 

L.  Blun,  My  Son  tells  you  Truth,  Sir. 

Prince.  Madam,  I  doubt  it  nor,  pray  beg  her  Pardong 
and  do  you  give  me  your?.  \_Bovjs  and  k}J[es  het 

Hand,  and  goes  out ^ 

L.  Blun,  A  mod  accompli fh'd  Perfon' iEKeunt. 

SCENE    IIL 

Enter  Olivia  and  Terefia,  in  Mem  Clothes, 
Oliv,  Well,  the  Ball  does  not  begin  thefe  three  Hours, 
and  we'll  divert  our  felves  at  my  Aunt's  BafTet-Tabie', 
which  you  fee  is  preparing;  her  natural  Propenfity  to 
oblige  both  Sexes  makes  her  keep  a  Bank  on  purpofe  to 
bring  'em  together.  There  we  fhall  fee  the  old  and  the 
young,  the  u^ly  and  the  handfome,  Fools  that  have 
Money,  and  Wits  that  have  none;  and  if  the  Table  ■ 
affords  us  nothing  to  pleafe  the  Appetite,  we'll  abroad 
for  Forage. 

Eriter  Sir  Merlin  pulling  in  George,  follow\i  by 
Sir  Morgan,  Paie  and  Footmen  to  George. 
SW  MerK  Nay,  Sir,  I  am  refolv'd  you  fhall  honour  my 
Aunt's  BaiTet-Table  « 

Geo.  My  Aunt's  Baflet-Table  !  There  may  be  Money 
ftirring  among  thefe  Fools,  and  Fortune  may  befriend 
me.  [Afide,    . 

Sir  Merl.  Sir  Morgan,  prny  know  this  worthy  Gentie*- 
man,  1  have  the  honour  to  lodge  in.  the  Koufe  with  hinrr. 

[They  filiate  one  another,,   . 
Sir,    this  is  Sir   Morgan  Blunder,    a   Perfon  of  Qiislity 
■■in  V/ales,  I  afliire  you. 

Geo.  I  queftion  it  nor.  Sir,  and  am  proud  of  the  Kq- 
nour  of  killing  your  Hands. 

Tere.  Yonder's  a  handfom  Gentleman. 

Oliv,  iMy  Brother- Gfprgf,  ^as^  i  iiyc,  'lis  as  I  cou'd 

^ilh.  ' "   '  [Afid^, 

Enter  > 


372        The  Tounger  Brother ; 

B.nter  >57e]born. 

Wdh.  Lejere  ! 

Geo,  Welborn!  Welcome  from  Parls^  I  heard  of  your 
arrival  from  Prince  Frederick, 

Welb,  Yes,  lam  come  to  my  Deftruftion,  Friend. 

Geo,  Ay,  ihou'rt  to  be  marry 'd,  I  hear,  to  a  Welch 
Tortune. 

Welb.  Tho  Matrimony  be  a  fufficient  Curfe,  yet  that's 
not  the^worft— I  am  fall'n  moft  damnably  in  love,  fince 
I  arriv'd,  with  a  young  Creature  I  faw  in  the  Mall  t'other 
Night ;  of  Quality  fhe  was,  1  dare  fwear,  by  all  that  was 
about  her;  but  fuch  a  Shape  !  a  Face!  a  Wit!  a  Mind,  as 
in  a  moment  quite  fubdu'd  my  Heart ;  fhe  had  another 
Lad?  with  her,  whom  (dogging  her  Coach)  I  found  to  be 
a  Neighbour  of  mine,  and  Grand- Daughter  to  the  Lady 
Touthly  J  but  who  my  Cotiqueror  was  I  never  fince  could 

arn. 

Oliv,  *S!ife,  Terefia,  yonder's  the  handfom  Fellow  that 
cntertainM  us  with  fo  much  Wit,  on  Thurfday  laft  in 
the  Mali, 

Tere.  What,  when  you  chang'd  your  Breeches  for  Pet- 
ticoats at  my  Lodgings. 

Oliv.  That  Night,  and  ever  fince,  I  have  felt  a  fort  of 
Tendre  for  him. 

Tere,   As   1  do  for  his  Friend Pray  Heav'n  he  be 

not  marry'd  !  I  fear  he  has  laid  an  Imbargo  on  my  Heart, 
before  it  puts  out  of  the  Port. 

Geo,  Are  you  not  for  the  BafTet  ? 

Welb,  No,  I've  bufinefs  at  the  Ball  to  night ;  befide.c 
my  Lady  Blunder  has   a  Quarrel   to   me  for  laft  Night's 
Debauch  ;  I'll  wait  on  you  in  the  Morning. 

{Exit  Welborn. 

Gec^  Well,  you  to  your  Bttfffiefs,  and  I  to  mine. 

iSpeaks  as  the  reft  go  out. 

Let  the  dull  trading  Fool  by  Bufinefs  Jive, 
Sratefmen  by  Plots;  the  Courtier  cringe  to  thrive; 
The  Fop  cf  Noife  and  Wealth  be  cullied  on. 
And  purchafe  no  one  Joy  by  being  undone, 

Whilft 
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Whilft  I  by  nobler  carelefs  ways  advance, 
Since  Love  and  Fortune  are  acquired  by  Chance. 

[Extunt, 

A  Sonf^,  fung  by  Sir  Rowland  in  the  fecond  Aft. 
To  TEBESIA, 

THO   the  Young  prizA  Cupid'r  Tlre^ 
^Tis  more  valud  by  the  Old ; 
The  Suns  Warmth  we  now  admire^ 
More  than  when  the  Seafon^s  cold. 


Dialogues  in  the  Mafque,  at  the  beginning 
of  the  third  J^. 

Jii,  "^Ime  and  Place  you  fee  conrpire, 

1     With  tender  Wifhes,  fierce  Defire; 
See  the  willing  Vidim  ftands 
To  be  offer'd  by  your  Hands : 
Ah  !  Let  me  on  Love's  Altars  lying, 
Clafp  my  Goddefs  whilft  I'm  dying. 

She,  Oh  Lord  !  what  hard  words^  and  ftrange  things 
d'ye  fay ; 
Your  Eyes  too  feem  clofing,  and  juft  dying  away  ; 
Ah  !  pray  what  d'ye  want  ?  Explain  but  your  mind, 
Which  did  I  but  know,  perhaps  I'd  be  kind. 

He,  My  pretty  fofc  Maid,  full  of  Innocent  Charm?, 
1  languifh  to  figh  out  my  Soul  in  thy  Arms; 
Oh  !  then,  if  I'm  lov'd,  deny  not  the  Blifs, 
But  tell  roe  I'm  happy,  with  a  ravilhing  Kifs. 
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she.  Oh  !  Fy,  Sir,  I  vow  I  cannot  endure  you  * 
Be  civiJ,  or  elfe  I'll  cry  out  I  allure  you  •  ^ 

I  will  not  be  kifs'd  To,  nor  tumbled,  not  I 
ril  tell  all  your  tricks,  that  I  will,  if  I  die.  ' 

m.  Nay,  never  difTemble,  nor  fmother  that  Fire  5 
Your  Blufhes,  and  Eyes  betray  your  Defire. 
The  Pradis'd,  not  Innocent,  dally  with  Blifs 
Then  prithee  be  kind,  and  tafte  what  it  is.  .' 

She,  Let  me  die  now,  you're  grown  a  ftran^e  fort  of  a 
Man,  ^ 

To  force  a  young  xMald,  let  her  do  what  fhe  can  • 
I  fear  now  I  blufh  to  think  what  weVe  doinc^        ' 

And  is  this  the  end  of  all  you  Men's  wooin?  ? 

&  * 

He,  k,  this  Pleafure  all  aim,  both  Godly  and  Sinners, 
And  none  of    em  bluQi  for't  but  poor  young  Beginners. 
In  Plealure  both  Sexes,  all  Ages  acrj-ee 
And  thofe  that  take  moft,  moft  happy'will  be. 

Chorui,     In  Pleafure  both  'iity;^^^   ^c» 


A  C  T 
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ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Olivia  as  a  Man^  Terefia  in  Mafquerade\  the 
Scene  opens,  and  difcovers   Lady  Youthly,  Lady  Blun- 

'  der,  Mirtilla,  Manage,  Prince  Frederick  in  a  rich 
Habit,  Welborn  in  one  like  his,  with  a  Cioke  ever 
him,  fiands  afide^  andfeveral  others  of  both  Sexes, 

OUv./^'^U,  my   dear  Terefia,  I'm  loft  in  Love!  I've 

V,^  feen   a  Man, or   rather  'tis  an  Angel !  fo 

gay,  fo  foft,  fo  charming,  and  fo  witty ;  {q  drefs'd  1  ^o 
Ihap'd  !  and  danc'd  with  fuch  an  Air ! 

Tere.  Hey  day!  Prithee  where's  this  Wonder  to  be 
feen  ? 

oHv.  Why  doft  thou  ask  ?  Haft  thou  not  feen  a  Man 
of  Drefs,  and  Movement  of  uncommon  Fafhion  ? 

Tere,  A  great  many,  very  odd,  and  fantaftick,  I'm 
fure  my  dear  Man  is  none  of  'em.  [Sighs, 

Oliv.  Thy  Heart  when  fir'd  burns  eafily,  and  fofr,  but 
I  am  all  impatient,  Darts,  and  Flames,  all  the  effefts  of 
Love  are  panting  in  my  Heart,  yet  never  faw  his  Face  : 
but  fee,  he  comes,  and  I  muft  find  a  way  to  let  him 
know  the  mifchiefs  he  has  done. 

Mir,  Endimion,  where's  Sir  Morgan  ? 

Oliv,  At  his  ufual  Diverfton,  Madam,  drinking. 

Mir.  Do  you  wait  near  me  to  Night,  1  may  perhaps 
have  kinder  Bufinefs  for  you  e'er  the  Morning. 

Oliv,  You  heap  too  many  jBleflings  on  me.  Madam. 

Prince,  Oh,  turn  thy  lovely  Eyes  upon  thy  Slave,  that 
waits  and  watches  for  a  tender  Look. 

Mir,  Oh,  Sir,  why  do  you  pre fs  a  yielding  Heart  lOO 
much,  undone  by  what  you've  faid  already  ? 

Oliv,  Thofe  foft  Addrefles  muft  be  thofc  of  Love. 

[Afide, 

Mir,  My  Honour  was  in  danger  when  I  promis'd 

and  yet  I  blufh  to  tell  you  1  was  pleas'd,  and  bkft  the 
dear  neceffity  that  forc'4  me. 

Oliv, 
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Oliv,  Ha  !  'tis  the  Man  I  love and  courts  Mir. 

ulla,  and  the  receives  him  with  inviting  Looks.    'Sdeath 
llie's  a  common  Lover  i    already  I'm  aniVd   to   Tea- 
loufy ! 

Enter  George  in  Mafquerade,  with  a  Paper  on   his 
Back  and  Breaji,  goes  to  Mirtilla,  fees  one  court- 
ing her, 
Geo,  What  gilded  thing  \s  that  ? 1  muft  difturb 


'cm 


'Tis  I,  Mirtilla,  languifhing  for  the  appointed  Happi- 
reCs,  while  you,  perhaps,    are   taken  up  with  diiFerent 

Thoughts 

Mr,  Lejere  !  How  very  feeble  Ao  old  Lovers  charm  ! 
Only  the  new  and  gay  have  powV  to  warm—How  fiiall 
1  put  him  off?  For  now  my  ambitious  Love  declares  for 
-Frederick  •,   'tis  great  to  enflave  a  Prince.  [Afide, 

Ujere wajt  till  I  give  the  word— perhaps  k  may 

be  late— go  mix  your   felf  I'th'  Crowd,  vou  may  be  elfe 

rufpeaed—  {Goes  from  him, 

Tere,  I  have  a  fhreud  guefs  that  this  fhou'd  be  my  Man 

by  his  Shape,  and  Mein.       [  Looking  round  about  George. 

Let  me  fee What's  this  written  on  his  Back  ? -• 

To  be  lett  ready  furniOi'd [Reading  it, 

A  ..very  good  hearing :  So  ho,  ho,  ho,  who's  within 
«ere  ?  [clap  him  on  the  Back. 

C^eo,  Who's  there  ?  r^xit  Olivia. 

Tere,  Love  and  Fortune, 

Ge^,  Two  very  good  Friends  of  mine,  prithee  who 
art  thou  that  bring'ft  'em  ? 

Tere,  A  wandring  Nymph,  that  has   had  a  fwinoin|T 

Charafter  of  your  Perfon  and  Parts if  tbou  be'{f  the 

Man,  prithee  dear  Stranger,  let  me  fee  thy  Face ;  and  W 
I'm  not  miftaken,  'tis  ten  to  one,  but  we  may  go  near 
to  ftrike  up  fome  odd  Bargain  or  other. 

Geo,  And  I  am  as  likely  a  Fellow  for  fome  odd  Bar- 
gain or  other,  as  ever  you  met  with— Look  ye,  am  I  the 
Man? 

Tere,  Let  me  fee— a  vci7  handfome  Face,  inclining  to 
round  \  fine  wanton  Eyes,  with  a  plaguy  roguifh  Lear  ; 
plump,  round,  red  Lips  j  not  tall,  nor  low,  and  extreme' 
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ly  well  fafhion'd.  [Reads  all  this  in  her  Tablets, 

—Ay,  ay,  you  are  the  Man 

Geo,  I  am  glad  on't,  and  prithee  dear  Creature,  let  me 
fee  if  thou  art  not  the  Woman-— 

Tere,  Heav'n  !   what  Woman,  Sir  ? 

Geo,  Why,  any  Woman  that's  pretty,  witty,  young, 
and  good-natuv'd. 

Tere.  1  had  rather  (hew  any  thing  almoft  than  my 
Face, 

Geo,  Faith,  and  that's  kind  ;  but  every  thing  in  its  due 
time  :  I  love  to  arrive  at  Happinefs  by  degrees,  there's  as 
much  Pleafure  in  the  Journey  of  Love,  as  in  the  Arrival 
to'r,  and  the  firft  Stage  is  a  handfom  Face. 

Tere,  Where  you  bait  a  while,  take  a  Ihort  Survey,  and 
away. 

Geo,  To  Wit,  and  good  Humour  *,  where  a  Man  finds 
Pleafure  enough  to  engage  him  a  long  while. 

Tere,  Then  to  all  the  fmall  Villages,  call'd  little  Free- 
doms, kiffing,  playing,  fooling,  fighing,  dying — and  (o 
on  to  the  laft  Stage,  where  Whip  and  Spur  laid  by,  all 
tir'd  and  dull,  you  lazily  lie  down  and  fleep. 

Geo.  No,  I'm  a  more  vigorous  Lover :  And  fince  fa 
the  Country  of  true  Love,  there  remains  ^Terra  Incog' 
nita^  I  fhall  always  be  making  new  Difcoveries. 

Tere,  True  Love !  is  there  fuch  a  thing  m  the  whole 
Map  of  Nature  ? 

Geo,  Yes,  I  once  difcovev'd  it  in  my  Voyage  round 
the  World. 

Tere.  Sure  'tis  fome  enchanted  ?lace,  and  vaniflaes  as 
(ban  as  'tis  approach'd. 

Enter  Sir  Rowland. 

Geo,  Faith,  let's  fet  out  for  it,  and  try  ;  if  we  lofe  out 

Labour,  we   fhall,  like   Searchers  for  the  Philofophers 

Stone,  find  fomething  that  will  recompenfe  our  pains. — 

iLad-j  Youthly/g«  her^  and  fends  her 

Woman  to  take  her  from  him* 

Ha,  gone — I  muft  not  part  fo  with  you— I'll  have  you 

in  my  Eye.  {The  Spanifh  Dance :    Whilfi  they 

Janccy  the  Prince  talks  to  Mirtilla. 

V       Mir, 
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Mir,  This  Night  gives  you  an  AflTgnation 1  trem- 

ble  at  the  thought k\  why  will  you  purfue  me  thus 

to  Ruin  ?     Why  with  refii^lefs  Charms  invade  my  Heart, 

that  cannot  ft^^nd  their  Force alone-^ without  my 

Woman  ? the  Enterprize  with  you  would  be  too  dan- 
gerous. 

Prhce.    Dangerous  to  be  ador'd  !  and  at  your  Feet  be- 
hold your  Slave  making  eternal  Vows  > 

Mir,  IF  I  were  fure  that  you  would  pafs  no  further— 

Prince,  Let  the  fond  God  of  Love  be  my  Security 

Will  you  not  truft  a  Deity  ? 

M'lr,  Whom   Hiould  Ihe  trufl:,  that  dares  not  truft  her 
lelr  ? 

Geo.  That  \%  fome  Lover,  whom  I  muft  obferve. 
...                                                                    i  A  fide, 
^  Mir.  Alas,  the  Foe's  within  that  will  betray  me,  Ambi- 
tion, and  our  S^x's  Vanity- S,',-,  you  muft  prevail 

Prince,  And  m  return,  for  ever  take  mv  Soul. 
Mtr.  Anon  I'll  feign  an  lilnefs,  and  retire  to  my  Apart- 
ment, whiiher  this  faithful  Friend  /hall  bring  you,  Sir. 

\_Pomting  to  Manage. 

Ceo.  Hum  !-^ that  looks  like  fome  Love  Bargain, 

and  Marsage  call'd  to  Witnefs.  By  Heav'n,  gay  Sir,  I'll 
watch  you.  ^  >  &  ;       > 

Tere.  But  hark  ye,  my  Fellow-Adventurer,  are  you  not 
marry 'd  ?  •'         / 

Geo,  Marry'd that's  a  Bug-word prithee  if  thou 

halt  any  fuchDefign,  keep  on  thy  Mask,  left  1  be  tempted 
to  Wickednefs.  ^ 

Tere,  Nay,  truth  is,  'tis  a  thoufand  pities  to  fpoil  a 
handfom  man,  to  make  a  dull  Husband  or*.  1  have 
known  an  old  batter'd  Bully  of  Seventy,  unmarry'd, 
more  agreeable  for  a  Gallant,  than  any  fcurvy,  out-of- 
humour'd  Husband  at  Eight  and  Twenty. 

Geo,  Gad,  a  thoufand  times. 

Tere.  Know,  I  have  Five  Hundred  Pounds  a  Year. 

Geo,  Good. 

Tere.  And  the  Devil  and  all  of  Expeftation  from  an  old 
Woman.  '^ 

Geo,  Very  good, 

Tere, 
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tere.  And  this  Youth,  and  little  Beauty  to  lay  out  xvi 

Jove.  \PulU  off  her  Mask, 

Geo,  Terefia  /  the  lovely  Maid  defign'd  for  my  Mother! 

HOW,  what  a  Dog  am.  I  ?  that  gives  me  the  greater  Guft 

to  her^  and  wou'd  fain  ci-.ckold  my  Father. 

[Talks  to  her  afids, 
[}A\xt\\\zfeems  to  faint, 

Man,  My  Lady  faints help,  help. 

Mir,  Only  the  Heat  opprelTes  me  but  let  ft  not 

dillurb  the  Company,  Til  take  the  Air  a  liitle,  and  return. 

{Goes  out  with  Manage. 
Geo,  Is  this  defign'd,  or  real  ?  —perhaps  fhe  is  retir'd 

for  me Mrs.  Manage, 

[Manage  re-enters^  he  pulls  her  by  the  Sleeve, 

Man,  Ha  !  Monfieur  Lejere  !  what  Qiall  I  feign  to  put 

him  off  withal.  [^Afide, 

Geo,  Why  doft  thou  ftart  ?    How  does  my  dear  Mtr- 

t'llla  ?  ,      .        1 

Man,  Repofing,  Sir,  awhile,  but  anon  I'll  wait  on  her 
for  your  admittance. 

IPrince  Frederick  puts  on  Wthom's  Cloke,  goes  out^ 
and  Welborn  enters  into  the  Company  drefs'd  like 
the  Prince, 

Geo,  Ha,  flie  fpoke  in   paffing  by  that  gay  thing 

What  means  it,  but  I'll  trace  the  Myftery. 

Sir  Row,  The  young  People  are  lazy,  and  here's  no- 
thing but  gaping  and   peeping  in  one  another's  Vizards  ; 
com'i.  Madam,  let  you  and  1  (hame  'em  into  Aftion. 
[5/V  Rowland  and  Lady  Youthly  dance.     After   the 
Dance^  Olivia  enters  with  a  Letter^  and  gives  it  to 
Welborn. 
Wei,  Ha  !  what's  this,  Sir,  a  Challenge  J 
Oliv,  A  foft  one,  Sir.  ,     ^    ,     ,         ^„     j  ^ 

Wei,  A  Billet whoever  the  Lady  be,     {Reacts.^ 

She  merits  fomething  for  burbelieving  I  am  worth  her 

Mirth.  ^  - 

Oliv.  I  know  nor.  Sir,  how  great  a  Jeft  you  ma> 
make  of  it ;  but  1  alTare  you  the  Lady  is  m  earneft,  and 
if  you  be  at  leifure  to  hear  Reafon  from  her. 

Wei 
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TVel.  Jah  and  foftly,  my  dear  Love-MelTenger,  I  am 
for  no  hafty  Bargains  ;  not  but  I  fhou'd  be  glad  to  hear 

Reafoti  from  any  of  the  Sex But  I  have  been  Co 

damnably  jilted Is  flie  of  Qualiiv  ? 

Oliv.  Yes.  ^  ' 

Wei  Then  Vll  not  hear  any  thing  from  her :  they  are 
troublefome,  and  infolem  ;  and  U  fhe  have  a  Husband,  to 
hide  her  Intrigues  flie  has  recourfe  to  all  the  little  Arts  and 
Cunmngs  of  her  Sex  ;  and  fhe  that  jilts  her  Husband, 
Will  her  Lover, 

Oliv.  She  is  not  troubled  with  a  Husband,  Sir. 

Wei,  What,  file's  parted  from  the  Fool ;  then  fhe's  ex- 
pen  five,  and  for  vfant  of  Alimony,  jiks  all  the  believing 
Block-heads  that  fhe  meets  with. 

Oliv.  But  this  is  a  Maid,  Sir. 

Wd^  Worfc  ftiU  I  At  every  turn  fhe's  raving  on  her 
Honour;  then  if  fhe  have  a  Kinfman,  or  a  Brother,  I 
xnufl  be  challenged. 

Oliv,  Sir,  you  mifiake,  my  Lady  is  for  Matrimony, 
Wei.  How!  ^      J         J  ;• 

Oliv.  You  have  not  forfworn  ir,  I  hope. 

WeL  Not  fo but 

Oltv.  If  a  Lady  young  and  handfonn,  and  Ten  Thou- 
fand  Pounds 

Wei,  Nay,  lam  not  pofitive__ 
Enter  sir  Morgan,  4»^  S/r  Merlin,  drunks  finging. 
Wife  Coxcombs  be  damned,  here's  a  Health  to  that  Ma)7^ 
That  fmce  Life  is  but  (hort^  lives  as  long  as  he  can. 

Sir  Morg,   Where  is  my  Lady  Mirtilla^  Rogues  ? 

Sir  Merl,  And  my  Miflrefs,  Rafcals  ?  For  we  are  re- 
Jolv'd  to  fhew  our  f'elves  in  Triumph  to  our  Wives  and 
MiflrefTes. 

L.  Touth.  Your  Miftrefs,  Sir  Merlin  ?  miftake  not  vour 
Mark.  ^ 

Sir  Merl,  Ha  !  Art  thou  there,  old  Cathedral  >  Why 
thou  look'ft  as  magnificently  as  old  Queen  Befs  in  the 
Wejiminfier-Cupbozrd. 

Sir  Morg,  Lookye  as  d'ye  fee,  when  Adam  wore  ; 
Beard,  [hs  was  in  her  Prime,  or  (o^  d*ye  fee.        [Sings 


a 


L.  Touth. 
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L.  touth.  Sir,  you  are  a  faucy  Jack^  and  your  Father 
fhall  correal  you. 

Sir  Merl.  My  Father  !  my  Father*s  an  old  Toaft,  d  ye 
fee  \  and  I  hope  to  fee  him  hang'd. 

Sir  Row,  Here's  a  Heathen-Chriftian  !  fee  his  Father 
hang'd  ! 

Sir  Merl.  Ay  hang'd,  and  all  the  old  Fathers  in  Chnji' 
endom.  Why,  what  a  Pox  fhou'd  Fathers  trouble  the 
World  for  ?  when  I  come  to  reign  in  Parliament,  I  will 
enaft  It  Felony,  for  any  Father  to  have  fo  little  Grace 
to  live,  that  has  a  Son  at  Years  of  Difcretion. 

Sir  Row,  A  damn'd  Rogue,  Til  difinherit  him  imme- 
diately. 

L.  Blun,  Is  It  ^o  great  a  Crime,  Brother,  for  a  Gentle- 
man to  be  drunk  ? 

Sir  Merl.  You  lye  like  a  Son  of  a  Whore- 1  have 

been  drinking  Confufion  to  all  the  Fathers  and  Husbands 
in  England, 

Sir  Morg,  How,  Sir,  Confufion  to  Husbands  !  Look 
ye  d'ye  fee.  Sir,  fwallow  me  that  Word,  or  I'll  make  you 
depofit  all  the  conjugal  Wine  you  have  drunk. 

Sir  MerL  1  depofit  all  your  Wine  I  Sirrah^  you're  a 
Blunderbufs. 

Sir  Morg.  Sirrah,  you  are  a  diminutive  Bully, 

S'n  Merl,  Sirrah,  you're  the  Whore  oi  Babylon^  and  I 
defy  you. 

Sir  Morg,  Lookye  d'ye  fee,  I  fcorn  to  draw  upon  a 
drunken  Man,  or  fo,  1  being  fober  \  but  I  boldly  chal- 
lenge you  into  the  Cellar,  where  thou  fhalt  drink  till  thou 
renounce  thy  Charader,  or  talk  Treafon  enough  to  hang 
thee,  and  that's  fair  and  civil. 

Sir  Merl,  Agreed  ;  and  when  I'm  drunk  enough  to 
ravifh,  I'll  cuckold  my  old  Dad,  and  fight  him  for  hij 
Miftrefs. 

Sir  Row,  I  have  no  Patience;  Til  kill  theDog,  becaufe 

I'll  have  the  Law  on  my  fide Come  on,  Sir. 

\_Draws^  the  Ladies  run  out, 
\_Sir  Merlin  draws,     George  runs  in  and  parts  ''etn. 

Ceo,  Villain  I  Rakal !  What,  draw  upon  thy  Father ! 

Sir 
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Sir  Kovo*  Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  r  tbai  I  may  thank 
you  foi*  my  Life. 

Geo*  One,    Sir,  whofe  Duty   'twas. 

\PulU  cjj-  his  Vizud, 

Sir  Row,  What,  my  dear  G&orge  I I'll  go  and  cut 

off  the  Intall  of  my  Eftate  prefently,  and  thou  fhalt  have 
it  all.  Boy,  thou  flialt——  [Exeunt  all  but  George. 

Geo.  Fortune  is  ftill  my  Friend  :  Had  but  AtirtilU  been 
fo  !  I  wonder  that  fhe  fends  not  to  me:  my  Love's  im- 
patient, and  I  cannot  wait — while  the  dull  Sot  is  boozing 
with  his  Brother-Fools  in   the  Cellar,  I'll  foftly  to  the 

Chamber  of  my  Love Perhaps  fhe  waits  me  there — 

[^Exit. 

.     S  C  E  N  E    II.      A  Chamber,  and  Alcove, 
difcouers  Mirtilla,  and  Prince  Frederick. 

Prince,  Oh!  I  am  ravifh'd  with  excefs  of  Joy. 
Mir,  Enough,   my  charming  Prince  !    Oh,  you  have 
faid  enough. 

Prince.  Never,  my  Mirtilla  I 
The  Sun  that  views  the  World,  nor  the  bright  Moon, 
that  favours  Lovers  Stealths,  fliall  ever  fee  that  Hour. 
Vaft,  as  thy  Beauties,  are  my  young  Defires ;  and  every 
new  PofTefljon  kindles  new  Flames,  foft  as  thy  Eyes,  fott 
as  thy  tender  Touches  ;  and  e'er  the  Pantings  of  my  Heart 
are  laid,  new  Tranfports,  from  new  Wiflies,  dance  about 
if,  and  ftill  remain  in  Love's  harmonious  Order. 

^Kijfes  and  embraces  her. 
Enter  George,  foftly, 
Geo.   This  Houfe  I  know,  and  this  fliould  be  her  Bed- 
chamber, becaufe    the  beft  ;  and  yet  methought   I  heard 

^       another  Voice but  I  may  be  miftaken. 

j0  Prince.  I  faint  with  Pleafure  of  each  tender  Ciafp  :  I 

^         flgh,  and  ianguifh,  gazing  on   thy  Eyes;  and   die  upon 
thy  Lips,  with  every  Kils. 

Geo,  Surely  I  know  that  Voice!  Torments,  and  Hell! 
but  'lis  impoflible.  lAfde, 

Prince. 
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Prince,  Oh  !  fatisfy  my  Doubt,  my  trembling  Doubt ! 
Am  I  belov'd  r  Have  I  about  me  ought  engaging  to  thee. 
Charmer  of  my  Soul  ? 

Geo,  It  is  the  Prince.  [A fide, 

Mir,  Ah,  Prince  '  Can  you  fuch  needlefs  Queftions 
ask,  after  the  Sacrifice  which  1  have  made  ? 

Geo,   Hell  take  thee  for  that  Falfhood.  IDraws, 

Mir.  Think  not  the  mighty  Prefent  of  your  Jewels, 
enough  to  purchafe  Provinces,  has  bought  one  fmgle 
Sigh,  or  Wifh :  No,  my  dear  Prince,  you  owe  *em  all 
to  Love,  and  your  own  Charms. 

Geo.  Oh  damn'd,  diflembling  Jilt  !  [^Afide. 

Prince,  No  more,  no  more,  my  Soul's  oppreft  with. 
Joy  :  let  me  unload  it  in  thy  tender  Arms,  and  figh  it  out 
into  thy  ravifhing  Bofom. 

Geo,  Death,  and  Damnation  ! 
I  fhall  forget   his  Quality  and  Virtue,  forget  he  was  my 
Friend,  or  favM  this  Life  ;  and  like  a  River,  fwell'd  with 
angry  Tides,  o'erflow  ihofe  Banks  that  made  the  Stream 
To  gay. 

Mir,  Who's  there? 1  heard  a  Voice — Manage? 

Geo.  Yes.  ISoftly, 

Prince,  Approach,  thou  Confident  of  all  my  Joys  j  ap- 
proach, and  be  rewarded 

\^Fri?7ce  takes  his  '^ewel  from  his  Hat, 

Geo,  Yes,  for  my  excellent  Bauding By   Heav'n  I 

dare  not  touch  his  princely  Perfon. 

Prince.  Where  art  thou?  take  this  Jewel,  and  retire. 

[Gropes  for  his  Hand^  givis  it  him, 

Geo,  Ee'n  my  Misfortunes  have  a  fort  of  Luck  ;  but  Til 
withdraw,  for  fear  this  Devii  about  me  fhou'd  raife  my 
too  ra(h  Hand  againft  bis  Life.  [^F.xit, 

Prince.  Come,  my  eternal  Pleafure each  Moment 

of  the   happy   Lover's  Hour,  is  worth  an  Age  of   dull, 
and  common  Life. 

l^Exemt  into  the  Alccve,  the  Scene  (liuts. 


SCENE 


384        '^^^  Totmger  Brother ; 

SCENE  III.     A  Garden  by  Night  fl ill 
Enter  George  with  his  Sword  in  his  Hand,  as  before* 

Geo.  Why  do  1  vainly  call  for  Vengeance  down,  and 
have  it  in  my  Hand  ? By  Heav'n,  I'll  back Whi- 
ther? To  kill  a  Woman,  a  young  perjur'd  Woman  ! — 
^Oh,  ye  falfe  Fair  Ones !  ftiou'd  we  do  you  Juftice,  a 
univerfal  Ruin  wou'd  enfue;  not  one  vi'ou'd  live  to  ftock 
the  World  anew.  Who  is't  among  ye  All,  ye  Fair  De- 
ceivers, ye  charming  Mi{chieFs  to  the  noble  Race,  can 
fwear  fhe's  Innocent,  without  Damnation  r  No,  no,  go 
on— be  falfe— be  fickle  flill  :  You  aft  but  Nature — But 
my  faithlefs  Friend — where  I  repofe  the  Secrets  of   my 

Soul except  this  one — Alas !  he  knew  not  this  ;— Why 

do  1  blame  him  then  ? 

Enter  Olivia,  drefs'd  as  before, 
Oliv,  Fire  !  Fire  '.  Fire  ! 

Geo,  Olivia^s  Voice  .' Ha  !    what  art  thou  ?  Thy 

Voice  fhou'd  be  Olivia^ s,  but  thy  Shape — and  yet  a  Wo- 
man is  all  o'er  Difguife. 

Enter  Lady  Blunder  in  her  Night-Gown. 
L.  Blun,    Fire !  Fire !  Fire  !    My  Son,    my  dear  Sir 
Morgan, 

Enter  Sir  Rowland,  and  Servants, 
Sir  Row.  A  Pox   on  your    Son,  and  mine  to   boot ; 
they  have  fet  all  the  Sack-Butts  a  Flaming  in  the  Cellar, 
thence    the    Mifchief  began.      Timothy,  Roger,  Jeffrey^ 
wy  Money-Trunks,  ye  Rogues  !  my  Money-Trunks  ! 
L.  Blun,  My  Son,  good  Roger  !  my  own  Sir  Moggy  ! 
Sir  Row,  The  ten  thoufand  Pounds,  ye  Rafcal,  in  the 
Iron  Trunk,  that  was  to  be  paid  Mr.  Welborn  for  Olivia's 
Portion.  lExit, 

L.  Blun,  Oh  my  Son  !  my  Son !  —run  to  the  Parfon, 
Sam,  and  let  him  fend  the  Church-Buckets.  Ob,  fome 
help  !  fome  help ! 

Enter  Manage. 
Man.  Oh,  Heavens !  my  Lady  MirUlla's  Chamber's 

all  on  Flame. 

Enttr 


or,  the  Amorous  Jilt.         385 

Enter  Bn'tton. 
Gto.  Ha  -_the  Prince  !  I  had  forgot  his  Danger. 
Man.  Ah  !  look  up,  and  fee  how  it  burns       "" 
Geo.  Bntton,  a  MiUion  for  a  Ladder ' 
Man.mtffmg  on   you,  Sir,  if  you  dare  venture-thto 
the  Houfe  ;  there  lies  one  in  the  Fore-Garden 

Bnt,  The  Paffage  h  on  fire,  Sir,  you  cannot  go. 
Geo    Revenge  ,s  vanifh'd,  and  Love  takes  it?  place: 
bott  Love    and  mightier  Friendfhip  feizes  all.     I'll   faye 
faim,  tho  I  perifli  in  the  Attempt. 

[Runs  out^  Britton  after  himl 
Enter  at  another  Door,  Sir  Rowland. 

mrg^n^'  ^  ^^°"^'"^  ^''""'^  ^°'  ^'"^  '^^^  ^^^'«  Sir 

Sir  Km/    And,  do  ye  hear,   let  my  Ro^ue  lie:   IM 

rather  he    fhould    be    burnt,    than   hlng'd%n  T.blm 

Geore  T  """'"^'''"^  his  Father But  where's  Boy 

Enter  Men  with  Trunks, 
^0^'  Safe,  Sir,  1  hope  ;  he  was  not  in  the  Houfe. 

T  ^''i'"^^;,?^'  ^°'  ^^'y  ^^'^^  '^'"^^  Trunks  to  my 
Lady  Touthly  s  m  Southa?7jpton-Squ3Ye,  and  tell  her  we 
mult  trouble  her  to  night.     Come,  Sifter,  let's  away. 

^     ,    .  .     [^^'  ^^^y  Blunder,  and  Sir  Rowland. 
Prmce  Frederick  and  Mirtilla,    appear  at  the  Window^ 
the  Flame  behind  ^e-m. 
Prince,  Help,  help,  and  hst  Mirtilla  !  Ask  any  Price 
my  Life,  my  Fortune  !  All !  *'  * 

Mir.  Ob,  Heav'ns!  the  Flame  purfues  us  as  we  fly. 
Prince.  No  help  !  Oh  Gods,  I  fhall  prevent  the  Flame, 
and  penfh  by  my  Fears  to  fee  you  die  ! 

Mir,  Alas!  Sir,  you  with  eafe  may  fave  your  Life* 
This  Window  you  may  leap,  but  I  want  Courage. 

Prince.  No,  my  Mirtilla,  if  it  be  thy  Fate,  I'll  grafp 

thee,  ey'n  in  Flames,  and  die  with  thee.  *^ 

Mir.   We  die  !  we  die  !  the  Flame  takes  hold  of  us. 

Enter  George  zvith  a  Ladder^  and  puts  it  to  the 

Window, 

Pr/»cf     Hal   fome  pitying  God  takes  care  of  u?; 

.    Vol.  IV.  R  jHafte, 
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Hafte,  hafte,  my  Charmer ;  Heav'n  has  fent  us  Aid. 

[Puts  her  on  the  Ladder^  (lie  defcends 
into  George'5  Arms  ;  ajter  her,  the 
Prince,  George  puts  her  into  Ma- 
nage'i  Arms^  floe  faints  \  he  runs 
up  to  receive  the  Prince. 

Prince,  Lejere  /    dear  Man  of  Luck Some  happy 

Star  reignM  at  thy  glorious  Biith  ;  every  thing  is  profpe- 

rous  thou  efpoufeft. How  fares  my  Love,  the  Trea- 

fure  of"  my  Soul  ? 

Man,  Only  fainting  with  the  Fright,  but  fhe  recovers. 

Prince,   My  Chair  there,  quickly,  that  waits  for  me.— 

Enter  Chair ;  he  puts  her,  and  Manage  into  it. 

Enter  Olivia. 

Carry   'em  to  Mr.    Welborn^Sy    to  my  Lodgings    there, 

and  then  return  to  me;  for  1  am   wondrous  faint,  and 

cannot  walk. 

Oliv,  Ha  !  by  my  Life,  my  Man ! 
Prince,  But  if  I  might  impofe  To  much,  Lejere,  upon 
thy  Fiiendfhip,  1  beg  thou  wouldft  fee  her  fafely  carry'd 
to  my  Lodgings  at  We  I  horn's. 

Ceo,  You  Ihall  command  me,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Chair,  George  and  Britton. 
Oliv.  You  feem  not  well,  Sir,  pray  repofe  upon  my 
Arm  a  while. 

Prince,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  indeed  I  am  not  well, 
Oliv.  Methinks  1  find  a  Pleafure  but  in  touching  him — 
Wou'd  I  cou'd  fee  his  Face  by  all  this  fatal  Light. 
Enter  Conjiable  and  Watch, 
Confl,  So,  fo,    the    Fire  abates,    the    Engines  play'd 
rarely,  and  we  have  Ten  Guineas  here.  Neighbours,  to 
watch  about  the  Houfe  j    for  where  there's  Fire,  there's 

Rogues  ■ — Hum,  who  have  we   here  ?  . Hov.'  now, 

Mr.- .Hum,  what  have  you  got  under  your  Arm  there, 

ha  ?  Take  away  this  Box  of  Jewels. 

iSir  Morgan,  and  Sir  Merlin,  creeping 
out  of  the  Cellar  Window. 
Ha,  who  have  we  here  creeping  out  of  the  Cellar-Wia. 
dow  ?  more  Rogues  I 

Sir 
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Sir  Mtrl,  Sirrah !  you're  a  Baud,  Sirrah  I  and  /or  a 
Tefter  will  wink  at  the  Vices  of  the  Nation,  Sirrah  !  Call 
Men  of  the  beft  Quality  Rogues  !  that  have  ftood  for 
Knights  of  the  Shire,  and  made  the  Mobile  drunk. 
Sirrah  1 

Conji.  "^Q  cr)'  you  Mercy,  Sir,  we  did  not  know  your 
Worfhips. 

Sir  Morg»  Lookye  d'ye  fee,  here's  a  Crown  for  you  ; 
carry  us  to  the  next  Tavern,  and  we'll  make  thee,  and 
all  thy  Mirmidons,  as  drunk  as  a  Boat  in  a  Storm. 

Oliv,  Sir,  1  find  you  have  Intereft  with  thefe  arbitrary- 
Tyrants  of  the  Parifh  ;  pray  will  you  bail  me,  gndihis 
Gentleman  ? 

Sir  Merl,  What,  Endimion  !  my  Lady  Adhtilla'sVuge? 
He  lent  me  Money  to  night  at  the  Baifet-Table;  I'll  be 
bound  Hand  and  Foot  for  him,  Mr,  Conftable,  and  gad 
we'll  all  to  the  Tavern,  and  drink  up  the  Sun,  Boys. 

Oliv.  Yonder  Gentleman  too  has  receiv'd  fome  hurt  by 
the  Fire,  and  muft  go  home,  Sir;  but  you  muft  reftor'e 
him  the  Box,  Mr.  Conftable. 

Sir  Ahrg.  Ay,  ay,  lookye  d'ye  fee,  return  the  Gentle- 
man all ;  theyVe  Gentlemen,  and  our  intimate  Friends, 
d'ye  fee.  lExeunt  Prince^  and  Olivia, 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Conji.  Stand  :  Who  goes  there? 

Sir  Morg.  Philip Lookye  d'ye  fee,  he  (hall  along 

with  us  to  the  Tavern. 

Serv,  Sir  Morgan^  I  came  to  feek  you  :  your  Lady  Mo- 
ther fent  me  back  on  purpofe ;  ihe  has  fpoil'd  her  Beauty 
with  crying  for  you. 

Sir  Morg,  And   wafh'd   off  all  her  Paint? Or  £o 

d'ye  fee !  Gad  fa'  me,  Philips  this  is  ill  Luck,     Come  let 
ns  go  drink  down  Sorrow. 

Serv.  Being  fent  of  fuch  an  Errand,  as  your  Safety, 
Sir,  I  dare  not  ftay  and  drink  now,  before  I've  fatisfy'd 
your  Mother. 

Sir  Merl.  Not  drink !  I  charge  you  in  the  Kino's 
Name,  Mr,  Conftable,  bring  him  along. 

iJhe  Conjlahis  and  IVateh  feize  him. 

R  2  Sings 
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Sings. 

V/\!'e  Coxcombs  he  damned,  here^s  a  Health  to  the  Man^ 
That  fince  Life  is  but  flforty  lives  as  long  as  he  can. 


ACT    IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

The  Trince's  Lodgings, 

Enter  Page  with  Lights^  fets  \m  on  the  Table,     [Ex. 

Enter  Mirtilla  led  by  Mrs,  Manage, 

Mir.  J  'JM  where  am  I,  Managed 

J^  Man,  Heav'n  be  thank'd.   Madam,   at  the 
Prince's  Lodgings.  ,  r    ,j 

Mir,  What   happy    Star    conduced  us,  and  lav  d  us 
from  the  Fury  of  the  Flames  ? 

Man,  Thofe  whofe  Influence  are  always  gracious  to 

your  LadyOiip.  .,i  n  • 

Mir,  But  Where's   the  Prince  ?   where  s  my  illuftnous 

Lover  ? 

Man,  Waiting  the  Return  of  the  Chair,  Madam. 

Mir,  But  my  Endimion! — hs  Endimion  fafe? 

Man.  Madam,  he  is :  1  faw  him  in  the  Garden. 

Mir.  Then  perifh  all  the  reft— Go  fend  to  fearch  him 
our,  and  let  him  inftantly  be  brought  to  me Ha 

Lejere.  _         ^ 

Enter  George. 
Ceo,  Baud,  ftand  afide— and  do  your  Office  yonder— . 

\_Piits  away  Manage. 
Why  are  you  frighted,  Madam,  becaufe  I'm  not  the 
Lover  you  expeded  ? 

Mtr.  What  Lover '.  be  witnefs  Heaven 

Geff» 
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G^/?.  That  thou  art  falfe,  falfe  as  the  infatiate  Seas, 
that  fmiling  tempt  the  vain  Adventurer,  whom  flatteriu?, 
far  from  any  faving  there,  fwell  their  falfe  ^5^aves  to  ^a 
deftruftive  Storm. 

Mir,  Why  all  this  mighty  Rage  \ Becaufe   I  dif- 

appointed  ycm  to  night  ? 

Geo,  No,  by  Heaven,  I  dully  couM  have  waited  for 
the  Hour;  have   hop'd,  and  wifh'd,  and  languifn'd  out 

an  Age.     But,  oh  MirtilU  I  Oh  thou  pei  jur'd  Fair ! 

But  vanifh  all  the  Softncfs  of  my  Soul,  I  will  be  fa- 
tirical. 

A  Plague^  a  Torment,  to  '^our  fickle  Stx^ 
Thofe  fmiling^  fg^i^y  uee^ing  Hypocrite!. 

Mir,  And  can  you  think  my  Flight  is  criminal  ?  becaufj? 
I  fav'd  this  worthlefs  Life for  you 

Geo.  What  Innocence  adorns  her  Tongue,  and  Eyes! 
while  Hell  and  Furies  give  her  Heart  its  motion.  You 
know  not  where  you  are  ? 

Mir.  Perhaps  I  do  not. 

Geo.  Swear,  for  thou'rt  damn*d  already,  and  by  what 
black  Degrees  I  will  unfold  ;  When  firft  I  faw  this  gay, 
this  glorious  Mifchief,  tho  nob!y  born,  'tv/as  hid  in  mean 
Obfcurity  ;  the  fhining  Viper  lay  half  dead  with  Poverty, 
I  took  it  up,  and  laid  it  next  my  Heart,  fed  ir^  and  cali'd 
its  faded  Beauties  back. 

Mir,  Confefs'd  ;  And  what  of  this  ? 

Geo.  Confirm'd  you  mine,  by  all  the  Obligations  PiO« 
fufenefs  cou'd  invent,  or  Love  infpire. 

Alir.  And  yet  at  your  Return  you  found  me  marry'd 
to  another. 

Geo.  Death  and  Hell !  that  was  not  yet  the  worft: 
You  fiatter'd  me  with  fome  Pretence  of  Penitence  ;  but 
on  the  Night,  the  dear  deftrudivc  Night,  you  rais'd  my 

Hopes  to  all  diftrading  Love   cou'd  wifn that  very 

Night Oh   let  me  rave  and  die,  and  never  think  that 

Difappointment  o'er  ! 

Mir,  What,  you  faw  me  courted  at  the  Ball,  per- 
haps. 

R  3  Gfff. 
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Geo,  Perhaps  I  faw  it  in  your  Chamber  too.  Breath- 
lefs  and  panting,  with  new-afted  Joyj,  the  happy  Lover 
lay Oh  MirtilU  / 

Mir*  Nay,  if  he  knows  it,  I'll  deny't  no  more. 

Geo.  There  is  no  Honefty  in  all  thy  Kind. 

Afir,  Or  a  there  be,  thofe  that  deal  in*t  are  weary  of 
their  Trade.     But  where's  the  mighty  Crime  J, 

Geo,  No,  I    expeft  thou   fhouldft   out  face  my  Eyes, 

out-fwear  my  Hearing,  and  out-lye  my  S<!nres The 

Prince  !  the  Prince  !  thou  faithlefs  dear  Deftruftion. 

Adir.  The  Prince !  good  Heaven !  Is  all  this  Heat  for 
him  ? 

Geo,  Thou  own'ft  the  Conqueft  then  ? 

J^ir,  With  as  much  Vanity  as  thou  wouldft  do,  if  thou 
hid(\:  won  his  Sword  :  Haft  thou  took  care  wifely  to  teach 
me  all  the  Arts  of  Life,  and  doft  thou  now  upbraid  my 
Induftry  ?  Look  round  the  World,  and  thou  fhalt  fee, 
Lejere,  Ambition  ftiil  fupplies  the  place  of  Love.  The 
worn-out  Lady,  that  can  ferve  your  Intereft,  you  fwear 
has  Beauties  that  out-charms  Fifteen  ;  and  for  the  Vanity  of 
Quality,  you  feign  and  languifh,  lye,  proteft,  and  flatter- 
All  Things  in  Nature  chear,  or  elfe  are  cheated, 

Geo,  Well  faid  ;  take  off  thy  Veil,  and  fliew  the  Jilt. 

Mir,  You  never  knew  a  Woman  thrive  fo  well  by  real 
Love,  as  by  Dillimulation  :  This  has  a  thoufand  Arts  and 
Tricks  to  conquer  ;  appears  in  any  Shape,  in  any  Hu« 
mour  ;  can  laugh  or  weep,  be  coy  or  play,  by  turns,  as 
fuits  the  Lover  beft,  while  fimple  Love  has  only  one 
Road  of  Sighs  and  Softnefs  ;  thefe  to  Lejere  are  due: 
But  all  my  Charms,  and  Arts  of  gay  difTembling,  are  for 

the  credulous  Pn'nce. Ha — he's   here  ! and  with 

him  the  dear  Youth  that  has  enflay'd   me,  who   triumphs 
o'er  the  reft.  [Afide, 

E7)ter  Prince   Frederick,  OWvh  following^  fees  Mirtilla, 
a?jd  withdraws, 

Oltv.  Ha !  Mirtilla,  and  my  Brother  here  ?  Oh  how 
I  long  to  fee  that  Stranger's  Face.  [Afide, 

Prince,  Mirtilla,  thou  Charmer  oP  Life's  dull  and 
tedious  Hours,  how  fares  thy  Heart?     Dwells  any  Pant- 

ines 
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ings  there,  but  thofe  that  Love,  and  his  dear  Joys 
create  \ 

Mir,  Or  if  there  dp,  you  fhou'd  excufe  it  now. 

Geo,  How  many  Devils  reign  in  beauteous  Woman  ! 

Prince.  My  dear  Lejere^  congratulate  my  Joys ;  take 
a'i  my  Friend fliip  thou — Jduc  thou  my  Soul.  Come,  come, 
my  Friend,  let  us  retire  together ;  I'll  p\Q  thee  leave  to 
gaze  upon  my  Heaven,  and  feed  on  all  the  Sweets  that 
FriendOiip  may  :  But  all  the  reft  of  the  yaft  Store  is 
mine. 

Man,  Madam,  Eniii?nicn  is  already  here. 

[Afide  to  her, 

Mir,  Thou  haft  reviv'd  me — Let  him  wait  my  Call. 
[fx/V  Prince  and  Mirtilla,  George  ^cei  cut^  and 
peeps  at  the  Door,     Olivia  comes  forward. 

Oliv,   Spite,  Spite,  and    dire  Revenge,  feize  my  fond 

Soul! Oh  that  I  were  a  Man,  a  loofe  leud  Man  ;  how 

eafily  wou'd  I  rob  him  of  her  Heart,  and  leave  bim  but 
the  fiiadow  of  Enjoyment  ! 

Re-enter  George. 

Geo,  Now,  my  dear  Sifter,  if  thou  ever  lov'dft  me, 
revenge  thy  Brother  on  this  peijur'd  Woman,  and  fnaf-ch 

her  from  this  gallant  Rival's  Arms.     She  loves  thee 

Diflemble  thou  to  love  again  ;  meet  her  Advances  with 
an  equal  Ardour,  and  when  thou  haft  wound  her  up  to 
dalliance,  I'll  bring  the  Prince  a  witnefs  of  her  Shame. 

Oliv,  But  what  if  he  fhou'd  kill  me 

Geo.  ri!  take  care  of  that. 

Oliv.  Then  e'er  the  morning  dawns,  you  fhall  behold 
it :  She  ianguifhes  to  fee  me,  and  I  wait  on  purpofe 
for  her  Command?. 

Geo,  As  1  cou'd  wifti :  Be  fure  to  ad  the  Lover  well; 

iExiu 

Oliv,  As  well  as  I  can  ad  it. 

Enter  Welborn,  habited  as  lafi. 
That  all  Mankind  are  damn'd,  I'm  pofitive  \  at  leaflr  all 
Lovers  are. 

Wei.  What  have  we  here  >  the  Spark  that  rally'd  me 
about  a  Woman  at  the  Ball  to  night  ?  Who  is  it,  Sir, 
you  curfe  To  heartily  ? 

R  4  oliv 
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QUv,  Ha,  how  beautiful  he  h how  many  Charms 

dwell  in  that  lovely  Face \  A  fide 

^T\s  you  I   curfe.  L   J      • 

^  mu  Gad,  I  thank  you  for  that,  you  were  kinder  to 
night,  when  you  told  me  of  a  fine  Woman  that  was  \xi 
Jove  with  me. 

Ollv.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  with  Woman-kind  \ 

Wei.  A  pretty  civil  Queftion  j  has  the  Lady  that  fent 
you  a  mind  to  be  informed  ? 

Oltv.  Or  if  fhe  had,  you're  not  at  leifure  now,  you 
are  taken  up,  Sir,  with  another  Beauty.  Did  not  you 
Jwear,  never  to  fpeak  to  Woman-kind,  till  I  had  brouahc 
fter,  I  told  you,  figh'd  for  you  ? 

Wei.  Right,  and  I  have  kept  my  word  religioufly. 

Oltv.  The  Devil  you  have,  witnefs  the  Joy  MirtilU 
gave  your  Soul  :  Even  now  you  were  all  Tranfport,  all 
k.)itz{-j  of  Love  ;  by  Heaven  you  had  forgot  you  brought 
Hie  m,  and  paft  triumphant  \n  MirtHla's  Arms,  Love-in 
your  Heart,  and  Pleafure  in  your  Eyes. 

Wei,  Ay,  fure  he  mifiakes  me  for  the  amorous  Prince, 
and  thus,  perhaps,  has  miftook  me  ail  the  Night :  I  muft 
«ot  ufideceive  him.  °      r^r^j,^ 

Whate  er  you  Taw,  I  have  a  Heart  unwounded,  a  Heart 
mat  never  foundly  loved,  3  little  fcratch  it  got  the  other 
day  by  a  young  Beauty  in   the  Mall,  her  Name  1  know 

?^u>j^"^  ^  ^'^'^  ^^  '^^^^  "'  ^"^  '^^BS'^  ^"  Coach,  I 
iigh  d  a  little  after  her,  but  iince  ne'er  faw  the  lovely 
vilion.  ' 

Oliv,  Sure  this  was  L     '  f^ftde 

What  Livery  had  fhe.  Sir  ?  L   J     • 

WeL  That  I  took  notice  of,  'twas  Green  and  Gold— 
Since  that,  I  trifle  now  and  then  with  Love,  to  chafe 
away  this  Image,  and  that's  all. 

Oltv,  Ha,  now  1  view  him  well,  'tis  the  fame  hand- 
fome  Fellow  that  enieriain'd  us  in  the  Mall  laft  Thurf- 
day. 

ml.  Come,  Sir,  'tis  late,  pleafe  you  to  take  a  Bed 
with  me  to  Night,  where  we'll  beget  a  better  Under- 
ftanding, 

Olh. 
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0//V.  A  better  than  you  imagine.^— 'Sdeath  to  bed 
with  him,  I  tremble  at  the  thought — Sir/  I  do  not  love 
a  Bedfellow. 

Wei,  Sir,  I  have   lent  my  Lodgings   to  a  Stranger  of 

Quality,  or  I  wou'd  offer   you  a   fingle  Bed but  for 

once  you  may  difpenfe  with  a  Bedfellow. 

Ol'iv,  I  will  not  put  you  to  that  trouble,  Sir, 

Wei,  Do  you  defign  to  make  me  your  Friend,  and  ufe 
me  with  Ceremony  ?     Who  waits  there  ? 
Enter  Footman, 

Oliv,  'Siife,  what  fliall  I  do  ?    I  cou'd  even  confenf, 

to  prevent  his   going  to  Mirtilk befides,  I  bave  no 

home  to  go  to 

WeL  Come,  no  more  Scruples — here — a  Night-Gown 
and  a  Cap  for  the  Gentleman. 

Oliv,  What  fhall  I  do  r' — I  have  a  little  urgent  Bufl- 
nefs.  Sir. 

Wei.  If  there  be  abfolute  necefflty.  Til  fee  you  to 
your  Lodging?. 

Oliv,  Oh,  by  no  mean?,  Sir.  'Sdeath,  whither  can  I 
go? 

WeL  Why  do  you  paufe  ?  Deal  freely  with  me.  Sir,  I 
hope  you  do  not  tr.ke  me  for  a  Lover  of  my  own  Sex- 
Come,  come,  to  bed. 

Oltv.  Go  you,  Sir,  Til  fie  and  read  by  you  till  Day. 

V/eL  'Sdeath,  Sir,  d*ye  think  my  Bed's  infectious  ? 

Oliv,  I  fhall  betray  my  S-rx  in  my  denial,  and  that  at 
laft  1  can  but  do  \(  Neceffity  compel  me  to't.  {Afide, 
Go  on.  Sir,  you  have  fham'd  m?.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Prince  and  George. 

Prince,  And  thus  rhou  haft  my  whole  Adventure  our, 
fliort  was  the  Conqueft,  but  the  Joys  are  lafting, 

Geo,  I  am  glad  on'r.  Sir. 

Prince,  Why  doft  wear  a  Cloud  upon  thy  brows, 
when  Love*s  gay  Sunfhine  dances  in  my  Eyes  ?  If  thou'rc 
her  Lover  too,  I  pity  thee  ;  her  folemn  Vows  breaihM  in 
the  height  of  Love,  difarm  me  of  thy  hopes,  if  Friendftiip 
WOuM  permit  thee. 

Geo,   I  do  not  think  it,  Sir 

Prince*  Not  think  ic,  no:  think  that  (he  has  fworn  ! 

"   -  I<.  5  Cecl 
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Geo.  Yes,  doubtlefs.  Sir fhe's  prodigal  of  Vows, 

and  I  dai-e  fwear,  by  ail  fhe's  fworn  by,  fhe'll  break  'em 
all ;  She  has  lefs  Faith  than  all  the  fickle  Sex,  uncertain 
and  more  wanton  than  the  Winds,  that  fpare'  no  Births 
of  Nature  in  their  wild  courfe,  from  the  tall  Cedar  to 
the  Flowers  beneath,  but  ruffle,  ravifh  and  ruin  all. 

Prince,  1  fpeak  of  my  Mirtilla. 

Geo.   Why  ib  do   I of  yours,  of  mine,  or   any 

Man's  J^irtiUa.  >  / 

Prmce.  Away,  fhe  that  with  force  of  Love  can  ficrh 
and  weep ° 

Geo.  This  very  Oie,  has  all  the  while  difTembled  ! 
Such  Love  fhe  deals  to  every  gaudy  Coxcomb,  how  will 
fhe  pradife  then  upon  a  Hero  ? 

Prince,  Away,  it  cannot  be. 

Geo,  By  all  your  FriendQiip  to  me.  Sir,  'tis  truth. 

Prif7ce,  Racks  and  Tortures  ! —  let  her  have  made  of 
me  a  mere  Example,  by  whom  the  cozen'd  World  might 
have  grown  wife  :  No  matter,   then  I  had  been  pleas'd, 

rho  cullyed Why  haft   thou  ruined  my  Repofe  with 

Truths  that  carry  more  Damnation  than  a  Lye?  But 
Oh — thou  art  my  Friend,  and  I  forgive  thee. 

Geo.  Sir,  I  have  done,  and  humbly  ask  your  Pardon. 

[Offers  to  so. 

Prince.  Stay,  ftay,  Lejere, if  fhe  be   falfe,  thou'rt 

all  the  World  has  left  me  ;  and  I  believe bm  canft 

thou  prove  this  to  me  ? 

Geo.  Perhaps  I  may  before  the  Morning's  dawn. 

Prince.  Ha,  prove  it  here — here,  in  this  very  Houfe! 

Geo.  Ay,  here,  Sir. 

Prtnce.  What,  in  my  Lodgings  will  fhe  receive  her 
Spark by  Heaven,  were  he  the  darling  Son  of  a  Mo- 
narch, an  Empire's  Hope,  and  Joy  of  all  the  Fair,  he 
fhou'd  not  live  to  rifle  me  of  Peace.— —Come,  (hew 
me  this  deftin'd  Vidiim  to  my  Rage. 

Geo.  No,   my  Revenge  is   only  comical If  you 

wou'd  fee  how  Woman  can  diffemble,  come  on,  and 
follow  me. 

Prince.  What,  difturb  her  Reft  r  Didft  thou  not  fee 
her  fainting  with  the  Fatigues  this  Night  had  giy^n  ber, 
and  begg'd  me  I  WQu'd  leave  her  to  Repofe  ? 

Geo, 
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Gio,  Yes,  and  wonder'd  at  her  Art ;  and  when  you 
bego'd  to  watch  by  her  Bed-fide,  with  what  dear  Pro- 
mifes  fhe  put  you  ofF;  while  every  word  fell  freely  from 
her  Tongue,  as  iPt  had  been  her  laft,  fo  very  fick  fhe 
was — till  you  were  gone— Hark — aDoor  opens — I  will 
obfcure  the  Lights.  \Puti  awa'^  the  Lighi^, 

Enter  Olivia.     They  retire  a  little, 
Oliv,  Was   ever   Maid  fo  near  being  undone?     Oh 
Heavens  I  in  bed  with  the  dear  Man  I  love,  ready  to  be- 
betray'd  by  every  Sigh.  [George  feet{, 

Oeot  'Tis  Olivia, 

Enter  Manage  groping, 

Man,  I  left  him  here what,  by  dark ?  Endimion^. 

youngj  handfome  Sir,  where  are  you  ?         {Calls  Olivia,  ■ 
Gee,  Do  you  hear  that.  Sir  ? 

Man,  Oh,  are  you  here  ? [Runs  againji  Olivia. 

OUv,  'Slife,  'tis  Manage how  fhall  I  efcape?' 

lAfide.  = 
Afan,  Come,  Sir,  my  Lady  MirtHia  has  difmifs'd  her 
troublefome  Lovers,    for    your   more    agreeable   Com- 
pany. 

Geo,  D'ye  hear  that,  Sir  ? 
Man,  Come  foftly  on.  Sir,  and  follow  me,  . 
Oliv,  I'm  all  Obedience — 
She  cannot  ravifh  me,  and  that's  a  Comfort. 

[Afide^  going  out^ 
Prince.  Oh,  Lejere^  c^n  this  be  pofTible  ?     Can  there 
be  fuch  a  Woman  ? 

Geo.  Follow  him,  Sir,  and  fee — 
Prince.  See  what.!— be  witn^fs  of  her  Infamy  >  Hell  ! 
Hellj  and  all  the  Fires  of  Luft  polTefs  her!  when  fhe's 
fo.old  and  leud,  all  Mankind  fhun  her.— I'll  be  a  Coward 
in  my  own  dire  Revenge,  and  ufe  no  manly  Mercy. — 
But  oh,  I  faint,  1  faint  with  Rage  and  Love,  which  like 
two  meeting  Tides,  fwell  into  Storms. — —Bear-  me  a 
minute  to  my  Couch  within. 

Gee,  What  have  I  done  !  ji©w  I  repent  my  Raflanefs, 
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SCENE  dravds   off,    difcovers  Mirtilla   at 
herJoylet^  drefs'd. 

Enter  Manage,  leading  Olivia  in  as  Endymion,  who 
falls  at  Mirtilla'i  :Feet,  ivhilft  Jl^a's  there^  fmgs  a  Song  5 
[Ije  takes  him  up, 

Mir.  Rife, — When  Lovers  are  alone  they  pardon  Ce- 
remony.  1  fent  for  you  to  end  the  Night  with  me  j 

fay — how  fhall  we  employ  it  ? 

Oliy,  I'll  figh,   and  gaze  upon  your  lovely  Pace. 

Mir,  Nothing  but  figh,  and  gaze ;  we  fhall  grow  dull, 

Oliv,  I'll  tell  you  Tales  of  Love,  and  fing  you  Songs. 

Mir.  Thy  Voice,  Ws  true,  can  charm  a  thoufand  ways  ; 
but  Lovers  time  their  Joys,  thefe  for  the  Day,  thofe  for 
the  lovely  Nighr.  And  when  they  would  be  filently  in 
love,  have  Mufick  of  foft  Sighs  and  gentler  Whif- 
pers. 

Oliv.  Oh,  Love  fnfpires  all  this—What  fhall  I  do  ? 

[j^fide, 

Mir,  Nay,  think  not  becaufe  I  fent  for  you  alone, 
while  Night  and  Silence  favour  Lovers  Stealths,  to  take 
advantage  of  my  yielding  Heart. 

Oliv,  1  wou'd  to  Heaven  fhe  were  in  earned  now. 
A  Noife,     Enter  Manage. 

Man,  Ob,  hide  your  Favourite,   Madam do   you 

hear. 

Mir,  A  jealous  Lover  only,  comes  in  fuch  a  Storm- 
Bear,  to  my  Heart,  whofe  fafety  is  my  Life.  Submit  to 
be  conceal'd —  but  where—  Oh  Heavens,  he  comes — 
'Tis  for  you  I  fear—  [jhey  fe  arch  for  a  place. 

Man,  He  comes 

Mir.  Here,  let  my  Train  fecure  you— Till  now   I 
never  found  the  right  Ufe  of  long  Trains  and  Farthingals. 
[She  kneels,  Msn, pats  her  Train  over  Olivia. 
Enter  Prince  and  George,  at  the  Door. 

Geo,  'Sdeatb,  you  have  made  ihefe  Paufes  and  Alarms 
io  give  her  time  to  jilt  you, 

JPrince^ 
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Prince,  Pray  Heaven  (he  do. I'd  not  be  undeceived, 

for  all  the  Sun  furveys.  ^Enters* 

Mir,  My  Lord  the  Prince  !  now  you  are  kind  indeed. 

[Gots  arid  embraces  him, 
.—hah  !  what  means  this  Unconcern  ? 

Prince,  1  thought  I'ad  left  you  fick,  extremely  fick. 

Afir,  And  are  you  griev'd  to  find  my  Health  return^ 

Prince,  No,  wondrous  glad  of  it.  You*re  mighty  gay, 
lilirtilla,  much  in  Glory. 

Mir,  Can  he,  who  lays  his  Fortune  at  my  Feet,  think 
me  too  glorious  for  his  Arms  and  Eyes  ? 

Geo,  Fifty  to  one,  the  Gipfy  jilts  him  yet,         [,Aftde, 

Prince,  Pray  Heaven  fhe  lyes  but  handfomly —  [uijide, 
—  for  mine,  Mirtilla  I  Ha — ha — 

Mr,  Am  I  not  yours  ?     You  cannot  doubt  my  Vowsw 

Geo,  She'll  do't,  and  make  me  love  her  anew  for  her 
rare  dexxerity  at  difTembling. 

Prince.  I  left  you  wearied,  going  to  your  Bed,  but 
find  you  at  your  Toylet  gayly  dre(s'd,  as  if  fome  Con- 
queft  you  defign'd  e*er  morning. 

Mir.  Manage^  Sir,  from  the  Fire,  fecur'd  thefe  Trifles: 
and  1  was  trying  feveral  Drefles  on  ;  that  this  flight  Beauty 
that  you  fay  has  charm'd  you,  might,  when  you  faw  it 
next,  complete  the  Conqueft. 

Geo.  And  that  thou  wilt,  if  Flattery  can  do't. 

Prince.  Now,  were  fhe  guilty,  as  1  am  fure  (he's  not, 
this  Softnefs  would  undo  me,  and  appeafe  me. 

Mir,  You  feem  as  if  you  doubted  what  I  fay. 

\This  while ^  Olivia  gets  off  unfeenl 
By  all  the  Powers 

Prince.  Hold,  I  fcorn  to  need  an  Oath  to  fix  my 
Faith  :  Oh  !  thou  art  all  divine,  and  canft  not  err. 

^Embraces  he'2 
Curs'd  be  the  Tongue  that  dares  profane  thy  Virtue,  and 
curs'd  the  liflning  Fool  that  dares  believe  it. 

Geo.  \3^hat  a  poor,  wretched,  baffled  thing  is  Man, 
by  feebler  Woman  aw'd  and  made  a  Coxcomb ! 

Mir,  Durft  any  one  traduce  my  Virtue,  Sir  ?  and  is  it 

poflible  that  you  could  hear  it  ? Then  perifh  all  the 

Beauties  you  have  flatter'd.  [Tears  her  Head-things, 

Prince* 
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prince.  Come   to   my  Arms,  thou  Charmer  of  my 
Soul  !    and   if   one  fpark   of  Jealoufy  remain,    one  of 
thore  precious  Tears  fhall  quen<:h  the  Crime — Oh,  come 
and  let  me  lead  thee  to  thy  Bed,  and  breathe  new  Vows 
into  thy  panting  Bofom. 

i^Leads  her  off,  Jhe  looks  back  onGtoxgt.  and  failles, 

Geo,  Now  all  the  Plagues  of  injur'd  Lovers  wreck 
thee  5  'Sdeath,  where  has  (he  hid  OUvia  ?  or  how  am  I 
deceiv'd  ? — 'Tis  Day,  and  with  it  new  Invention  rife 
to  damn  this  Wonrian  to  the  iin  of  Shame  ;  break  all 
the  Chains  that  hold  ihe  princely  Youth,  and  fink  her 
with  her  fancy'd  Power  and  Vaniiy.  fExif, 

SCENE  changes  to  Lady  Youthly'j. 

Enter  Sir  Pvowland  half  dre/s'd,  Lady  Blunder  in  an 
Undrefsy  Lady  Youth ly  in  her  morning- drefs^  Terefk 
and  Mr,  Twang. 

S\v  Row,  Morrow  my  Lidy  Tout hiy,  and  thank  you 

for  my  Night's  Lodging You  are  as  early  up  as  if  it 

had  been  your  Wedding  day, 

L.  Youth.  Truly,  Sir  Rowland,  that  I  intend. 
Sk  Row,  But  Where's  the  Bride-groom,  Madam  ?  ■ 
Enter  Roger. 
How  now,  Roger,  what,  no  news  yet  of  George .-? 

Rog,  Alas  !    none  Sir,  none,  till  the  Rubbifli  be  re- 
moved. 

Sir  Row.  Rubbifh— What — what    is   George  become 

the  Rubbifh  of  the  World  then  ?  [Weeps, 

Twang,  Why,  Man  is  but  Duft,  as  a  Man  may   fay. 

Sir.  ^      ^ 

L.  Blun,  But  are  you  fure,  Roger y  my  Jewel,  my  Sir 

Moggy  efcap'd  ? 

Rog,  The  Watch  drew  him  out  of  the  Cellar- windov^ 
Madam. 

L.  Youth,  How,   Mr.  Twangs    the  young  Gentleman 
burnt— Oh—  i^alls  in  a  Chair. 

Tere,  Alas !  my  Grandmother  faints  with  your  ill  News 
^Good  Sir  Kowland  comfort  her,  and  dry  your  Eyes.  . 

Sir 
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Sir  Row,  Burnt,  Madam  !  No,  no,  only  the  Houfe  fell 

on  him,  or  fo 

{Te^gns  Chearfulne/s^  and  /peaks  to  Lady  Youihly. 

L.  Touth.  How  !  the  Houfe  fell  on  him — Oh  ! 

Sir  Row,  Ah,  Madam,  that's  all ;  why,  the  young 
Ro^uehas  a  Back  like  an  Elephant — *twill  bear  a  Caftle, 
Madam. 

L.  Youth.  Alas,  good  Man :  What  a  Mercy  'tis,  Mr. 
Tzvang^  to  have  a  Back  like  an  Elephant ! 

L.  Blun,  Of  what  wonderful  Ufe  it  is  upon  occafion— . 

Sir  Row.  Ay — bu;: — but  I  fhall  never  fee  him  more. 
Back  nor  Breaft.  [^Weeps, 

Twang.  Good  Sir^  difcomfort  not  my  Lady — Confider 
Man's  a  Flower — 

Sir  Roiv.  Ay,  but  George  was  fuch  a  Flower  I  He 
was,  Mr.  Iwang^  he  was  the  very  Pink  of  Prentices. 
Ah  !  what  a  rare  rampant  Lord  Mayor  he  wou'd  have 
made  ?    And  what  a  fwinging  Sheriff —  [Cries, 

Tere,  What,  cry,  fo  near  your  Wedding-day,  Sir  Row- 
land / 

Sir  Row,  Well,  if  he  be  gone — Peace  be  with  htm  ; 
and  'ifaks,  Sweet-heJsrt,  we'll  marry,  and  beget  new 
Sons  and  Daughters — but^ — but  1  fhall  ne'er  beget  another 
George,  [Cries. 

Tere.  This  is  but  a  fcurvy  Tune  for  your  hymenical 
Song,  Sir. 

Sir  Row,  Alas  !  Mrs.  Terefia,  my  Inftrument  is  un- 
tun'd,  and  good  for  nothing  now  but  to  be  hung  upon 
the  Willows. 

Cry  within.  Murder,  Murder,  Murder ! 
Entsr  lootman.     Sir  Merlin  with  his  Sword  drawn^  and 
Sir  Morgan. 

SU  Row.   What's  here,  my  Rogue  ? 

Twang.  What's  the  matter,  Gentlemen,  that  ye  enter 
the  Houfe  in  this  hoftile  manner  ? 

Sir  Alorg,  What,  Mr.  Twangs  d'ye  fee  ! 

Sir  Mer,  Ay,  ay — ftand  by  Divinity — and  know,  that 
we,  the  Pillars  of  the  Nation,  are  come,  d'ye  fee — to 
ravift], 

L.  Blm*  Ohj  no-y  dear  S«  Mirgan,     [Embraces  hint, 

SIj 
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Sir  Morg,  I  ^o  not  intend  to  ravifti,  like  a  Jew,  in 
my  own  Tribe,       ,^  '      ^ 

L.  r^«r^.  What  fay  they,  Mr.  Twan^^  raviOi  ?  Oh 
fave  my  Honour— lead  me  to  my  Bed-Chamber,  where' 
if  they  dare  venture  to  come,  they  come  uoon  their 
Peril.  [Twang  leads  her  out.  Sir  Morgan  ^^/;  to  Tere 
Sir  Mer,  Old  Pellow,  do'ft  hear  ?  Sir  Pandarus  of 
Troy,  deliver  me  my  Crejfida,  d'ye  fee,  peaceably,  or  I 
am  refolved  to  bear  her  off  vi  ^  Arm'is, 

L.  £/«».  Sweet  Nephew  retire,    we    are    juft   upon 
soaking  your  Peace.  ^ 

Sir  Mer.  Ha— Old  Queen  Gw;i»/"t;^r,wif  hout  her  RufF  on  \ 
\Sir  Merlin  takes  hold  of  her  to  bear  her  off- 
Jiie  cries  out  :  Sir  Rowland  dratPs  upon  him. 
As  they  are  going  to  fight ^  George  enters. 
Ceo,  Is  there  a  Man  in  Nature's  Race  fo  vile,  dares 
lift  a  guilty  Hand  againft  his  Father  ? 

Sir  Mer.  father  me  no  Fathers  ;  I  fight  for  Terefta  my 
lawfully  begotten  Spoufe.  '      ^ 

Geo,  That  I  once  called  you  Brother,  faves  your  Life ; 
therefore  rcfign  your  Sword  here  at  his  reverend  Peer. 

SirAffr.  Sirrah;  you  lye,  Sirrah 

Geo,  There,  drag  away  this  Brute. 

[Difarms  him.     To  the  Vootman, 
Sir  Mer,  Rogues,  Dogs,  bring  Mrs.  Terefta  along  with 
you. 

Tere.  Sure  this  is  my  fine  Fellow— and  yet  the  very 
fame  that's  to  be  mairy'd  to  my  Grandmother  i  nor  can 
that  City  Habit  hide  the  Gentleman. 

[George  fpeaki  this  while  with  his 
Father^  who  embraces  him. 

Sir  Morg,  Burnt,    fay  you,  Mrs.  Terefta  d'ye  fee 

my  Lady  Mirtilla  burnt !  Nay  then,  'tis  time   to  go  to 
ileep,  get  fober,  and  marry  again.  [Goes  ottt. 

Sir  Row,  Enough,  my  Boy,  enough  ;  thou  deferv'ft  mv 
whole  Eftate,  and  thou  (halt'  have  it,  Boy. — This  day  thou 
fiialt  marry  the  Widow,  and  1  her  Grand-child.  Til  to 
my  Lawyer5,  and  fettle  all  upon  thee  inftantly.  {Goes  ot*t, 
Geo.  How  !  marry  to  day— Old  Gentleman,  you  mull 
be  coz^n'd  j  and  Faith,  that  goes  againft  my  Confcience— 

Ha^ 
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Ha,  the  fair,  the  young  Tier^/i^  there— — When  a  Man's 
bent  upon  Wickednefs,  the  Devil  never  wants  an  Op- 
portunity to  prefent  him  with  ;  that  fhe  fhou'd  be  in  my 
way  now — Fair  Creature,  are  you  refolv'd  to  be  my  Mo- 
ther-in-law ? 

Tere.  As  fure  as  you  to  be  my  Grandfather,  Sir 
And  fee  the  News  of  your  being  come,  has  rais'd 

my  Grandmother. 

Enter  Lettice  and  Lady  Youthly. 

Geo,  A  Pox  upon  her,  her  Ghoft  had  been  lefs  frightful. 

Tere.  I  cou'd  have  fpar'd  her  now  too  5  but  fee  (he 
advances  as  fwift  as  Time. 

Geo,  And  as  old  :  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I  die  to  fpeak 
with  you 

L.  Tout.h.  Where,  where's  this  young  welcome  Gen- 
tleman ? — Oh,  are  you  here.  Sir — • 

[she  fees  him  nct^  but  ram  upon  him, 
Lettice^  take  Terefiay  and  get  you  to  your  Chamber,  fhe 
has  her  Trinkets  to  get  rjsady  againft  the  Wedding  anon, 
for  we'll  make  but  one  work  of  both. 

Tere,  Ay,  'twill  fave  Charges,  Madam. 

L.  Youth,  Ay,  ay,  get  yoo  gone,  Ix)vers  fometimes 
wou'd  be  private, 

Geo,  Harkye — leave  me  not  to  her  mercy  5  by  Love, 
if  you  do,  ril  follow  you  to  your  Chamber. 

Tere,  Leave  you !  no,  hang  me  if  I  do,  till  I  have 
told  you  a  piece  of  my  mind,  for  1  find  there's  no 
dallying. 

L.  routh.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  finifh'd  the  great  Work. 

Geo,  I  wiQi  you  had Terefia^  once  you  made  me 

hope  you  did  not  hate  me. 

L.  Touth,  What  fays  he,  Terefia  ? 

Tere.  He  fays,  he  hopes  you  do  not  hate  him,  Madam. 

L.  Youth,  No,  by  my  Troth,  Sir  ;  I  feel  fomething 
for  you,  I  have  not  felt  before. 

Geo,  Not  thefe  threefcore  Years,  I  dare  fwear 
You  have   too  much  Wit,  Terefta,  to   have    been  only 
pleas'd  with  the  embroider'd   Coat,  and  gaudy  Plume, 
where  ftill  the  Man's  the  fame. 

L.  Youth,  What  fays  he,  embroidered  Coat  and  Plume  ? 
'  Tere. 
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T^r^.  He  hopes  your  Ladyllifp  likes  him   ne'er   the 
worle,  tor  being  without  thofe  Fopperies. 
^    l.,romh.  Marry  do  I  not,  I  love  not  this  over-finery 
ma  Husband  ^  thofe   Fellows   that  drefs,  think  fo  well 
ot  themfeives,  they  never  mind  their  "^HJ'xs&s 

Geo,  Are  you  fo  dull,  Tertfia,  not  to  fee,  this  Habit 
Pamo^^^"'  °"'y  to  get  an  opportunity  to  tell  you  my 

L^Touth.  Tell  me  of  his  Paffion  !  was  it  {o,  alas,  sood 
young  Man— Well,  well,  I'll  defer  your  Joys  no  Ion- 
ger,  this  Night  fhall  make  you  happy  ;  Mr.  Twam  Ihall 
;oin  us,   Sir.  ^ 

Geo,  A  bleffed  hearing you   fee,  charming  Maid, 

how  very  lliort  a  fpace  there  h  between  this  and  the 
haltning  Hour ;  ftand  not  on  Virgin  Niceties,  but  anfwer 
me,  our  time  admits  of  no  Confideratfon. 

Tere,  I  have  not  been  this  Four  and  Twenty  Hours  a 
Lover,  to  need  confidering  ;  as  foon  as  yoH  had  my 
Heart,  you  had  my  Confent,  and  that  was  the  firft  mo- 
ment I  faw  you  at  the  Baflet-Table. 

Geo,  Ha!  at  the  BafTet- Table  \ 

Tere,  Yes,  I  was  the  frank  Youth  that  lent  you  Money 
—but  no  more— your  Time  and  Place. 

L.  Touth,  What  are  you  prating  to  him  there  ? 

Tere,  He  doubts  your  Love,  Madam,  and  I'm  con- 
farming  it, 

L.  Touth.  Alas,  good  Gentleman! anon  I'll  con- 
vince him for  in  the  Ev'ning,  Sir,   the  Prieft  (hall 

niake  us  one, 

Geo,  Ah,  Madam,  I  cou'd  wifh  'twere  not  fo  long  de. 
fer  d,  for  fure  I  love  you  like  a  fighing  Swain  ;  and  as  a 
Proof  of  It,  I  have  here  prepared  an  Emblem  of  my 
Love  m  a  Dance  of  Country  Lovers,  where  Paffion  \$ 
ijncere. 

L.  Touth,  Goodlack-a-day,  indeed  you're  fo  oblimn? : 
But  pray  let  us  have  the  Dance.  [Bargee. 

L.  Touth,  Very  pretty  indeed.  Come,  sood  Gentle- 
man    don't  droop,  don't  droop ;    come,  hold   up  your 

hand' ^  ^'°"  '"^^'    ^^    ^'^^^'^^    one  Kifs    before- 

Ceo* 
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Gto,  [KiJJes  her.]  Oh,  what  a  peftiiential  Blaft  was 
there  ?  ^       I A  fide. 

L.  Toath.  Come,  come,  Terefia^  come  with  me. 

Geo,  to  Tcrefia,  I'll  fend  a  Chair  to  your  Back-gate 
anon,  that  fhal!  wait  you  on  the  Field-fide,  and  bring  you 
whither  1  (hall  appoint.     Get  ready  inftantly. 

Tere.  And  if  I  fail,  may  I  be  eternally  damn'd  to  the 
Embraces  of  old  Age.  lExeunt  all  but  George. 

Geo.  Mirtilla,  thus  thy  Scorn  I  will  out-brave,       '\ 
And  let  my  Father  the  kind  Cheat  forgive  ; 

If  I  vnth  dexterous  charitable  care 

Eafe  him  of  Burdens  he  wants  ftrenph  to  hear. 

iExeunf. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Welborn  drejftng  hmfelf\  to  him  a  Footman  with 
a  Letter, 

Wei.  "rjRithee  what  became  of  the  Spark  that  lay  with 
]^  melaft  Night? 

Foot.  I  know  not,  Sir,  he  'rofe  before  day What 

Letter's  this,  Sir  ?  It  lay  upon  your  Toilet. 

[^Gives  Welborn  a  Letter. 

Wei,  To  the  dear  Man  whcfe  Name  I  would  be  glad 

i,  k„ow l^'^^f' 

Hum a  Woman's  Hand lOpens  it. 

The  Lady  you  faw  lafi  Thurfday  i?7  the  Mall,  you  had  m 
"Bed  with  you  laji  Night.     Adieu.  ' 

Oh'  dull  Divinity  of  Love!  that  by  no  Inftina:,  no  lym- 
pathizing  Pains  or  Pleafure,  could  inftruft  my  Senie, 
how  near  I  was  to  Happinefs ! 

Enter  George,  fine, 

. Le'^ere,  behold  me  here   the  moff  un'ucky  Fe  low 

breaihirig.    Thou  know*ft  I  told  thee  how  I  was  in  lc)vc 
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with  a  young  Woman  in  the  Mall:  And  this  very  Nfehf, 
-1  had  this  very  Woman  in  my  Arms. 

Geo,  Is  this  your  ill  Luck,  Sir  ? 

Wei.  'Sdeath,  all  the  while  I  took  her  for  a  Man  :  But 
findmg  me  afleep,  fhe  foftly  rofe;  and,  by  a  Light  yet 
burning  m  my  Chamber,  (he  writ  this  Billet,  and  left  it 
on  my  Table.  ^Gives  it  George,  he  reads  it, 

Geo,  By  all  that's  good,  Oltvia  /—And  were  you  very 
honeft,  Sir?  '  ' 

TVel,  To  my  eternal  Shame,  as  chafte  as  Ice. 

Geo,  What  will  you  fay  now,  Charles,  i^  I  bring  this 
Woman  to  you  again  ? 

WeL  Canft  thou  ?  Ob,  let  me  kifs  thy  Lips  away. 

Geo,  for  all  her  Frolick,  Charles,  fhe's  very  honeft,  a 
Fortune,  and  of  Quality— and  were'c  not  for  Olivia, 
thou  Ihouldft  marry  her. 

Wei,  Olivia  I  ne'er  faw,  and  now  'twill  be  too 
late. 

Geo.  Nay  then,  Sir,  I  muft  f^ght  m  her  Defence. 
WeL  You  i^ght  in  her  defence !  Why,  doft  thou  love 
her?— By  all  that's  good,  I  will  refign  her  to  thee. 
Geo,  You  fhall  nor,  Sir;  and  know  fhe  is  my  Sifter. 

Wei.  Olivia  thy  Sifter !. 

Geo,  Ask  no  more  Queftions,  but  defend  your  kl?^  if 
you  refufe  to  marry  her;  for  her  Honour's  mine. 
Wei.  Were  fiie  an  Angel,  I  muft  love  this  Woman. 

Geo,  Then  thou  fhalc  have  her Hafte,  and  get  a 

Licence— —no  more truft  my  Friendfhip Go. 

[Exit  Welborn. 
.  Enter  Olivia. 

O/m^,  where  ^i<i  you  lie  laft  Night  ?• .Nay  do  not 

blulh,  for  you  may  yet  be  virtuous. 

Oliv,  Virtuous !  Not  the  youn^  Rofes  in  the  bud  fe- 
cur  d,  nor  breaking  Morn  ungaz'd  at  by  the  Sun,  nor 
tailing  Snow  has  more  of  Purity. 

Geo,  I   do  believe  you ;  but  your  dangerous  Frolicks 
Will  make  the  World  talk  fhamefuily. 
Oltv.  Let  them  talk  on,  I  will  not  humour  Fools. 

Geo,  No  more— here's  Manage Contrive  an  Afllg- 

nation  with  Mirtilla  j  but  do  not  hide  again  where  none 

may 
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may  find  you.  This  done,  I'll  tell  you  more,  and  make 
you  happy.  How  now,  Manage^  is  the  Prince  ilir- 
ring  ? 

Man*  He's  in  his  Drefling-Room,  Sir, This  from 

my  Lady,  Sir.  [^Sl'tdes  the  Letter  into  OliviaV 

Hand  as  fie  pajjes  out. 

Geo.  What  have  you  there,  Olivia  ?    iTakes  the  Billet, 

Oliv,  An  Adignation  from  your  perjur'd  Miftrefs, 
Sir. 

Geo,  'Tis  well— -you  muft  obey  the  Summons  ;  and 
wind  her  up  to  all  the  height  of  Love  ;  then  let  her  loofe 
to  Shame.  Til  bring  her  Lover  in  the  height  of  Dalliance, 
who,  when  he  fees  her  Perfidy,  will  hate  her. 

Oliv,  And  then  the  lovely  Man  ftands  fair  for  me. 

[_Afide. 

Geo,  Go  write  an  Anfwer  back—and  wait  her  hour. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 

SCENE  II.  The  D-effing'Room.  DifcO" 
'vers  the  Prince  at  his  Toylety  dreffing.  Mufick 
and  a  Song. 

Enter  George,  waits  till  the  Song  is  ended.  The  Prince 
fees  him,  comes  to  him  with  ^oy^  and  fails  about  his 
Neck. 

SONG,  by  Mr,Gildon. 

I. 

AH  Charmfon  !  fhroud  thofe  killing  Eyes^ 
That  dart  th*  extremes  of  Pie  a  fur  e^ 
Elfe  Celidon,  tho  favoured ^  dies 
As  well  as  him  that  you  defpife, 
Tho  with  this  diffWent  meafure  : 

While  lingring  Pains  drag  on  his  Fate,  *^ 

JDifpatch  is  all  th'  Advautage  of  my  State  ;  ^ 

For,  ah  /  yoti  kill  with  Lovt^  as  well  as  Hate*  3 

Ahutt 
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II. 

Ahate  th^  Luxury  cf  Charms^ 

And  only  Part  difcover ; 

Your  Tongue,  as  well  as  Eyes,  has  Arms 

To  give  a  Thoufand  fatal  Harms 

To  the  poor  liftening  Lover  : 

Thy  Beams,  like  Glory s  veiCd  fl:ou^d  be^ 

And  like  the  Tront  of  Beai^n,  unfeen,  pafs  by  \ 

Tor  to  behold  "emy  %n  full  force,  we  die, 

"Prince,  Lydia,  Oh !  I  faint,  1  die  with  thy  Beauty's 
Luxury  I  by  Heaven,  I'm  ail  Rapture,  Love,  and  Joy  : 
Such  a  dear  Night,  Lejere  /■  Poets  may  fancy  pref* 

fing  Goddefles,  on  downy  Beds    of  Clouds But 

oh,  Lejere  /  ■  ■         ■  Thofe  Gods  were  never  half  fo  bleft 
as  I! 

Geo,  What  pity  'twere  to  wake  you  from  this  Dream. 

Prince,  It  is  not  in  the  Power  of  Time  nor  Age :  For 
even  then  Minilla  will  have  Charms !  Oh,  how  fhe 
fpeaks  !  hov;  well  fheMl  grace  a  Story  ! 

Geo,  How  gay  her  Wit  !  how  movingly  fhe  writes ! 

Prime.  I  do  believe  fhe  does.  [A  little  ferioufly, 

Geo,  Would  it  difpleafe  you,  fliould  you  fee  a  Billet 
from  her  ? 

Prince,  That's  as  it  were  direded.  [Gravely^ 

Geo,  You  would  not  credit  what  you  faw  laft  Night. 

Prince,  Nor  wou'd  have  loft  that  Night  for  all  the  Trea- 
fure  the  vaft  Ocean  hides. 

Geo,  I  wou'd  not  have  a  Man,  fo  good  and  great,  be 
made  a  Woman's  Property       ..There,  Sir. 

[Gives  him  the  Billet, 

Prince,  I'll  not  believe  it  her's ;  there  are  a  thoufand 

ways  to  ruin  Innocence  j  if  flie  be  falfe fhe's  damn'd. 

Confirm  me,  and  of  courfe  1  fhall  defpife  her.     You  cure 
me,  when  you  fhew  her  worth  my  Scorn. 

Geo,  Will  you  be  rul'd  then,  and  believe  it  Friendfliip 
in  me  ? 

Prince,  I  will. 

Geo, 
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Geo,  Give  her,  by  Abfence,  but  an  Opportunity  ;  feign 
fomeExcufe  to  leave  the  Town  to  day. 

Prince,  See  where  fhe  comes 

Enter  Mirtilla, 
Adorn'd  with  all  the  beauteous  Wonders  of  her  Sex. 
The  Gods  of  Love  are  playing  in  her  Eyes,  and  give  us 
Wounds  from  ev'ry  graceful  Motion,  Ah,  my  Mtrtilla  ! 
how  fhall  I  fupport  the  Abfence  of  a  many  coming  Hours, 
that  languid!,  being  from  thee  but  a  Moment  ? 

Mir,  I  hope,  my  Lord,  Fate  xs  not  fo  unkind,  to  let 
me  live  without  you  many  Hours. 

Prince,  Can  all  this  be  diffembl'd  ?     [_A[idt  to  George. 

Geo,  How  much  more  have  I  heard  ?  yet  all  was 
falfe. 

Prince,  I  muft  this  Day this  tedious  live-long  Day, 

be  abfent  from  thy  Sight— —but  ihall  be  back  i'th'  Eve- 
ning :  ril  leave  Le]ere  to  v/ait  on  your  Commands. 

Mir,  Lejere  fhall  ever,  Sir,  be  dear  to  me But  Til 

retire,  and  figh  till  your  Return that  World  affords 

no  Pleafure  where  you  are  not. 

Prince,  Do  you  hear  that,  Sir  ?  [A/tde  to  George. 

Till  Night,  thou  deareft  Bleding  of  my  Life Adieu. 

[Mirtilla  going  out,  pulls  Lejere  hy  the  Sleeve, 

Mir,  Thou  little,  mifchievous  informing  Thing,  how 
vainly  hafl  thou  lavifh'd  out  Invention  !       ISmiling.  Exit, 

Prince.  By  Heaven,  methinks  'twere  Sin  but  to  fufpeft 
her. 

Geo,  Think  fo ;  Til  trouble  your  Repofe  no  more : 
I've  done  my  Duty,  and  I  wou'd  not  fee  you  made  a — 

Prince,  Property — Ha — A  loath'd  convenient  Tool — 
A  Woman's  Implement —  'Sdeath  !  fhe  that  off—  Loofe 
to  the  nafty  Love  of  every  Fool,  that  will  be  fiatter'd, 
cozen'd,  jilted,  cuckolded —  No  more —  I  will,  unfcen, 
convey  my  fe!f  into  the  Clofet  in  my  Dreffing-Room; 
'tis  near  her  Bed and  if  I  find  her  wanton 

Geo.  IF  you  find  hec .the  Youth  is  waiting  now  that 

fhall  convince  you. 

Prince.  Where? Oh  fex  the  happy  Slave  but   in 

my  View,  and, 

Geo* 
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Geo,  No  faith,  Sir,  be  convinc'd  before  you  ftrike, 
for  fear  fhe  jiit  you  out  of  Senfe  and  Reafon 

Prince.  Come  to  my  Clofet,  from  thence  we  may 
obferve  all  that  pafTes  in  her  Chamber ;  from  whence  I'll 
break  upon  the  perjur'd  Fair,  like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud, 
and  more  deftruftive.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  difcovers  Mirtilla  ^/^^  Manage. 

Mir,  Is  the  Prince  gone  > 

Man,  Yes,  Madam. 

Mir,  Then  bring  Endimion  to  me. 

Man,  Madam,  I  wifh  you'd  think  no  more  of  him ; 
for  1  forefee,  that  this  Amour  muft  ruin  you.  Remember 
you  left  a  Husband  for  the  Prince. 

Mir,  A  Husband !  my  Drudge,  to  toil  for  me,  and 
fave  me  the  Expence  of  careful  Thoughts :  My  Cioke,  my 
Led-Horfe,  for  Neceflity  to  fill  my  Train— no  more— 
but  Endimion  waits.  '  [Exit  Manage-, 

—There  is  a  native  Generofity  in  me,  that  checks  my 
Inconftancy  to  this  great  Man  ^  yet  I  have  fo  much  Wo- 
man in  my  Soul,  cannot  pain  my  felf  to  do  him  Juftfce 
i — A  new  defire  of  humouring  my  Wifh,  fways  all  my 
Interefl,  and  controuls  all  my  Honour.  Why  fhould  I 
lofe  a  Pleafure  for  aPromife  ?  fince  Time,  that  gives  our 
Youth  fo  fhort  a  Date,  may  well  excufe  our  needful  Per- 
jury. [Enter  Manage,  and  Olivia,  /7;^  runs 
and  embraces  him. 
Let  the  young  bafhful  Maid,  unskiU'd  in  Love, 
deny  the  preffing  Swain. 

Let  wither'd  Age,  who  fondly  dreams  of  Virtue,  lofe  the 
dear  Opportunities  of  Life. 

The  coming  Hours  prefent  themfelves  to  us ;  and  are  too 
nice,  not  to  be  fnatch'd  when  offered. 

Oliv,  So  hafly  !  this  difarms  me  of  Excufe.         lAfide, 

Mir,  Why  are  thy  Eyes  bent  down  ?  Why  dolt  thou 
paufe  ? 

Oliv,  So  hot !—— I  mult  prepare  to  fhew  my  Sex's 
Evidence,  if  nothing  elfe  will  do.        {Unbuttons  her  Coat. 

Mir,  What  not  a  Word  ! 

Advance 
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Advance  ,hou  bjthful  Youth .Love  fn  thy  Eyes,  and 

Prince  r.nd  George  looking  out, 
^Pnnce,  Yet  ftay  me,  my  Lejere,  from  my  hafty  Ven- 

Coldnefsmme but-^^^ *iJ>not 

Ar;>.   What,  BaOifulnefsl 
Oh,  Love  will  lend  thee  Courage  ; 
This  Trembling  \s  the  foft  EfFeas  of  ft. 

Ohv.  Oh,  how  vilely  (lie's  miftaken  ! 

and  lend  more  fweetnefs  to  'em  than  they  bring.  ' 

iShe  leading  him  to  her  Bed,  the  Prfnce  enters 

with  Lejere,  holding  his  Sword  in  Hand  • 

he  takes  hold  t/ Olivia.  ' 

Prince.  Love thus  I  fling  thy  ^audy  Fetters  ofF 

and  am  no  more  a  Slave  to  faiihlefs  Beauty.  ' 

[The  Prince  holding  Olivia  by   the  Bofom  of 

iVi/r.  Ha!  what   do  I  fee? .Two  Female  rifin- 

chafe  '    ^  '  '^°"''" ^^  ^°^'^""^^^  ^^^^ 

[n?/^  z:;^/'/^  George  ;V  arguing  with  the 
Prince  not  to  hurt  Olivia. 

Prince.  No,  I  will  not  hurt  thee,  ceafe  thy  trembling. 

Mir.  Oh,  Sir,    'twere  Sin  to  hurt  the  lovely  Youth    ° 

Prime.  No,  Madam,    fince  I   have    taken   back  mv 
■Heart,  1  can  prefent  you  with  another  Lover. 

...      __                                            IGivei  Olivia  to  her. 
Prince  ?        '    ^"°'''^''  ^°^''  ' ^'''^^  ""^^"^  ""^ 

Prince.  Erernally  to  leave  you  to  your  Frailty. 

Mir.  Can  you  fo  eafily  cancel  all  your  Vows  ? 
Then  kill  me  at  your  Feet,  1  do  implore  ir. 

„  .         .  [Kneels  and  weeps. 

Prince.  Away,  I   do  forgive  thee,  wretched  Woman. 

— :^"^  yf]  ,bf,  §°"e -eft  Love  and  Raje  return, 

and  1  mould  kill  you  yet  with  your  young  Darling. 
Vol.  ly  S  ^    Mir, 
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Mir,  Whom  mean  you,  Sir,  this  lovely  Maid  ? 

Oiiv.  Maid  ! What  means  flie  ?  Sure  (he  canhoe 

know  me. 

Vr'ince,  Talk  on,  falfe  Woman !  till  thou  haft  per- 
fuaded  my  Eyes  and  Ears  out  of  their  native  Faculties,  I 
fcorn  to  credit  other  Evidences. 

M\r.  Try  'em  once  more,  and  then  repent,  and  die. 
Sp^em  Olivia';  Bo[om^  Jhezvs  her  Breafls. 

Prince.  Ha by  Heav*n  a  Woman! 

Mir,  You  that  wou'd  fmile  at  my  fuppos'd  undoing, 
prefent   your  felf   no  more  before  my  Eyes. 
'Twas  to  perplex  you  that  I  feign'd  this  Paflion. 
I  faw  you  had  your  Spies  to  watch  for  Mifchief, 

^  ITo  George. 

And  poifon  all  my  Happinefs  with  the  Prince. 

And  fince  I  am  thought   fo  criminal,  I'll  take  an  ever- 
lafting  leave  of  you.  \Jo  the  Prince. 

When  1  am  dead,  may   fhe  you  honour  next  repay  your 

Tendernefs,  as  I  have  done But  may  fhe  never  meet 

niy  wretched  Fate.  IShefnatches  Olivia'i  Sword  out» 

Prince.  Hold,  thou  moft  valuM  Treafure  of  the  World, 
or  turn  the  pointed  Weapon  to  my  Heart. 
Mir,  No,  I'm  falfe,  unworthy  of  your  Love. 
Geo,  Yes,  by   Heaven.     But  thou  haft  jilted  him   fa 
handfomly,  thou'ft  vanquifii'd  all  my  Rage. 

Mir,  Yes,  I  am  falfe  j  falfe  to  this  Gallant  Man, 

[To  George, 
falfe  to  my  Husband,  to  my  Sex's  Fame ;  for  you  more 
charming,  I  alas  am  per  jut 'd. 

Prince.  Lejere^  have  1  then  injm'd  thee? 
•     Geo.  This  is  the  fatal  Beauty,  Sir,  for  whom  fo  often 
70U  have  feen  me  languifh. 

Prince.  Ah !  wouldft  thou  fee  me  on  a  Precipice,  and 

not  prevent  my  Danger  ?  ,    „r         j  a 

Geo,  To  mightier  FriendPnip  I  cou'd  all  furrender,  and 

filcntly  have  born  her  Perjuries ;  but  thofe  to  you,  awa- 

ken'd  all  my  Rage  :  but  fhe  has  out-trick'd  me,  and  I  beg 

her  Pardon -^And  to  fecure  her  yours,  have  lov'd  anew, 

and  beg  Proteaion  in  your  Lodgings,  Sir,  for  a  young 

Maid  whom  I  defign  to  marry. 

■  Prince, 
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Vr'mce.  Command  my  Life,   my  Fortune,    and   my 
Sword,  for  the  unwilling  Injury  I  have  done  thee — And 
h  this  the  charming  perjur*d  Fair,  Mir t ilia  / 
Geo.  It  is.  Sir, 

Prince.  Since  it  is  poffible  that  you  cou'd  ceafe  to  love 
this  Gallant  Man,  whom  I  have  heard  with  fo  much 
fender  Paflion  tell  your  Loves,  what  facred  Vows  had 
paft,   and  what   Endearments,    how  can   I   hope  from 

thee  a  lading  Faith  ? — Yet  on  the  Oaths   that  thou 

haft  fworn   to  me by  all  thy  Hopes  of  Pardon  for 

thy  Perjuries,  to  eafe  my  panting  Heart once  fpeak 

the  Truth Didft  thou  not  take   this   Woman  for  a 

Man? 

Mir.  I  did— and  were  fhe  fo,  I  wou'd  with  Pride 
own  all  the  Vows  I've  broke. 

Prince,  Why  this  is  fair and  tho  I  buy  this  Know- 
ledge at  the  vaft  Price  of  all  my  Repofe ;  yet  I  muft 
own,  'tis   a    better  Bargain  than  chaff 'ring  of  a  Heart 

for  feign'd  Embraces Thou  haft  undone  me- yet 

muft  have  my  Friend fliip  ;  and  'twill  be  ftill  fome  Eafe 
in  this  Extreme,  to  fee  thee  yet  repent,  and  love  Lc" 
jere, 

Mir,  No,  Sir,  this  Beauty  muft  be  fiift  declining,  to 
make  me  take  up  with  a  former  Lover. 

Geo,  No,  Sir,  I  have  difpos'd  my  Heart  another  way  ; 
and  the   firft  knowledge  of  her  Falftiood  cur'd  me:  Her 

Marriage  I  forgave that  thing  of  Form — —but  never 

could  her  Fondnefs  to  this  Youth. 

Prince,  Who's  this  Lady,  Sir,  whofe  Pardon  I  muft 
beg? 

Geo,  My  Sifter,  Sir,  who  I  difguis'd  on  purpofe  to  be 
a  Guard  to  this  fufpeded  Fair  One. 

Enier  Welborn. 

TVel.  Ha,  (he's  there  I 

Now  every  Feature  points  me  out  my  Conquerefs. « 

Nay  ftart  not 1  have  found  Thee,  thou  malicious 

Charmer,  to  bring  me  fo  near  to  Blifs,  and  not  afford  me 
one  kind  hint, 

S  2  OlfV, 
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Ol\v.  And  are  not  you  a  very  dull  Fellow,  that  lov'd 
and  long'd,  and  had  the  Maid  To  near  you,  and  yet  need- 
ed a  Hint? 

We\»  Nay,  if  you  conceal'd  your  precious  Talent,  how 
fliou*d  it  profit  any  body  ? 

OViv,  Conceal'd  it ! No,  Faith,  I  made  a  very  fair 

Tender;  but  you  refus'd  it,  as  not  being  current  Coin. 

Wd,  But  if  you  moft  felonioufly,  and  unlawfully  de- 
face our  Sovereign's  Image,  fo  as  it  may  be  as  foon  taken 
for  the  Grand  Signior's,  I  may  fufped  the  Metal  too. 

OWv.  What  fay  you  if  I  tender  it  before  thefe  lawful 
Witneffes  ? 

W&\.  I'll  take  it  for  good  Payment—  I  Charki 

Welhorn 

OliV.  Ha,  Welborn  !  '  [^/^f^- 

WeL  Takethee— whom?— Gad  if  the  Parfon  of  the 
Parilh  knew  your  Name  no  better  than  I— 'twill  be  but  a 
blind  Bargain. 

Geo,  Olivia  Marteen — 

WeL  My  deftin'd  Wife  !  r  j    d 

Geo,  The  very  fame*.  Have  you  the  Parfon  ready  ? 

Wei.  He  waits  in  my  Chamber. 

Olh.  Madam,  1  beg  you'll  lend  me  fomething  more 
becoming  my  Sex.  . 

Mir.  jyfa?7age  will  furnidi  you  from  my  Wardrobe. 

[^Exit  Ouvia. 

Enter  Terefia.  ;,.  .  : 

G<;^.  And  fee  my  good  Genius  appears  too. 

Tere.  See,  Sir,  I  am  refolv'd  to  be  welcome  to   your 

Arms;   look,  here  are  the   Writings  of  the  Lftate    my 

Grandfather  lefc  me,  and  here's  three  thoufand  Pound  my 

Grandmother  has  fettled  on  me,  upon  her  Marriage  with 

u^  [Gives  him  the  Writings. 

Geo.  And  here's  my  Father's  Eftate  fettled  on  me-— 

Come  let's  put  them  together and  go  tn,  and  let  the 

Parfon  do  as  much  for  us.  [Puts   emtnher  Cafe. 

Tere.  But  have  you  very  wellconfidered  this  Matter 
Geo.  Terefia,  we'll  do  like  moft  Couples,  marry  hrit, 
and  confider  afterwards—  ,         {Lead^herm. 

t  nter 
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Enter  a  Tootman, 

Toot.  Sir,  here's  Sir  I.lerlm^  with  a  Lady  mask'cl, 
wou'd  fpeak  with  you. 

WeL  Carry  'em  in:o  the  Dining-Room,  I'll  wait  on 'em 
anon.  [Exeunt  Omnes, 

SCENE,   my  Lady  Youth ly'y;     Difcovers 
her,  and  Lett  ice  dr  effing  her. 

L.  Touth,  Hold  the  Glafs  higher,  Lettice  ;  is  not  this 
Tour  too  brown  ? Methinks  it  does  not  give  a  youth- 
ful Aire  to  my  Face. 

Lett.  That's  not  in  Nature. 

L.  Youth.  Like  Nature  !  Ay,  but  Nature's  felf  wants 
Art,  nor  does  this  Fontange  fuit  with  my  Complexion — • 
put  on  a  little  more  red,  Lettice^  on  my  Cheeks,  and 
Lips.  [she  does  fom 

Lett.  Ay,  for  they  are  but  a  little  too  much  upon  the 

Coventry-'klvie This  Tour  muft  come  more  forward. 

Madam,  to  hide  the  Wrinkles  at  the  corners   of  your 
Eyes  iPulU  it» 

L.  Youth.  Ay,  Lettice^  but  there  are  others,  that  nei- 
ther Tours,  nor  Paint,  nor  Patches  will  hide,  I  fear 
yet  altogether,  Lettice,        .     ■ 

[Puts  on  her  Spe^acles,  and  looks  in  the  Glafs, 
Enter  Sir  Rowland. 

S'ltRoivl.  What,  no  Biide  yet,  nor  Bridegroom? 

L.  Youth,  Ay,  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  this? 

Sir  Rowl,  But  Terejia,  Madam,  where  can  fhe  be  gad- 
ding ? 

L.  Youth.  Why  Lettice  tells  me,  fhe  went  to  buy  fbme 
Trifles  to  adorn  her  this  Night — Her  Governante  is  with 
her,  and  my  Steward. 

Enter  Mr.  Twang. 

Twang.  Alas,  what  pity  'tis  •,  the  Supper  is  quite  fpoil'd, 
and  no  Bridegroom  come ! 

A  Noife  of  hallowing  without,   and  Mufick. 
Rn.tr  Lady  Blunder. 

L.  Blun.  Blefs  us!   He  e's  a  whole  Regiment  of  Live- 
ries. Coaches;  and  Flambeaux  at  the  Door !  the  Fops  of 
S  3  tbe 
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the  Town  have  heard  of  a  Wedding,  and  are  come  in 
Mafquerade. 

Enter  Muftck  playing ;    after  them^   Prince  Frederick 

Uad'mg  Mirtilla,  George  leading  Terefia  ;  Sir  Merlin, 

Diana;   Afr;.  Manage,  ^m\on\  Paget^and  'Eootmen^ 

all  in  Maf(iuerade,     Sir  Morgan    comes  in^  all  in 

Mourning'^   Welborn,  andO\\\h. 

Sir  Mer.  Hearing  of  a  high  Wedding,  Sir,  we  made 

bold  (as  the  faying  is)  to  give  you  Joy.     Sir,  arc  not  you 

the  Bridegroom  ? 

Tere.  Vhere*s  your  Bride,  Sir?  Ha  !  ha!  ha! 
Sir  Mer,  Ay,  ay,  where's  your  Bride  ? 
Sir  KowL  What's  that  to  you,  Sir  Coxcomb  ? 
Sir  Mer,  Hu.ii — how  the  Devil  came  he  to  know  me 
now  !* — Is  this  reverend  Gentlewoman  your  Lady,  Sir  ? 

Sir  KowL  Ounds,  they  come  to  mock  us  I  — Hark  ye, 
hark  ye  Tawdrums,  if  you  are  Men,  flievv  your  Faces  ; 
if  Apes,  play  over  your  Monkey-Tricks,  and  be  gone, 
d'ye  hear.  -We  are  not  at  leifure  for  Fooling, 

Geo,  Be  but  at  leifure,  Sir,  to  pardon  [George  kneels, 
this  one  Difobedience  of  my  Life,  and  all  the  reft  I'll  de- 
dicate to  pleafe  and  humour  you.     Sir,  I  am  marry'd. 

[Pulls  off  his  MAs\, 
Sir  Ro'^l,   What  the  Devil's  that  to  me.  Sir  ? 
Geo.  Do  not  you  know  me.  Sir  ? 
^\t  Rowl.  No,  Sir,  nor  don't  care  to  know  any  fuch 
flaunting  Coxcombs. 

Geo,  Look  on  me.  Sir.       {^Looks  on  him,  knows  him, 

goes  away,  and  returns* 

Sir  P.owl,  Hum,  hum,  hum 

Tere,  h  is  your  Son,  Sir,  your  darlina  Son,  who  has 
fav'd  your  Life  from  Infolence. 

Six  Rowl,  Hum Terefia! 

L.  Youth,  How,  Terefia  !  what  robb'd  me  of  my  in- 
tended Husband  ?  Oh  undone !  undone  I 

ilalls  into  a  Chair. 
Sir  Rowl,  And  haft  thou,   after  all,  ferved  me  fuch  a 
Rogue's  Trick,  thou  ungracious  Varlet  ?  What  cuckold 
shine  own  Father !  -    r 
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Geo,  Oh  do  not  frown,  I  cannot  bear  your  An^^er : 
Here  will  I  hang  for  ever  till  you  pardon  me.  "     * 

_.  ,  iCUjp  his  Knees, 

biTRowl.   Look look now  cannot  I  be  anary 

With  the  good-natur'd  young  Rogue iWeeps, 

Well  George but    harkye,  Sirrah,    this  is  a    damn'd 

Trick  of  yours. 

Geo.  Sir,  I  found  my  Youth  was  fitter  for  her  than 
your  Age,  and  you  11  be  as  fond  of  a  Grand-Child  of  my 
begetting,  as  you  would  of  a  Son  of  another  Man's,  per- 
haps. '  ^ 

Sir  Roujl.  Thou'rt  in  the  right  on't. 

Sk  Mer,  Ha!  Is  Monfieur  Lejere  then  my  Brother 
George  *' 

Geo,  Sir,  here's  another  Couple  wants  your  Pardon- 
my  Brother  Alerlm^  and  my  Lady  Diana. 

L.Blu?2.  Diana  !  what,  Sir  Harry  Modifies  Miftrefs  ? 

Dia.  Yes,  he  pawn'd  me  at  the  BafTet-Table ;  and,  in 
revenge,  I  refolv'd  to  marry  the  next  Man  of  Fortune  I 
met  with. 

Sir  RowL  The  Fool  bad  more  Wit  tlian  I  thousht  he 
had  ;  for  which  I'll  give  him  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year. 

Geo,  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

Mir.  Pray,  melancholy  Sir,  who  are  you  in  Mourn- 
ing for  ? 

Sir  Morg.  Alas !  Madam,  for  a  Perfon  of  Qiialfry  that 
was  my  Wife ;  but  reft  her  Soul,  (he's  burnt.  [IVeel^s. 
And  I  fhall  never  fee  any  thing  again  like  her. 

Mr.  No!    What  think  you  of  this  Face,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Morg,  As  Gad  fhali  fa'  me,  as  like  as  if  the  fame. 

L.  Bl(4»,  In  troth,  and  fo  fhe  is. 

Prince.  'Tis  true,  fhe  was  once  your  Wife  ;  but  I  have 
preferv'd  her  from  the  Flames,  and  1  have  moft  Ri^ht 
to  her.  ^ 

Sir  Morg,  That's  a  hard  Cafe,  Sir,  that  a  Man  muft 
lofe  his  Wife,  becaufe  another  has  more  Right  to  her  than 
himfelf ;  is  that  Law,  Sir? 

Prince,  Lover's  Law,  Sir. 

L.  Blun.  Ay,  ay,  Son,  'tis  the  Fafhion  to  marry  one 
Week,  and  feparate  the  next ;  I'll  fet  you  a  Precedent  for 
it  my  felf,  '  /j^ 
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Sir  Rowland  takei.  'evi  up,  and  kiJJ'es  "em. 

^\t  MoYg.  Nay,  if  it  be  the  Fafhion,  I'll  e'en  into  the 

Country,  and  be  meny  with  my  Tenants,  and  hawk,  and 

hunt,  and  Horfe- match. 

Prince.  But  now,  Sir,  I'll  refign  my  Right  to  you, 
and  content  my  felf  with  the  Honour  to  have  perferv'd 
her  from  the  Fire.  [Prince  delivers  Mirtilla  to  Sir 

Mors^an,  who  receives  her. 
Sir  Morg.  As  Gad   Qiallfa'  me,  Sir,  you're  2  civil  Per- 
fon  ;  and  now  I  find  you  can  endure  a  Woman,  Sir,  Til 
oive  you  leave  to  vifit  her, 

^  Sir  Rc^wl.  Well,  fince  we're  all  agreed,  and  that  the 
Fiddles  are  here,  adfnigs  we'll  have  a  Dance,  Sweet-heart, 
the  ibou  haft  out-witted  me. 

IJakes  Terefia,   George  takes   Lady  Youthly,   &c, 
Ajter  the  Dance,  Lady  Youthly  weefs. 
Geo.  What,  weeping  yet?  Here,  Uwfwang,  take  the 
Lady  to  your  Care  ;  in  thefe  Cafes,  there's  nothing  hke 
ihe  Confolatioa  of  your  young  Chaplain. 

the  Widow,  with  young  Jointure,  and  old  Face:, 
jiffeBed  Mien,  and  amorous  Grimace, 
Ufes  to  fall  to  th"  younger  Brother's  Jhare  j  p 

But  I  by  Fortune,  and  indufirious  Care,  > 

Have  got  one  that's  rich,  witty ,  youngs  and  fair,    3 
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lE'*re  grown  impatient  to  be  out  of  pain, 
,    /    And  fain  wou'd  know  our  Fortune,  LofSf  or  Gain 
The  Merchants  Phrafe  ma^jn^t  he  improper  now. 
If  ye  our  City  Chara^er  allow. 
But  fome  fpruce  Critick,  1  hear,  fwears  ^tis  firange^ 
To  take  a  pouder'd  Beau  off  from  the  Exchange ; 
A  place  more  fam^d  for  Band,  and  Drefs  preafe, 
Forgreafy  Cuckolds,  Stockjobbers,  and  Lyes, 
Than  for  a  Spark  o*th*  Town  :  but  now-a-days 
The  Cit  fets  up  in  Box,  puffs^  perfume Sy  plays  \ 
And  tho  he  paffes  for  a  Man  of  Trade^ 
Is  the  chief  Squeaker  at  the  Mafquerade, 
■Let  him  his  Sijler,  or  his  Wife  bewarCy 
^Tis  not  for  nothing  Courtiers  g»  Jo  far* 
Thus  for  awhile  he  holds,  till  Cajh  is  found 
To  be  a  Debtor  many  a  woful  Pound  ; 
Then  off  he  moves,  and  in  another  Tear 
Turns  true  Alfatian,  or  Sollicitor, 
Tor  we  (except  d'th'  Stage)  (hall  feldom  find. 
To  a  poor  broken  Beau,  a  Lady  kind  : 
Whilfi powerful  Guinea  lafts,  he's  wondrous  pretty^ 
uind  much  the  finefi  Gentleman  o'th'  City ; 
But  when  Feb^s  empty,  he's  an  odious  Creature, 
Tough  how  hejlinks  !  h*as  not  one  taking  Feature; 
Thtn  fuch  an  aukard  Mein,  and  vulgar  Senfe, 
1  vow  I  wonder  at  his  Impudence, 


^Tis  well  Lejere  appeared,  George  owes  the  Prize 
To  the  gay  Mcnfieur^  Footmen^  and  Difguife, 
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Charms  which  few  Englifh  Women  can  with fl and 'y 

What  can't  a  Man  of  Gluality  command  ? 

As  to  the  Fault Sy  or  Merits  of  the  Play, 

We  leave  you  to  be  Judges  of'y  yet  fay, 

Te  ought  in  jujiice  to  be  kind  to  day. 

For  to  our  Cofi,  alas,  we  foon  jl}all  find,    . 

Perhaps  not  half  the  Money  ye  defignd, 

Confider,  Sirs,  it  goes  to  be  refind, 

And  fince  in  all  Exchanges  *tis  a  Notion, 

Fur  what  ye  taf^e  to  be  in  due  Proportion  \ 

So  may  we  juftly  hope  no  wrong  is  done  ye. 

If  ye  have  par  of  Wit,  for  par  of  Money. 


The  End  the  Fourth  Volume. 
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